Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 

to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  maiginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  tliis  resource,  we  liave  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  fivm  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attributionTht  GoogXt  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  in  forming  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liabili^  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.   Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at|http: //books  .google  .com/I 


^ 


SHADOWED    BY 


THREE. 


BT 


>c/ 


LAWRENCE    L.  LTNOH, 


KX -DSTSOTITS  . 


CHICAGO : 

DONNELLEY,  GASSETTE  &  LOYD,  PUBLISHERS. 

1882/ 


THE  NEW  TOM        I 

PUBLIC  LIBI^ARY 

263826B 

A8Tt)R.   LINOX   AND 
H  I94i  ^  _ 


Entsbbv  according  to  Act  or  CoNGKBtt,  m  trb  ysak  1879,  ■▼ 

DONNELLEY,  CASSETTE  A  LOYD. 
In  tmb  Office  of  ths  Libkarian  of  Congbbss,  at  Wasmingtoh. 


CONTENTS. 


PAOB 

CHAFTm  1. — Old  Friends.  Well  Met,      •          •          •  -       ii 

Chapt-ir  II. — ^A  Woman's  Eye,  ....          *  24 

Chaftkk.  III. — Lenore,        -           •           -           •           .  -       34 

Chattsx.  IV. — ^The  Durand  Robbery,  ....  50 

Chattejl  V. — An  Adventure  and  a  Wallet.       •           -  -        78 

Chaftkr  VI. — Aura  Durand,    -----  90 

CiiAFTKR  Vtl. — What  the  Wallet  Contained,    -           -  -      104 

Chapter  VIII. — A  Clever  Reporter  and  a  Vailed  Female,  116 

Chapter  IX. — Mr.  and  Mrs.  Rodbins,       •           -           -  -      130 

Chapter  X. — A  Terrible  Temper,       -           •           .          .  144 

Chapter  XI.— Setting  the  Snare,            -          .          -  -      156 

Chapter  XII. — Springing  the  Trap,   -           -           -           .  164 

Chapter  XIII. — The  Farce  and  Drama  in  a  Gambler's  Den,  -      175 

Chapter  XIV.— Unrecognized  Links,  -          .          -          .  184 

Chapter  XV. — Two  Women  Plead,           .           -          -  -      193 

'^    Chapter  XVI. — A  Strange  Bridal  Banquet.            -          -  213 

S    Chapter  XVII. — ^A  Startling  Announcement,     ...  233 

Q     Chapter  OCVIII.— A  Strange  Death  Blow,     -           .           -  243 

^     Chapier  XIX. — The  Coroner's  Verdict,  -           -           -  -      251 

Chapter  XX. — ^A  Letter  w  the  Grate,         .           -          .  262 

^    Chapter  XXI.— Startling  Newb,  Strangely  Received,  -      277 

i    Chapter  XXII. — Mother  Goose's  Loo  Book,             •           •  296 

"^\    Chapter  XXIII. — ^John  Jacob  Austin,      -           .           -  -      307 

S   Chaptsk  XXIV.— a  New  Link  in  the  Chain.            •          •  323 


«^W 


i 


10 


CONTBKn. 


Chaptbr 
Chaptir 
Chapter 
Chaptxr 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 
Chapter 


XXV. — ^Tri  Emoush  Detective. 

XXVI.— JOCELYM  INVESTIOATE& 

XXVII.— PicKiNO  A  Pocket, 
XXVIII.— Escaped  prom  a  Mad- House, 
XXIX.— The  Ball  Tosser's  Dauchtee, 
XXX.— Peterkin's  Warning, 
XXXI. — In  the  Geeen  Boudoir, 
XXXII.— Three  Shadows,    • 
XXXIII. — The  Gentleman  prom  Cuba, 
XXXIV.— A  Timely  Encounter, 
XXXV. — Brother  Detectives,  • 
XXXVI.— In  the  Tioer's  Claws,     - 
XXXVII.— Baffled.         -  - 

XXXVTIL-r"  I  Don't  Believe  She  Did  It.' 
XXXIX.— An  Heiress  Deposed,  - 
XL.— Greek  meets  Greek,     - 
XLI. — Found  at  Gentleman  Jeff's, 
XLII.— Found  once  More,    - 
XLIII.— A  Strange  Proceeding, 
XLIV. — Bradwardine  Again. 
XLV. — ^At  the  Masquerade, 
XLVI.— Capturing  Counterfbitees, 
XLVII.— Bathurst's  Last  Report, 
XLVIIL— The  Murderess  is  Found, 
XLIX.— Nina's  Story. 
L.— The  Confession  of  a  Murderess, 
LI.— A  Reunion  at  Gentleman  Jeff's,  - 
LII.'— Lady  Lenore,   .  -  - 

LIII.— Dradwardine's  Fate, 
LIV.— At  Last,  .  -  • 


PACK 

333 

• 

345 

• 

-   359 

- 

37a 

• 

-   388 

-  . 

406 

• 

.   418 

- 

431 

- 

■   445 

*           m 

457 

- 

-   474 

- 

495 

- 

-'      5" 

» 

521 

- 

•   535 

- 

545 

- 

•   557 

• 

566 

• 

•   578 

- 

595 

- 

*   606 

»            • 

617 

• 

.   631 

*           • 

649 

- 

.   663 

•           • 

679 

- 

.   6gi 

- 

704 

- 

-   714 

• 

731 

Shadowed  by  three. 


CHAPTER  I. 


OLD  FBIBND8,   WELL  MBT. 


It  was  the  fint  day  of  September,  but  it  might  have 
been  the  earliest  in  August,  or  the  latest  in  July,  so  fiercely 
did  the  sun  shine  down  upon  the  city  pavements,  so  sultry 
was  the  atmosphere,  and  so  eager  was  the  dust  to  defy 
sprinklers,  and  bestow  itself,  unsolicited,  upon  ladies' 
Summer  bonnets,  and  gents'  unmentionables. 

It  was  only  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  yet  the 
pedestrian,  walking  down  the  sunny  side  of  Madison 
street,  Chicago,  on  this  first  day  of  September,  in  the 
year  of  our  Liord  187 — ,  would  have,  undoubtedly,  ex- 
claimed,— ^had  he  been  a  true  Chicagoan, — that  it  was 
"hot/* 

At  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning,  aimless  promenaders 
are  but  few  upon  the  thoroughfares ;  but  on  this  especial 
occasion,  at  least,  one  very  listless  individual  might  have 
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been  seen  sauntering  slowly  down  from  Clark  street,  oc- 
casionally stopping  to  gaze  at  some  window  with  a  half 
careless,  half  critical,  wholly  lazy  air. 

The  loiterer  was  a  young  and  handsome  man,  his  face, 
so  much  of  it  as  might  be  seen,  under  the  shadow  of  a 
big  ** Kossuth,"  was  mifch  sun-burned;  the  eyes  were 
large,  and  dark,  having,  even  in  a  listless  mood,  a  certain 
quaint  expression,  that  at  once  stamped  the  man  as  an 
**  original."  The  chin  was  firm,  and  the  mouth,  which 
might  have  been  handsome,  or  otherwise,  was  hidden  un- 
derneath a  heavy  mustache  of  a  reddish  brown  color,  just 
one  shade  lighter  than  the  thick,  straight,  close-cropped 
hair. 

The  young  man  had  the  look  of  an  American,  a  gen- 
uine Yankee ;  but  any  citizen  of  Chicago  could  have  told 
you  that  his  clothes  were  never  made  by  an  American 
tailor ;  they  had  a  very  foreign  look,  as  if  they  had  been 
manufactured  for  some  tall  English  sobersides,  and  had 
fallen  upon  the  limbs  and  shoulders  of  this  big,  careless, 
self-reliant,  yet  somewhat  preoccupied  loiterer,  by  mis- 
take. 

Evidently  the  buildings  upon  which  he  gazed  were 
new  things  to  him,  for  he  seemed  much  inclined  to  criti- 
cise some  of  the  most  pretentious,  and  to  find  some 
room  for  disflatisfaotion. 
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CroBsing  Dearborn  street,  with  the  Bublimeet  disregard 
for  drays  and  newsboys,  he  paused  before  the  *^  Tribune  " 
building,  and  scanned  the  structure  with  considerable 
interest.  Finally  he  entered  at  the  great  door,  through 
which  anxious-looking  people  are  constantly  hurrying, 
and,  leaning  his  back  against  the  wall  lost  himself  for  a 
moment,  in  watching  and  pondering  the  evolutions  of  the 
famous  ^*  advertisement "  system.  Shabby-looking  wo- 
men, who  had  advertised  for  loans,  or  for  sewing, 
presented  a  lettered  ticket,  and  walked  away  with  a  dole- 
ful face,  and  perhaps  two  or  three  letters.  Flashy-look- 
ing  men,  who  had  advertised  for  a  ^^lady  correspondent,'* 
a  ^*  refined  housekeeper,"  or  a  pretty  ''amanuensis,"  and 
who  turned  away  from  the  box  with  a  big  pocket  of  let- 
ters, and  a  coarse  joke,  at  the  expense  of  the  unknown 
writers ;  sharp-looking  men,  who  wrote  "ads."  for  "  part- 
ners "  and  ''  business  chances "  and  handed  them  to 
the  clerk,  together  with  the  required  change,  in  an  off- 
hand manner,  plainly  betokening  that  they  knew  what 
they  were  about,  and,  that  it  was  something  worth  know- 
ing too. 

All  these  the  stranger  surveyed,  ^ith  an  amused 
twinkle  of  the  shrewd  dark  eyes,  and  then  turning  him- 
self about  was  suddenly  aware  that  his  self-absorption 
had  oaoMd  him  to  commit  a  blunder ;  he  bad  turned  upon 
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a  young  lady  who  was  just  entering  the  building,  with 
such  force  as  to  ahnost  throw  her  off  her  feet.  While  he 
was  offering  to  the  young  lady  a  hurried  apology,  three 
young  men  entered  the  office,  and  he  felt  rather  than  saw 
that  one  of  them  had  stopped  short  and  was  gazing 
fixedly  at  him.  Having  made  his  peace  with  the  injured 
fedr  one,  he  turned,  and  confronted  the  new  comer.  In 
another  instant,  two  hands  were  outstretched,  and  the 
latest  arrival  was  saying  in  quick,  cheery  tones : 

^^Bob  Jocelynl  By  the  powers  I  Where  on  earth 
did  you  come  from,  and  where  have  you  been,'* — *^  and 
where  am  I  going,''  supplemented  Jocelyn,  whose  eyes 
were  now  dancing  with  mirth  and  glad  recognition,  and 
whose  big  brown  hand  was  shaking  the  smaller  white 
one,  of  his  friend,  with  unmistakable  warmth.  **  Glad  to 
see  you,  Neil,  glad  to  see  you— don't  ask  where  I've  been 
now, — ^it  makes  me  sweat  to  think  of  it." 

^*  Well,  I  won't,"  declared  the  new-comer,  with  a  mel- 
low half  laugh.  *^  And  I  won't  ask  where  you  are  going, 
for,  by  (George,  I  don't  intend  to  lose  sight  of  you  just  yet." 

**  Good  enough,"  cried  Jocelyn,  with  beaming  conn- 
tenanoje.  **  If  that's  the  case,  come  along ;  I  have  been 
prancing  up  and  down  these  h6t  streets  for  two  long 
hours,  and  I  want  a  cigar  and  a  glass  of  lager  in  the 
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The  new-comer  laughed  i^in  as  if  well  aoonstomed 
to  the  odd  expressions  of  his  friend,  and  then  lifting  his 
hat  to  wipe  the  perspiration  off  a  forehead  that  was  white 
as  a  girFs,  he  turned  toward  the  companions  who  had  en- 
tered with  him. 

^*  Here  you  are,  Bathurst/'  said  one  of  them,  turning 
from  the  clerk's  window  with  a  packet  of  letters  in  his 
hand.  ^*  Lots  of  missives  from  feur  ladies ;  we  will  see 
what  we  wiU  see,  now." 

Without  replying  to  this  somewhat  enigmatical  speech, 
the  young  man  addressed  as  Bathurst  turned  toward  his 
new  found  friend  and  performed  the  ceremony  of  intro- 
duction. 

^^Jocelyn,  this  is  Mr.  Arteveldt,*'  motioning  toward 
the  young  man  with  the  letters,  *^  and  this,"  turning  to- 
ward the  other,  ^*  is  Mr.  Fordham.*' 

The  gentlemen  exchanged  salutations ;  the  keen  eyes 
of  the  big  stranger  scrutinized  Messrs.  Arteveldt  and 
Fordham,  very  closely,  and  then  he  said,  in  a  drawling 
tone,  quite  different  from  that  in  which  he  had  addressed 
his  friend  Bathurst, 

^  Glad  to  meet  you,  gentlemen  ;'*  after  which  he  turned 
to  Bathurst  and  said  in  the  same  tone,  **  Don't  let  me 
oome  in  the  way  if  you  are  engaged  with  your  friends, 
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Neil,  yoa  can  look  me  up  at  the  Tremont,  later,  you 
know." 

^^Not  a  bit  of  it/' said  Bathurst,  briskly,  ^*we  only 
met  by  chance,  as  you  and  I  did,  and  I  must  have  a  long 
talk  with  you,  off  hand,  so  oome  along.  Arteveldt  will 
excuse  us." 


44 


Oh,  certainly,"  replied  young  Arteveldt,  carelessly ; 
it's  too  deuced  hot  to  have  any  thing  special  on  foot  this 
morning ;  in  fact  I  have  not  had  my  breakfast.  You  will 
be  on  hand  for  the  North  Side  to-night,  won't  you,  Bnth- 
urst?" 

Neil  Bathorst  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then  replied, 
^^No,  I  think  .not.  Not  if  Jocelyn  is  at  my  disposal.  I 
haven*t  seen  him  in  three  years,  Arteveldt,  and  I  don't 
want  to  quit  him ;  he  is  liable  to  slip  me  like  an  eel.  You'll 
make  my  excuses  to  the  Ruthvens  to-night;  I  don't  think 
they  will  take  it  amiss,  as  I  am  almost  a  stranger  to  them." 

*^  Oh  I  of  course  I  can  fix  it  with  ^A^m,"  replied  Arte- 
veldt. ^^  But  I  am  sorry  you  won't  be  with  ug,  you  will 
miss  seeing  some  deuced  nice  girls." 

Neil  Bathurst  shrugged  one  shoulder  impatiently. 

*^I  leave  the  girls  to  you,"  he  said,  half  scornfully. 
*^  Come  then,  Jooelyn,  mi  €mant  for  somewhere." 

He  nodded  to  Arteveldt,  lifted  his  hat  to  Foidham, 
and  turned  away,  fidlowad  by  his  bmod 
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^*  W^hich  way  ?  "  he  asked,  as  they  stepped  out  upon 
the  hot  pavement.  x 

**  Any  where,'*  replied  Jocelyn, "  provided  it's  cool  and 
they  keep  good  beer.     I'm  as  thirsty  as  a  herring." 

**  Then  what  do  you  say  to  the  *  Gardens  ; '  they  are 
cool,  and  the  tap  is  good ;  besides,  if  you  want  to  see  any 
one,  man  or  woman,  tbat's^he  place  to  find  them  ?  " 

^^  Oh,  I  am  not  looking  for  any  one,"  replied  Jocelyn, 
indifferently,  *^  at  least,  not  for  any  one  I  am  likely  to  find 
in  that  way.  It's  all  one  to  me  where  we  go,  but  let's  get 
wmewhere  quick." 

^^All  right,"  rejoined  Bathurst,  with  the  cheery 
laugh  that  seemed  habitual  to  him.  ^^  We  will  go  to  the 
'  Tivoli  Garden,'  it's  not  far ;  why  old  man  you  are  a 
sti-anger  in  Chicago ;  you  have  not  been  here  since  the 
fire?" 

**No ;  and  I'll  be  blamed  if  it  don't  seem  odd  to  me, 
after  wandering  all  over  Europe  for  a  few  years,  to  come 
back  to  the  old  city  I  knew  so  well,  and  find  it  as  strange 
to  me  as  was  Greece  or  Rome.  By  the  way,  how  long 
have  you  been  here,  Neil,  and  when  did  you  quit  the  New 
York  Agency  ?  " 

"  How  do  you  know  that  I  have  *  quit '  the  Agency  ?" 
asked  Bathurst,  with  a  side  glance  at  his  companion. 

^  How  did  I  know  7    Well,  that's  a  question.     Didn't 

B 
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I  go  to  the  Agency  straight  as  soon  as  my  feet  touched 
New  York  bottom,  and  didn't  they  tell  me  that  you  had 
left  them  in  spite  of  themselves,  and  were,  or  they  sup- 
posed you  were,  operating  in  Chicago  ?  " 

**  Well,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  quit  simply  because  I  wanted 
A  change  and  because  I  had  overworked.  I  have  been 
knocked  on  the  head  with  a  jimmy,  stuck  in  the  ribs 
with  a  bowie,  and  perforated  in  divers  places  with  bul- 
lets since  you  *'  sailed  away  in  a  gallant  bark,'  and  neg* 
lected  your  friends  for  five  long  years.  Eighteen  months 
ago  they  sent  me  here  to  work  up  a  forgery  case.  It  took 
me  three  months,  and  then  I  sent  back  my  papers,  and 
remained  here.  I  have  been  figuring,  to  some  extent,  as 
a  p4vi^te  gentleman,  and  that  is  how  you  found  me  in 
company  with  that  fop,  Arteveldt  and  his  chum.  But, 
here's  the  ^  Tivoli,'  Rob.  Come  in,  and  we  will  refresh 
the  inner  man." 

They  passed  in  at  the  Clark  street  entrance,  and 
Jocelyn  uttered  a  half  whistle  as  he  dropped  into  a  chair, 
and  looked  about  him. 

**  Why  I "  he  exclaimed,  giving  the  table  an  emphatic 
tap  with  his  forefinger,  "  it's  a  regular  German  ^Bier 
Q-arten^'  and  on  a  grand  scale  too." 

^^  Nevertheless  you  can  buy  a  Delmonico  dinner  iiere, 
and  eat  it  off  this  same  table." 
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*^And  all  the  pretty  girls  come  here,  don't  they?'' 
queried  Jocelyn,  continuing  his  survey  and  gazing  with 
considerable  interest  in  the  direction  of  the  ladies' 
9aUm. 

**  A  good  many  pretty  ones  do,  that's  a  fact,"  replied 
Bathurst  indifferently,  *^and  some  deuced  ugly  ones, 
too." 

^  Don't  look  at  them,  Neil ;  don't  look  at  them  I  " 
said  Jocelyn,  with  great  solemnity;  **here  comes  the 
beer.    Now  then." 

And  he  drained  off  his  glass  in  a  twinkling. 

^  I  tell  you  what !  old  man,"  said  he,  setting  down 
his  glass  with  emphasis,  and  letting  his  eyes  rove  over 
the  groups  of  ladies  scattered  about  at  the  tables 
beyond  him.  *^It  won't  do  to  try  and  compare  notes 
hre;  I  shan't  be  able  to  stick  to  my  text  at  all." 

**  Oood  Lord,  man  I  "  exclaimed  the  other,  *^  you  are 
not  woman  mad  to  that  extent." 

Jocelyn  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  indulged  in  as 
exercise  that  was  something  between  a  laugh  and  a 
aeries  of  chuckles. 

^^Well,  you  know,  Neil,  I  always  had  a  fancy  for 
pretty  faces,  on  my  own  private  account." 

^*NoI  did  you  f'^  sarcastically  interrupted  Bathurst. 

**  And,"  pursued  Jocelyn,  without  seeming  to  notice 
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the  interruption,  and  with  a  flourish  of  the  hand  pecu- 
liar to  himself,  *'  I  like  'em  yet !  very  much ;  but  lately 
I  haye  had  another  leason  for  studying  the  faces  of 
pretty  woman.  Do  you  hold  your  old  theory  about 
faces?" 

**  Assuredly." 

"  Well,  you  always  were  a  queer  fish/* 

"Thanks,"  laughed  Bathurst,  "same  to  you.** 

"  Oh,  I  know  I  have  my  oddities,  at  least  that's  the 
general  opinion.  Well,  let's  go  around  to  my  quarters 
at  the  Tremont ;  we'll  order  up  some  good  wine — I  have 
^brought  over'  some  prime  cigars  —  and  talk  things 
over.  By  the  way,  according  to  your  face  theory,  how 
do  you  make  out  yon  chaps  we  have  just  left?*' 

"Who,  Arte  veldt  and  Fordham  ?  " 

Jocelyn  nodded. 

"  Well,  you  see,  I  apply  my  theory  to  strangers ; 
these  fellows  I  know  pretty  well;  tell  us  what  you 
thought  of  them  ;   you  gave  them  a  pretty  close  quiz  ?  " 

"  Well,"  said  Jocelyn,  meditatively,  "  I  should  say 
that  yon  Arteveldt  was  three  parts  fool,  and  the  other 
chap  tolerably  sharp,  pretty  conceited,  and  thoroughly 
knavish.  Ergo  —  if  you  were  any  one  else  I  should 
wonder  what  you  were  doing  in  such  company.'* 

Bathurst  ^sughed  carelessly.     "Well,  you  have  hit 
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them  off  as  well  as  I  could  have  done/*  he  said.  ^  Arte- 
Teldt  belongs  to  a  very  old  and  highly  aristocratio  family, 
is  Uie  only  son  of  a  widowed  mother,  and  all  that  — 
widowed  mother  lives  on  the  avenue,  in  a  palace,  and  has 
a  regular  bonanza  fortune  —  therefore,  of  i^ourse,  Arte- 
veldt  is  accounted  a  good  fellow  by  the  men,  and  a  great 
catch  by  the  women ;  he  is  too  pretty  to  suit  my  taste, 
and  always  has  a  few  love  afiEairs  on  hand.  He  is  fond 
of  drink  and  fond  of  cordis  too  fond  of  them ;  he  dropped 
some  two  thousand,  over  across  the  way,  only  last  night ; 
and  don't  seem  much  phazed  either.  The  other  fellow  I 
don't  know  so  well ;  he  is  a  newspaper  jockey  of  some 
sort,  always  has  a  *  scheme'  on  hand,  and  is  Arteveldt's 
right  bower." 

**  Just  so,"  dryly.  ^*  Well,  let's  drop  them  and  strike 
out  for  the  Tremont." 

Bathurst  beckoned  to  the  waiter,  settled  their  small 
indebtedness,  and  the  two,  passing  out  through  the 
ladies'  entrance,  turned  their  faces  toward  the  elegant 
hotel  known  as  the  Tremont. 

They  had  been  sworn  friends  and  allies,  as  well  as 
brother  detectives,  these  twp ;  friends  since  the  very  day 
that  had  brought  Neil  Bathurst,  then  a  mere  lad,  into 
favorable  notice  among  the  operatives  of  a  certain  Eastern 
agency.    One  of  its  officers  had  picked  him  up,  as  it  were. 
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a  runaway  gamin,  and  had  fonnd  him  so  quick-witted, 
agile,  and  altogether  useful,  that  he  had  been  retained  in 
the  service,  and,  at  the  age  of  fourteen,  found  himself 
fully  launched  as  a  boy  detective. 

At  that  time  Rob  Jocelyn  was  a  tall  young  man  of 
twenty-four,  and  a  skillful  detective,  high  in  favor  among 
New  York  officials.  From  the  first  he  had  been  much 
attracted  toward  the  bright  youth,  and  when,  three  years 
later,  the  two  were  sent  to  Chicago,  to  follow  up  an 
almost  hopeless  clue,  they  became  sworn  friends,  as  their 
work  brought  them,  for  the  first  time,  in  close,  constant 
companionship. 

That  was  before  the  great  fire,  since  which  Robert 
Jocelyn  had  not  set  foot  in  Chicago,  until  the  very  morn- 
ing on  which  our  story  opens. 

So  successfully  did  the  two  operate  together,  that  on 
their  return  to  Gbtham  they  were  once  more  sent  out  to 
work  in  unison ;  they  passed  two  years  in  ferreting  out 
various  ^*  absconders '*  to  the  Pacific  slope,  and  again 
returned  to  headquarters.  A  year  later  Robert  Jocelyn 
was  despatched  to  Europe  to  ferret  out  a  case  in  a  foreign 
port,  leaving  his  friend,  then  a  handsome  young  fellow  of 
twenty,  for  an  indefinite  time. 

At  twenty,  Neil  Bathurst  had  been  a  slender  young 
man,  just  a  little  above  the  medium  height,  with  short 
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cropped  curly  hair,  black  as  darkness,  and  soft  as  silk, 
with  dark  blue  eyes  that  were  capable  of  as  many  expres- 
sions as  the  orbs  of  the  veriest  coquette,  a  complexion 
fair  as  any  girl's,  hands  white  and  slender,  a  firm,  red- 
lipped  mouth,  shadowed  by  a  small  black  mustache,  and 
strong,  even,  white  teeth  that  were  somewhat  prominent 
when  the  lips  parted  in  a  smile.  This  was  Neil  Bathurst 
at  twenty.  Neil  Bathurst  at  twenty-five  was  a  trifle 
firmer  in  build,  a  trifle  browner  in  complexion,  and  other- 
wise, outwardly,  unchanged. 

When  they  had  gained  the  privacy  of  Robert  Jocelyn's 
cozy  room,  the  latter  turned  toward  his  young  friend, 
and,  letting  two  firm  brown  hands  fall  upon  his  handsome 
shoulders,  surveyed  him  with  a  world  of  honest  affection 
shining  in  the  quaint  brown  eyes. 

**  You  young  dog,"  he  exclaimed,  swaying  him  gently 
with  those  powerful  hands.  ^^  You  villain,  I*m  gladder 
to  see  you  than  if  you  were  my  grandmother,  or  my  Sun- 
day sweetheart.  There,'*  letting  him  go  suddenly,  ^^sit 
down,  sit  4own,  we  will  see  if  your  face-reading  talent 
can  do  me  any  good.*' 
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CHAPTER  IT. 
▲  woman's  bye. 

^  I  don't  suppose  that  you  ever  wondered  at  mj  not 
writing,  seeing  that  I  never  did  write  a  personal  letter, 
to  your  knowledge  ?  "  quoth  Mr.  Jocelyn  stretching  out 
his  limbs  to  their  utmost,  leaning  as  far  back  as  possible 
in  his  chair,  and  puffing  lazily  at  oiie  of  his  imported 
weeds. 

^^No,  I  can't  truthfully  say  that  I  did,"  answered 
Bathurst,  who  was  perched,  boy  fashion,  Upon  the  arm  of 
a  big  chair,  looking  very  wide  awake  and  eager.  **  My 
only  query  was,  whether  you  were  dead  or  alive,  and  you 
may  wager  that  there  was  a  commotion  among  the  fel- 
lows when  it  was  announced  that  ^  Big  Jocelyn '  had 
sent  back  his  resignation  from  some  remote  comer  of 
France,  and  was  not  coming  back  for  the  present.  After 
such  confounded  splendid  work  as  you  had  just  finished 
too." 

"  Well,"  said  Jocelyn  giving  an  uncommonly  strong 
pull  at  his  cigar,  ^^if  you  will  get  off  that  chair  arm,  and 
stop  looking  so  deucedly  like  a  big  interrogation  point,  I 


BHADOWKD   BT  THBSB.  25 

will  tiy  and  make  things  a  little  clearer.  For  be  it 
known,  I  came  to  New  York  just  four  days  ago,  fresh 
from  the  briny,  and  I  arrived  in  Chicago  this  blessed 
morning  for  the  express  purpose  of  hunting  you 
out." 

**  Did  you,  though,*'  queried  Bathurst,  with  an  expres- 
sion, half  pathetic,  shining  in  his  blue  eyes.  ^*  But  that 
was  good  of  you — and  how  lucky  that  I  met  you  at  the 
*  Tribune.' " 

*^  Tea,"  laconically ;  ^*  saved  me  a  hunt  in  strange 
places,  and  I  have  had  about  enough  of  that  sort  of  fun 
for  awhile." 

^^Well,  here  we  are  at  all  events,"  said  Bathurst, 
flinging  himself  at  full  length  upon  a  sofa  and  turning 
his  face  toward  his  companion.  ^^  I'm  all  ready  to  listen, 
Rob,  so  blaaee  away." 

*^  You  see,"  began  Jocelyn  in  a  more  subdued  tone 
than  he  had  yet  used,  "  I  think  the  very  nature  of  our 
business  makes  anything  tame  after  awhile,  and  I  was  at 
best  fond  of  change,  and  new  ground  to  work  over,  so 
when  I  found  my  seaport  affair  winding  up  so  grandly,  I 
began  to  reflect  that  I  had  not  begun  to  see  Europe  yet, 
and  to  look  about  me  for  an  excuse  for  remaining  longer 
on  the  other  side  of  the  big  pond.  Owing  to  the  nature 
of  my  business  I  had  kept  away  from  SooUand  Yard,  but 
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I  now  began  to  meditate  paying  a  visit  to  oar  English 
contemporaries." 

"  Yes,"  put  in  Neil,  eagerly. 

"  And,  in  fact,  I  did  visit  them  eventually." 

Neil  suddenly  reared  himself  upon  his  elbow. 

^^Did  you  see  that  fine  fellow,  Ferrars?"  he  asked, 
eagerly. 

"  No,  I  didn't." 

Neil  dropped  back  with  a  regretful  sigh. 

"  I'm  "Sorry  "  he  murmured,  plaintively  ;  "  I  never 
heard  of  a  braver  Englishman.  I  want  to  know  more  of 
him." 

^^You  unearthly  enthusiast,"  said  Jocelyn,  smiling 
benignly  across  at  him.  ^^  No,  I  did  not  see  Ferrars,  for 
a  good  reason.  Ferrars  was  not  in  London,  he  was  not  in 
England,  and  nobody  knew  just  where  he  was ;  he  had 
been  working  some  private  case  and  had  been  dealing 
directly  with  his  employer.  They  had  not  had  a  report 
from  Ferrars  in  months,  that  was  three  years  ago.  Well, 
I  did  not  need  any  assistance  from  English  detectives, 
and  I  was  just  Yankee  enough  to  be  glad  of  it.  To 
abbreviate — at  about  the  time  when  I  sent  home  my  last 
report  and  found  my  occupation  gone,  something  oc- 
curred that  stirred  up  all  the  police  of  London,  and 
curdled  the  blood  of  the  phlegmatic  citizens.     Of  course 
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yon  heard  of  it  at  the  time.    It  was  the  murder  of  that 
old  Jew,  and  his  still  older  sister,  by  his  young  wife." 

"  Yes,  I  remember  something  of  the  event,  and  that 
there  was  a  large  reward  offered  by  the  Grown.  Did 
they  ever  find  her  ?  " 

**  I  should  rather  think  not.  My  boy,  I  have  ransacked 
all  England,  France,  Germany,  Italy,  Greece,  Corsica, 
and  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth ;  I  have  searched 
three  years  for  that  very  woman,  and  for  once  in  his  life 
Rob  Jocelyn  has  found  his  match." 

Meil  made  no  comment,  but  the  intensity  of  his  gaze 
betokened  his  eager  interest. 

**  The  old  man  was  a  member  of  a  very  strong  and 
wealthy  secret  order  of  Jews,  and  they  doubled  the  reward 
offered  by  the  Queen.  Well,  to  make  a  long  story  short, 
I  negotiated  with  them.  Of  course  they  wanted  Ferrars, 
but  as  he  was  out  of  the  question,  and  my  credentials 
were  good,  they  finally  decided  to  let  me  handle  the  case 
for  them ;  I  was  to  have  my  expenses,  in  any  case,  and 
two  thousand  pounds  if  I  succeeded ;  that  is  to  say,  the 
Jews  would  bear  my  expenses,  and  if  I  found  the  woman 
I  would  receive  one  thou'  from  the  Crown-^you  see  the 
murdered  man  left  a  large  estate  to  the  Crown— and  one 
from  the  Jews.  I  was  satisfied  with  this,  for  I  wanted 
to  see  all  these  countries,  and  could  afford  to  squander  a 


44 
44 


28  THE  LAKESIDB  8EBIBS. 

year  or  two  in  this  way.    So  we  struck  a  bargain,  and  I 
have  been  a  wandering  Jew  ever  since." 

**  And  your  case." 

^  Is  still  a  mystery ;  I  can't  find  the  woman.** 

"  Nor  any  clue  ?  " 

**  Nor  any  clue." 

"  What  had  you  to  begin  with,  Rob? " 

"That's  the  queerest  part  of  it;  I  had — only  one  eye." 
Only  wAoe/" 

Only  one  eye,  Neil,  one  painted  eye,"  said  Jocelyn, 
beginning  to  take  things  from  his  pocket  with  great 
rapidity.  "My  boy,  there  was  not  one  trace  of  thatf 
woman  after  she  had  committed  the  deed ;  she  may  have 
ridden  away  on  a  broomstick,  for  aught  I  or  any  one 
couuld  find  out  to  the  contrary.  I  could  not  even  get  an 
accurate  description  of  her.  As  for  the  picture — well,  as 
I  said  before,  I  got  one  eye."  He  had  been  searching 
through  a  small  pocketbook,  and  now  produced  something 
carefully  folded  away  in  oil  silk,  which  he  removed  rap- 
idly, and  then  leaning  forward  placed  in  the  hand  of  the 
astonished  Neil  a  bit  of  canvas,  evidently  cut  from  a 
picture,  a  painted  human  eye. 

"  Think  of  it,  Neil  I "  he  said,  as  Bathurst  gazed  in- 
tently upon  that  one  dismembered  organ  of  vision. 
"How  can  a  man  hope  to  outwit  a  woman  of  barely 
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eighteen,  who,  with  her  hand  yet  red  with  the  blood  of 
her  victims,  can  think  so  far  that  she  will  stop  her  flight 
to  cut  and  slash  the  tell-tale  picture,  which,  if  left  intact, 
might  have  brought  her  to  justice  long  ago.  Bah !  it  only 
strengthens  my  belief  in  the  superfine  cunning  and 
Ticiousness  of  a  vicious  woman.  Men  may  be  good,  bad, 
and  indifferent,  but  women!  by  the  Lord,  they  are  either 
angels  or  devils."  Then,  with  a  sudden  drop  of  the  voice, 
"What  do  you  think  of  that  eye?" 

"Why,  I  think  as  a  clue  it*s  vague,"  replied  Neil, 
with  his  own  orbs  still  fixed  upon  it.  "Tou  can't  tell  by 
this  if  it  were  black  or  gray." 

"True,  and  no  one  eatUd  tell  if  it  were  black  or 

gray*'* 

"  It*8  a  handsome  eye,"  pursued  Bathurst,  ••  the  eye  of 
a  passionate,  fearless  woman,  I  should  think.  Tell  me  all 
the  points  you  have,  Rob.  By  George,  I  feel  uncommonly 
interested  I " 

*^  Well,  my  inquiries  only  served  to  convince  me  that 
she  is  the  very  evil  one.  First  I  gathered  this  general 
outline:  She  is  below  the  medium  height, petite  in  fact, 
and  slender  almost  to  fragility ;  has  tiny  hands  and  feet, 
of  course ;  eyes  as  you  see,  for  I  assured  myself  that  they 
were  both  alike;  features  oval;  complexion  brunette; 
mouth  small  and  full  lipped;  teeth — and  here  is  a  possi- 
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ble  point — teeth  very  even,  very  white,  and  more  prom- 
inent than  is  exactly  in  accordance  with  the  rules  of 
beauty;  nose  straight,  small,  and  thin  of  nostril;  hair 
black  and  straight  as  the  hair  of  a  young  Indian.  Then 
I  went  in  for  details,  and  here  I  was  puzzled.  No  one 
knew  her  intimately,  and  no  two  had  formed  the  same 
opinion  of  her  character,  habits,  and  personal  peculiarities. 
One  old  woman  avowed  that  she  was  always  scowling, 
another  had  never  seen  a  frown  on  her  face ;  she  seemed 
a  sort  of  human  chameleon,  and  to  have  persuaded  every 
one  that  she  was  of  their  favorite  color.  From  a  mass  of 
the  most  contradictory  statements  that  a  man  ever 
listened  to,  I  sifted  out  about  this :  She  wa$  a  fascinating 
woman,  one  of  those  purring,  insinuating,  soft-mannered 
felines.  And  she  had  certain  odd  movements  of  the 
head  and  neck,  a  mixture  of  birdlike  nodding  and  ser- 
pentine twisting — I  should  think — ^peculiar  to  herself. 
She  had,  too,  a  very  soft,  childlike  voice,  and  could  sing 
like  a  mavis.  She  seemed  to  have  an  inborn  hunger  and 
thirst  for  masculine  admiration  and  outside  adornments, 
but  there  was  plainly  no  lover  in  the  case.  Madam  Elise 
Schwartz  was  in  love  with  no  mortal,  save  herself,  when 
she  killed  her  husband  and  ran  away  with  all  his  rare 
jewels." 

*^AhI  she  did  take  the  jewels.'' 
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**  She  did  that.  The  old  fellow  was  a  miser  as  well  as 
nsorer;  he  had  hoarded  up  a  fine  lot  of  rare  stones,  many 
of  them  unredeemed  pledges,  I  presume,  and  she  had 
had  nearly  twenty-four  hours  the  start  when  the  bodies 
were  disco ved." 

^^  And  the  picture ;  was  there  no  other  fragment,  not 
a  single  other  feature  intact  ?  " 

^'  Intact  I  well  I  should  say  not ;  why,  man,  it  was  in 
chips,  little  bits  of  rags,  as  if  chopped  with  a  hash  knife." 

"And  you  have  been  wandering  all  over  the  world 
with  only  one  painted  eye  and  a  turn  of  thid  head  for  a 
clue  ?  " 

"  Exactly." 

**  And  what  brought  you  back  to  America,  Rob  ?  " 

"The  belief  that  the  thing  I  failed  in  over  the 
water  may  turn  out  a  success  on  this  side." 

"  You  think  this  cunning  sorceress  may  have  sought 
fresh  fields?" 

"  I  think  it  quite  probable." 

"Well, — so  do  I.  Of  what  nationality  was  she, 
Rob?" 

"  Nobody  knows ;  she  talked  the  most  perfect  French 
and  purest  English." 

"  That  makes  her  coming  to  America  still  more  prob« 
able.     Rob,  are  you  working  upon  any  system,  or  do  you 
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intend  to  pursue  every  dark-eyed  woman  with  a  twist  of 
the  neck,  until  you  find  the  right  one  ? " 

Jocelyn  arose  and  stretched  himself  before  he  an- 
swered. ^^Not  quite  so  bad  as  that,  Neil;  I  have  a 
system,  and  it  will  yet  run  down  my  game.  Now  let's 
talk  of  yourself." 

"  All  right,  Rob,  but  you  must  let  me  study  this  eye 
a  little  ;  it  hoB  one  peculiarity." 

"  Oh,  you  have  found  that  out  have  you  ?  Well  that 
same  eye  is  photographed  upon  my  mental  vision.  I 
should  know  it  anywhere." 

So  should  I,"  replied  Neil  Bathurst,  thoughtfully; 
at  least  I  think  so — if  it  still  wore  that  peculiar,  in- 
definable expression,  the  brows  are  very  straight,  and  the 
lashes  very  long.  Well,  take  your  eye,  Rob,  I  will  call 
for  it  again  some  day,  perhaps." 

The  two  f.iends  remained  together  all  day,  and 
attended  one  of  the  popular  theaters  in  the  evening. 
They  made  no  further  mention  of  the  case  that  was  baf- 
fling astute  Rob  Jocelyn,  but  when  alone  at  last,  Neil 
Bathurst  found  himself  thinking  busily  of  the  beautiful 
murderess,  and  trying  to  fancy  just  how  the  face  belong- 
ing to  that  eye  would  have  looked.  But  he  never  once 
gave  a  thought  to  the  stupid  little  social  party  given  by 
an  unpretending  North  Side  family,  nor  of  the  '^  pretty 
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girls,*'  who  had  been  bo  lauded  by  young  Arteveldt — and 
yet,  had  he  but  known  it — ^because  of  that  absence  from 
the  Ruthven's  little  gathering  he  was  soon  to  find  himself 
beset  with  difficulties,  and  groping  blindly  for  a  lost  link 
which  that  evening  at  the  Buthvens»  could  have  sup- 
plied. 


.■^ 
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CHAPTER  in. 


UQ^OBB. 


Whfle  Messrs.  Jocelyn  and  Bathorst  were  discussing 
their  beer  at  the  "  Tivoli  Garden,"  a  heavily  laden  passen- 
ger and  mail  train  was  disgorging  itself  at  the  Michigan 
Central  Depot. 

People  with  anxious  faces  were  hurrying  to  and  fro, 
others  were  lounging  in  listless  attitudes,  ^^  seeing  what 
they  could  see,"  or  waiting  for  expected  friends,  or  — 
victims.  Streams  of  passengers  were  hurrying  down  the 
long  platforms,  and  pouring  out  from  the  various  entrances, 
and  industrious  porters  and  enterprising  hackmen  were 
waylaying  them  after  the  usual  fashion;  runners  were 
crying  their  various  hotels,  apple  women  and  pop-corn 
vendors  were  clamoring  for  a  hearing.  In  short,  there 
was  the  usual  scramble  and  push,  the  noise  and  confusion 
of  a  monster  city  depot. 

Into  this  Bab^l  of  tongues  and  sounds,  there  stepped 
— among  the  last  of  the  passengers — ^a  young  lady.  She 
was  quite  alone,  and  one  glance  would  have  sufficed  to 
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* 

assure  the  observer  that  she  was  entering  the  city  for  the 
fiist  time. 

She  was  dressed  in  an  unpretending  yet  jaunty  suit  of 
buff  linen,  and  on  her  head  was  perched  a  hat  of  coarse 
white  straw  with  bands  of  black  velvet,  one  side  of  the 
brim  drooping  over  her  face,  the  other  turned  up  and 
ornamented  by  a  curling  ostrich  plume  which  curved  de- 
fiantly above  the  crown,  giving  a  piquant  look  to  the  fair 
&ce  beneath  it. 

It  woM  a  fair  fieice.  Hair  of  a  deep  chestnut  color — that 
would  lighten  to  perfect  bronze  in  the  sunlight — was 
drawn  off  the  forehead,  and  clinging  close  to  the  head  in 
rippling  waves,  was  twisted  into  a  careless  knot  at  the 
nape  of  the  white  neck ;  a  rounded,  but  nevertheless  firm 
chin,  that  had  one  tiny  dimple  in  it ;  mouth  small  and  red 
as  a  rose,  with  a  beautifully  curved  upper  lip,  and  full 
pouting  under  one ;  teeth  small,  white,  and  regular ;  nose, 
neither  Roman  nor  Grecian,  but  small,  slightly  eretimiM^ 
and  altogether  piqiuxnt;  eyes  that  must,  in  some  moods, 
have  seemed  strangely  at  variance  with  the  little  nose  — 
large  eyes,  dark  hazel  in  color,  with  strange  lights  and 
shadows  lurking  in  their  depths ;  beautiful  eyes,  with  long 
dark  lashes,  and  delicately  penciled  brows  that  were  al- 
most straight ;  a  low,  broad  forehead ;  a  complexion  that 
was  almost  colorless,  save  for  the  ripe  bewitching  lips,  yet 
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had  no  unhealthy  pallor ;  'she  was  small  in  stature,  with 
plump  little  hands,  dainty  feet,  and  gracefully  sloping 
shoulders. 

As  she  stepped  lightly  down  from  the  Pullman  plat- 
form, holding  in  one  little  gray-gloved  hand  a  lady's 
small  traveling  bag,  she  paused,  and,  while  others  hur- 
ried on,  gazed  about  with  a  look  of  fearless  inquiry. 
Then  she  began  slowly  moving  onward  in  the  same 
direction  with  the  crowd,  casting  sharp  glances  at  each 
lady  whom  she  met,  and  never  once  looking  at  the  men. 

Finally  she  stepped  in  at  the  open  door  of  the  ladies* 
waiting-room,  and  looked  about  her  eagerly;  then  she 
turned  away,  looking  a  trifle  disappointefl,  and  quite  at  a 
loss  what  to  do  next. 

At  this  moment  a  small  figure,  olad  in  navy  blue  cam- 
brie,  entered  at  the  upper  door,  and  hurried  towards  her. 

*'  Oh  I  Nora  I "  panted  she,  as  she  gained  the  side  of 
the  young  traveler,  and  seized  her  hand  between  both  her 
own.  "-Hiflwe  you  really  come?  I'm  so  glad.  And  I 
thought  I  would  never  get  here,  for  the  bridge  was 
turned  —  *' 

"  Turned  I  '* 

"  Yes,  turned  for  the  boats,  you  know.** 

**  To  be  sure,  what  a  stupid  thing  I  am.  Kate,  it's 
high  time  I  came  to  the  city,  don't  you  think  so  7  " 
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**  Of  course  I  do,"  laughed  the  little  lady,  **  so  come 
along  now.  No  need  to  ask  how  you  are,  you  never 
looked  better." 

*^  Same  to  yon,  Katie ;  but  I  did  begin  to  feel  like  a 
lost  lamb,  I  assure  you,  when  I  did  not  see  you  any- 
where." 

"  Well,  I'm  here  now,  hand  over  your  checks,  country 
girl,  we  will  have  your  baggage  sent  straight  up,  and 
then  take  a  car  ourselves." 

^*  Good  I  I^m  so  glad  you  are  not  an  aristocrat, 
who  rides  in  a  carriage ;  that  would  not  be  quite  a  novelty, 
bat — ^this  will  be  my  first  ride  in  a  street  car." 

**  The  idea  1 " 

"  Well  I "  laughed  the  brown-eyed  country  girl ;  "  I 
don't  see  that  it's  very  absurd,  since  all  of  my  life  that 
has  not  been  spent  at  a  university,  has  been  passed  in  a 
Tillage  of  a  few  hundred  inhabitants,  where  my  two  little 
rats  of  ponies,  and  my  basket  phaeton,  are  reckoned  very 
grand,  and  where  the  sound  of  the  locomotive  is  only 
heard  from  afar.  As  they  say  in  the  play-bills,  ^  this  is 
positively  my  first  appearance  in  any  city.'  " 

"And  you  won't  dUappear  for  an  age,  will  you, 
Nora  ?  " 

Suddenly  the  laughing  eyes  became  clouded,  and  the 
girl  thus  appealed  to  turned  her  face  away  from  her 
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oompanion  to  conceal  a  strange,  half-scared   expression 
that  rested  upon  it. 

^I  don't  know,  Katie,"  she  finally  said  in  an  oddly 
constrained  manner.  *^  Now  that  I  am  left  alone  in  the 
world,  I  may  fancy  becoming  a  feminine  wandering  Jew; 
but,"  with  a  little  rippling  laugh,  and  suddenly  recover- 
ing her  composure,  ^^  I  promise,  if  I  ever  do  disappear, 
that  I  won't  ride  away  on  a  broomstick.'* 

"  I  think  you  are  the  oddest  girl  I  ever  saw,"  said 
Kate  Seaton,  half  petulantly,  as  they  entered  the  baggage 
room  and  began  to  negotiate  with  burly  porters  for  the 
conveyance  of  the  luggage  of  the  fair  arrival. 

Lenore  Armyn  stood  gazing  unconsciously  up  Lake 
street,  as  her  friend  closed  her  bargain  with  the 
expressman,  and  gazing,  she  murmured  under  her  breath, 
"  This  %9  chaos.  I  ecnild  *  disappear '  here,  I  think.  It 
surely  must  be  easy  to  lose  one's  self  in  this  great  Babel. 
But  oh  I  I  pray  heaven,  the  necessity  for  so  disappearing 
may  never  come." 

Are  there  such  things  as  forewamings?  All  day 
long,  and  often  through  the  gay  evening,  that  word, 
^^ disappear"  seemed  sounding  in  the  ears  of  Lenore 
Armyn,  and  even  then,  as  she  stood  gazing  out  on  busy 
Lake  street,  the  shadow  was  upon  her.      The  shadow  of 
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a  &te  that  was  to  make  her  a  being  doubly  accosed, 
doubly  hunted,  for  weeks  and  months. 

At  nine  o'clock  on  that  siame  evening  -Clarence  Arte- 
Teldt  stood  ringing  at  the  door  of  an  unpretending  ^*  two 
story  and  basement "  brick,  situated  not  far  from  Lincoln 
park  on  the  "  north  side  "  of  the  city. 

He  was  speedily  admitted  by  a  tidy  housemaid,  for 
Mr.  Charles  Ruthven,  the  master  of  the  house,  was  only 
a  book-keeper  in  a  down*town  wholesale  house,  who,  upon 
a  salary  of  two  thousand  a  year,  supported  a  wife  and 
sister-in-law,  not  to  mention  a  small  Ruthven,  and  at 
present,  a  half-sister  of  his  own. 

The  housemaid  and  a  small  bond  slave,  whose  especial 
duty  it  was  to  minister  unto  the  stentorious-lunged  young 
Ruthven  before  mentioned,  comprised  his  retinue  of 
servants.  But  the  Ruthven  parlors  were  always  bright 
and  cheerful,  and  Mrs.  Ruthven  was  one  of  those  charming 
informal  little  hostesses  that  are  the  especial  delight  of 
society  young  men,  who  love  to  lounge  in  a  friend's 
parlor,  where  they  can  throw  off  restraint,  and  feel  at 
home  among  the  pretty  women  of  the  little  household 
clique. 

The  occasion  of  this  present  gathering  was  a  double 
one :  first,  the  arrival  of  Miss  Armyn,  the  beloved  school 


42  THB  LAKK8IDB  8BBTB8. 

friend  of  Mrs.  Rathven's  sister  Kate  ;  and  second,  and  of 
equal  interest,  the  birthday  of  Mrs.  Ruthven  herself. 

It  was  not  a  party — the  Ruthvens  never  gave  parties — 
it  was  just  one  of  those  pleasant,  every-evening  affidrs, 
where  every  guest,  if  a  stranger,  has  ample  time  to  form 
the  acquaintance  of  every  other,  so  few  are  the  invita- 
idons,  and  where  music,  cards,  social  games,  and  waltzing 
lA  the  back  parlor,  form  the  chief  amusements. 

When  young  Arteveldt  entered  the  large  front  parlor, 
lie  found  himself  the  latest  of  the  guests.  There  was  a 
ittle  group  assembled  around  the  piano,  another  gathered 
ibout  little  Mrs.  Ruthven,  apparently  bent  upon  devising 
i(ome  new  scheme  for  the  amusement  of  the  company  ;  a 
uhird  indulging  in  what  seemed,  a  very  lively  game  of 
>3ards ;  and  last  and  farthest  away.  Miss  Lenore  Armyn, 
seated  opposite  a  grave  looking  young  man,  and  fighting 
ker  way  inch  by  inch  through  a  game  of  chess.' 

Seeing  his  entrance  Mrs.  Ruthven  hastened  to  wel- 
come him,  and  by  this  means  dispersed  her  little  knot  of 
conspirators.  At  almost  the  same  instant  Kate  Seaton 
deserted  the  group  of  music  lovers  and  came  to  his 
side. 

During  the  light  and  ordinary  exchange  of  civilities 
which  ensued,  and  while,  later,  he  was  exchanging 
badinage  with  the  young  people  at  the  piano,  Clarence 
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AiteTeldt  was  noting  carefully  the  faces  of'  the  few 
ladies  of  the  party  who  were  strangers  to  him. 

At  last  he  singled  out  Miss  Armyn  as  the  especial 
object  of  attention,  and  leaning  lazily  upon  the  piano, 
graduallj  dropped  out  of  the  conversation  going  on  about 
him. 

'*  Ah,  I  have  caught  you,  sir,''  cried  Miss  Seaton  mov- 
ing nearer  him.  *^  You  are  looking  at  my  friend,  Miss 
Armyn,  and  you  have  not  been  introduced.  Come,"  lay- 
ing a  light  hand  upon  his  arm. 

But  the  young  man  drew  back,  saying,  as  he  looked 
down  at  the  frank  forCe  upturned  to  his,  with  one  of  his 
irresistible  smiles, 

**  Not  yet.  Miss  Seaton ;  don't  be  in  such  haste  to  get 
me  off  your  hands;  your  friend  is  playing  chess;  see 
how  intent  she  is.  If  you  should  present  me  now,  she 
would  not  know  me  from  one  of  her  pawns  when  the 
game  is  done,  besides — " 

"  Oh  1  besides  what,  sir  ?  " 

"Besides" — with  a  half  laugh,  as  he  turned  away 
from  the  piano  and  led  her  toward  a  tete-a-tete  in  the  bay 
window — "  I  would  rather  talk  with  jfou;  sit  down  here 
and  let  us  gossip.  You  shaU  tell  me  about theladies  I 
don't  know,  and  I  will  make  awful  comments." 

"  I  dare  say  you  will,"  laughed  Kate  Seaton,  not  at  all 
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averse  to  a  chat  with  this  handsome  young  fellow, 

the    weak    reputation    and    strong    financial    vouchers. 

"  Well,  sir,  whom  shall  we  dissect  first  ?  " 

"  Why,  your  dearest  friend,  of  course,"  laughed  the 
young  man ;  *^  that  is  the  way.  all  gossips  do,  is  it 
not?'* 

**  Just  as  if  you  did  not  know  that  Lenore  Armyn  is 
my  very  dearest  friend.    You  artful  fellow." 

'*  Is  she  ?  "  carelessly.  "  Then  you  can  introduce  her 
at  a  distance.    Who  is  Miss  Armyn  7  " 

*^My  dearest  friend,  I  tell  you,  my  most  intimate 
school  friend." 

**  Oh  I "  in  a  tone  of  covert  sarcasm.  *^  But  that  is 
not  all  you  can  say  about  lier?" 

*^I  should  think  not,"  indignantly;  *^she  is  the  love- 
liest, best,  bravest,  brightest  girl  in  the  world." 

^^Really ! "  elevating  his  eyebrows ;  then  with  a  glance 
at  the  young  lady  in  question,  *^well,  she  is  certainly  a 
beauty.  Miss  Kate— I  don't  know  about  the  other  qual^ 
ities." 

**  Well,  T  do.  I  know  she  is  good  and  I  know  she  is 
brave,  and  when  you  know  Lenore  Armyn  you  will  not 
need  be  told  that  she  is  not  a  fool." 

There  came  a  time  when  Clarence  found  good  reason 
lor  recalling  these  words  of  Kate  Seaton — ^^  When  you 
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know  Lenore  Arm jn  you  will  not  need  be  told  that  she  is 
not  a  fool." 

*^  She  it  brave/'  continued  Kate,  now  fiurlj  launched 
and  determined  to  do  her  friend  justice,  ^^  and  at  school 
she  used  to  do  and  say  the  most  independent  things ;  she 
IS  a  true  friend,  I  can  tell  you,  but — I  would  not  want 
her  for  an  enemy.  I  shall  not  forget  how  she  exposed 
one^of  our  teachers  who  had  been  ill-using  some  of  the 
younger  pupils  and  committing  no  end  of  abominations  on 
the  sly.  Lenore  said  never  a  word  until  she  had  found 
evidence  enough  to  insure  her  discharge  twice  over,  and 
then  she  exposed  her  in  presence  of  the  whole  school. 
And  oh,  but  didn't  she  talk  to  her  and  to  the  other 
teachers.    Lenore  hates  deceit." 

^  Does  she  ?  "  glancing  at  the  fair  absorbed  fisice,  bend- 
ing above  the  chess-board.  **  Where  is  her  home — does 
she  reside  here  ?  " 

**  Why,  no !  she  is  an  orphan  and  can't  exactly  be  said 
to  have  a  home  now,  since  her  mother's  death.  Her 
mother  died  six  months  ago." 

*'  Six  months  I  Why,  she  wears  no  mourning  1 "  said 
he,  surprised. 

^^No.  It  was  her  mother's  wish  that  Lenore  should 
not  wear  black.  I  don't  exactly  understand  why.  I 
never  saw  Mrs.  Armyn." 
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*•  Indeed." 

"Yes,  *  indeed.'  We  were  together  at  school  for 
nearly  four  years,  but  I  never  visited  Lenore,  nor  she  me, 
until  now.  Mrs.  Armyn  must  have  been  fond  of  the 
country,  for  she  lived  in  a  wee  little  village  away  up  in 
Michigan.  Lenore  spent  all  her  vacations  alone  with  her 
mother,  who  was  always  something  of  an  invalid,  and  I,  of 
course,  passed  mine  here.  We  have  always  been  corre- 
spondents, and  now,  since  her  mother  is  dead,  I  hope  we 
shall  be  companions,  for  Lenore  does  not  intend  to  live 
longer  in  Fairlee.  In  fact  her  mother  wished  her  to  sell 
their  home  and  leave  the  village." 

"  A  strange  mother,  I  should  say." 

"So  I  thought,  but  Lenore  does  not  want  to  live 
there ;  she  has  some  money  and  is  not  compelled  to  work, 
but  she  wants  very  much  to  find  an  occupation." 

"  Am  I  to  understand  that  Miss  Armyn  is  paying  her 
first  visit  to  the  city  ?  " 

"  She  is  paying  her  first  visit  to  any  city." 

"  Um-m — she  looks  very  self-possessed  for  a — ^rustic." 

"  She  it  self-possessed,  it  is  her  nature ;  but  come  the 
game  of  chess  is  at  an  end,  let  us  go  to  Lenorel" 

And  they  sauntered  toward  the  chess  table  where 
Lenore  Armyn  now  stood,  talking  lightly  with  her  late 
opponent,  and  fingering  the  chessmen  carelessly. 
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The  oeremon J  of  presentation  haying  been  performed, 
Kate  Seaton  slipped  her  hand  from  the  arm  of  young 
Arteveldt,  and  taming  toward  the  gentleman  who  had 
lately  risen  from  the  chess  table,  said, 

*^  Mr.  Fennoy  those  good  people  about  the  piano  have 
been  waiting  for  you ;  they  want  a  tenor  and  can't  sing  a 
quartette  without  one,  so  surrender,  you  are  my  prisoner." 

And  laughing  lightly  she  led  him  away  captive. 

Left  alone  Clarence  Arteveldt  turned  toward  the 
beautiful  girl  who  stood  before  him  quite  at  ease,  and 
with  smiling  face.  There  was  nothing  to  criticise  in  the 
manner  of  this  young  lady  he  had  just  denominated  **  rus- 
tic;'* she  knew  just  what  to  do,  and  did  it  with  perfect 
grace ;  she  conversed  with  a  fearless  frankness,  a  raciness, 
and  skill  at  repartee,  which  was  as  refreshing  as  it  was 
surprising,  to  this  worldly-wise  young  dandy.  She  seemed 
unconscious  of  either  admiration  or  criticism,  and  entered 
into  all  the  gayities  of  the  evening  with  a  zest  and  aban- 
don, most  charming. 

When  the  evening  was  at  an  end  Lenore  Armyn  gave 

her  hand  to  Clarence  Arteveldt  with  a  smile  and  a  jest, 

and  never  dreamed  of  the  shadow  he  would  cast  over 

her  young  life,  while  he  took  his  way  home,  mentally 

vowing  her  the  loveliest  girl  he  had  ever  met,  and  little 

goessiiig,  that  because  of  her  his  days  were  numbered* 
3  I> 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


THB  DTJUASD  BOBBERY. 


At  noon,  on  the  day  following  that  of  the  meetiing 
between  the  two  detectiyes,  Neil  Bathurst  sat  lunching 
in  solitude  at  his  favorite  restaurant.  He  was  sipping 
his  coffee  in  a  pre-occupied  manner,  and  now  and  then 
would  knit  his  brows  and  entirely  forget  the  yiands  before 
him. 

*^  Strange/'  he  muttered  to  himself.  ^*  It's  incompre- 
hensible to  me  I  Rob  can't  have  fallen  so  suddenly  upon 
the  trail  of  his  fair  murderess,  and  yet  what  else  can 
have  caused  him  to  quit  the  Tremont  so  suddenly  ?  And 
to  leave  no  word  for  me ;  he  is  on  a  trail  of  some  sort,  of 
that  I  am  sure;  and  I  wanted  his  help  so  much  just 


now." 


Just  here  his  meditations  were  rudely  broken  in  upon. 
A  hand  fell  lightly  upon  his  shoulder,  and  a  familiar 
voice  said  in  his  ear. 

^^  Bathurst,  old  fellow,  you  are  the  man  I  came  after, 
your  professional  services  are  wanted ;  have  you  finished 
this?  "  meaning  the  lunch  as  yet  almost  outasted. 
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Neil  Bathnrst  shook  off  the  hand  and  looked  up  rather 
ungraciously  at  the  speaker. 

"Hang  it,  Arteveldt,"  he  said  impatiently,  "what 
do  you  want,  and  why  will  you  persist  in  talking  about 
my  profession  ?  " 

Arteveldt  dropped  down  upon  the  seat  nearest  Bath- 
urst,  and  leaning  toward  him  with  his  elbows  on  the 
table,  said, 

"  Don't  go  off  at  a  tangent,  Bath., — ^you  know  blamed 
well  that  I  have  not  given  you  away,  and  don't  mean  to. 
None  of  the  boys  to  whom  I  have  introduced  you  know 
that  you  are  not  a  "  heavy  swell."  Some  friends  of 
mine  have  been  robbed  and  they  want  a  shrewd  detective ; 
they  sent  me  for  one,  and  I  came  straight  here  in  the 
hopes  of  finding  you,  just  as  I  have,  only  not  quite  so 
glum.     I  have  a  carriage  outside,  will  you  come?" 

"  If  it's  a  case,  of  course,"  replied  Neil,  rising  quickly, 
and  beckoning  a  waiter.  "  Bring  my  bill,  Charlie. 
Arteveldt,  I  beg  your  pardon  for  my  rudeness,  I  have 
been  a  little  upset  this  morning." 

He  settled  his  score ;  then  they  hurried  out  and  were 
driven  rapidly  away. 

"  What  is  your  case  ?  "  asked  the  detective  in  a  low 
voice,  as  they  rattled  over  the  stone  pavement. 

"  They  are  &mily  friends,"  replied  Arteveldt,  flush- 
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ing  fllightlj,  and  unperceiyed  by  Bathorst.  **  Old  lady 
an  intimate  friend  of  my  mother's,  and  all  that.  Well, 
the  old  man  is  rich  as  a  Jew,  and  not  over  cautious.  Yes- 
terday, quite  late,  he  negotiated  the  sale  of  some  real  es- 
tate on  the  West  Side,  and  received  in  payment  some- 
thing like  twenty-five  thousand  dollars.  Well,  last 
night  it  was  stolen,  and  the  thing  was  done  so  neatly  that 
they  did  not  discover  the  loss  until  a  short  time  ago, 
when  old  Durand  went  to  get  the  money  to  deposit  with 
with  his  bankers." 

*^  Durand  I"  repeated  Bathurst  reflectively,  "is  that 
not  the  name  of  the  heiress  Fordham  was  chaffing  you 
about  a  few  days  ago  ?  " 

"Well,  yes,"  admitted  Arteveldt  with  an  uneasy 
laugh,  that  was  noted  by  his  companion,  "  Miss  Durand 
is  one  of  my  lady  friends,  but  it's  the  old  gentleman  who 
wants  yotf." 

"  Which  means  that  I  am  not  to  cast  any  languishing 
glances  toward  the  heiress,  eh  ?  "  sarcastically. 

"  Pshaw,"  ejaculated  Clarence  Arteveldt,  contemptu- 
ously, "  my  affidr  with  Miss  Durand  is  old,  and  never  was 
serious.  You  can  *  languish  '  after  her  as  much  as  you 
please."  Then,  with  sudden  animation,  "  By  the  powers, 
Bathurst,  but  you  should  have  been  with  me  last  night. 
I  met  the  loveliest  girl  that  Chicago  sun  ever  shone  on." 
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M I  should  say  yon  had  made  that  statement  twenty 
times  in  as  many  months  conceminfi^  as  many  ladies." 

*^  Well,  I'm  in  earnest  this  time." 

^*  But  I  thought  you  expected  to  meet  several  strange 
beauties." 

**  Well  I  and  so  I  did.  There  was  Mrs.  Warren,  a 
blonde,  pussy-cat  sort  of  a  widow,  and  a  Miss  Van  Some- 
thing from  Washington,  but  thU  one,  Miss  Armyn,  is 
fresh  from  the  country,  as  innocent  of  city  wickedness 
and  folly  as  a  very  babe,  and  as  sweet  as — as " 

*^Your  last  lore  at  first  sight,"  finished  Bathurst, 
dryly. 

**  Oh  I  you  may  laugh.    I  am  in  earnest  this  time." 

««You  are  in  earnest  every  time,"  carelessly ;  ^^but  let 
us  change  the  subject.  How  came  you  on  hand  at  the 
scene  of  the  robbery  ?  " 

^*  Why — ^the  fact  is,"  with  sudden  embarrassment,  ^'  I 
had  a  sort  of  half  engagement  with  An — Miss  Durand,  for 
last  evening,  which  I  quite  overlooked  in  going  to  the 
Ruthven  blow-out,  and  I  called  to  make  that  right." 

"  Oh !  Well,  mark  my  word,  Arteveldt,  you  will  yet 
eome  to  grief  because  of  your  too  frequent  changing  of 
sweethearts." 

Without  knowing  it,  Neil  Bathurst  had  uttered  a 
prophecy* 


64  THB  LAKB8IDB  8BRIB8. 

**  Bah  I "  cried  Arteveldt,  snapping  his  fingers  at  an 
imaginary  Nemesis,  ^*  you  are  a  modem  zayen,  but  here 
is  Michigan  avenue,  and  here  we  are." 

At  that  moment  the  carriage  drew  up  before  a  stately 
residence  fronting  the  lake,  and  Neil  Bathurst  followed 
his  guide  up  a  flight  of  marble  steps,  through  a  magnifi- 
cent vestibule,  the  door  of  which  swung  open  at  their 
approach,  across  a  wide  hall,  and  then,  into  a  magnificent 
library,  hung  with  forest  green,  and  rich  with  volumes  of 
merit  in  costly  bindings,  wall  statuettes  and  bronzes, 
antique  tables,  cavernous,  ease-inviting,  satin  and  velvet 
cushioned  chairs,  and  all  that  could  beautify  and  adorn 
the  library  of  a  luxury-loving  man  of  wealth. 

At  a  word  from  Clarence  Arteveldt  the  liveried  ser- 
vant, who  had  ushered  them  in,  disappeared,  and  in  a 
very  few  moments  the  rosewood  door  swung  inward  and 
James  Durand,  the  master  of  the  dwelling,  appeared 
upon  the  threshold. 

As  he  moved  toward  them,  young  Arteveldt  advanced 
to  meet  him,  saying : 

^*  Mr.  Durand,  this  is  Mr.  Neil  Bathurst,  late  of  the 
New  York  detective  force ;  if  any  one  can  help  you  in 
this  matter,  he  is  the  man." 

The  old  gentleman  extended  his  hand  to  Bathurst,  in 
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a  hearty  way  that  won  that  young  man's  admiration 
stra^ht,  and  said,  kindly : 

*^  Glad  to  see  you,  sir ;  very  glad  I  have  heard  of  youi 
skill  in  several  cases.  I  will  be  glad  to  get  your  theory 
on  the  subject  of  this  robbery." 

^^Then,  sir/'  said  the  young  detectiye,  bowing 
respectfully,  **  will  you  allow  me  to  examine  the  recepta- 
cle from  which  the  money  was  taken,  as  well  as  the 
surroundings,  before  I  listen  to  anything  about  the  case." 

**  Certainly.  The  money  was  taken  from  a  desk  in 
my  sleeping  room,  and  that,  as  well  as  every  door,  was 
dosed,  and  locked  again.  It  was  a  cunningly  devised 
robbery,  sir. 

^  See,"  continued  Mr.  Durand,  as  he  led  the  way  up 
stairs,  **  supposing  that  they  came  in  at  the  front,  there 
would  be  two  doors  locked  and  bolted;  then  here,"  throw- 
ing open  a  door  leading  off  the  hall  on  the  second  floor, 
**  there  is  the  drawing-room  door,  then  the  chamber  door, 
and  last,  the  triple  lock  of  my  desk." 

Neil  Bathurst  paused  at  the  outer  door  and  examined 
the  lock  in  silence,  then  he  entered  the  drawing-room,  and 
began  a  grave  scrutiny  of  the  contents  of  the  room.  It 
was  richly  upholstered  in  bronze  velvet,  the  two  opposite 
sides  being  filled  by  two  enormous  wardrobe  dressing 
cases,  with  great  mirror  doors,  and  pearl-handled  drawers 
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and  lower  openings.  Oppoedte  the  entrance  door  was  one 
leading  into  the  bed-chamber ;  in  the  niches  on  either  side 
this  door,  were  lace-draped  toilet  tables ;  opposite  these, 
on  either  side  the  outer  door,  were  two  splendid  full 
length  mirrors ;  in  the  center  of  the  room  stood  two  great 
dressing  chairs,  and  this  was  all. 

After  a  brief  examination  of  the  dressing  cases,  the 
detective  turned  his  attention  to  the  lock  of  the  inner 
door ;  then  he  entered  the  chamber  and  carefully  scruti- 
nized the  desk,  examined  the  windows,  to  assure  himself 
that  they  were  not  accessible ;  peered  behind  the  hang- 
ings and  two  tall  cabinets,  to  see  if  there  were  other 
doors  opening  from  the  room,  and  then  went  back  to  the 
drawing-room,  where  Mr.  Durand  and  young  Arteveldt 
were  conversing,  threw  himself  down  in  one  of  the  big 
chairs,  dropped  his  chin  upon  his  breast,  and  thought. 

After  a  long  silence  he  lifted  up  his  head  and  asked, 
gravely, 

**  How  many  servants  have  you,  Mr.  Durand  ?  " 

"  Seven,"  replied  the  old  gentleman,  looking  some- 
what surprised  at  the  question. 

^^  And  members  of  the  family  ?  ** 

"  Myself,  wife,  daughter  and  daughter's  companion." 

^'  At  what  hour  did  you  receive  the  money  from  your 
purchase  ?  " 
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**  Early  in  the  evening.    At  about  six  o'olockJ 
.  *^  And  you  locked  it  away  immediately  ?  " 

**  As  soon  as  my  visitor  had  gone." 

**  Tes.    Where  was  the  business  transacted?  *' 

*^  Down  stairs.    In  the  library.^ 

^  Who  saw  you  conceal  the  money  ? 

"  No  one." 

**  Not  your  wife  ?  " 

^^  No,  sir.    I  was  alone  in  the  room.'* 

"  And  who  saw  you  receive  the  money  ? 

**The  papers  were  all  drawn  up.  There  were  no 
witnesses." 

^^  Did  you  mention  to  any  member  of  your  household 
that  you  had  received  this  money  ?" 

*^  Let  me  see  —  I  did  say  at  the  dinner-table  —  we 
dine  at  half-past  six — that  I  had  sold  the  Fulton  street 
house,  and  received  the  money ;  but  not  in  the  presence 
of  any  servant,  I  distinctly  remember  that." 

**  Then  only  your  wife  and  daughter  heard  the  state- 
ment ?  " 

**  And  my  daughter's  companion." 

**  Yes,"  absently ;  then,  after  a  moment's  silence  and 
moving  nearer  to  the  old  man, 

^*Mr.  Durand  if  you  desire  me  to  find  your  robber, 
you  must  allow  me  proceed  in  my  own  way.' 
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**  Oertamly,  sir.  I  do  desire  yon  to  find  the  thief,  not 
80  mnch  becanse  of  the  money  lost  as  from  principle.  No 
citizen  does  his  duty,  who  leaves  a  stone  untamed  in  a 
case  like  this.  It  was  no  ordinary  thief  who  entered  my 
house  last  night.    Is  not  that  your  belief  ?  " 

"  I  will  scarcely  venture  an  opinion  yet,"  replied  Bath- 
urst,  with  a  slight  smile.  ^^  I  have  scarcely  taken  a  look 
at  the  grounds.  Do  any  of  the  members  of  your  family, 
or  any  of  your  servants  know  the  nature  of  my  business 
here  ?  " 

*^  I  think  not,  sir.  Miss  Aura  is  not  yet  out  of  her 
room,  and  my  wife  is  quite  ill  from  the  firight  caused  by 
the  idea  of  a  burglar  so  near  her.  ^  Mrs.  Durand  is  exces- 
sively nervous.'*  * 

Neil  Bathurst  took  up  his  hat  suddenly,  and  turned 
toward  the  door. 

^*  Then  I  will  leave  the  house  before  this  visit  becomes 
known,  and  Mr.  Durand  I  must  impose  myself  upon  you 
as  a  guefi  this  evening.     Can  you  manage  it  ?  " 

*^  Oh,  easily !    Ton  and  Arteveldt  can  come  together." 

"Then  will  you  announce  to  your  family  that  Mr. 
Arteveldt  will  come,  bringing  a  friend  with  him?*' 

"  Certainly,  sir,"  looking  puzzled.  "  But  may  I  ask — " 

"  Ask  no  questions  now,  sir.  Let  me  do  my  work  in 
my  own  way.    As  soon  as  we  are  well  out  of  the  house 
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70a  will  please  announce  to  jour  servants  and  all  of  jour 
&mily,  that  70a  are  every  moment  expecting  a  detective 
to  investigate  the  Tobbei7/' 

**But,sip  — •* 

^^  Within  an  hour's  time  a  man  will  come  who  will 
wish  to  go  over  the  entire  premises,  perhaps  to  interview 
ever7  member  of  70ur  famil7.  Let  him  do  whatever  he 
wishes,  and  ask  him  no  questions.  At  six  o'clock  I  will 
be  with  70U  as  a  guest.  Tou  can  then  assist  me  b7  talk- 
ing of  this  affidr  whenever  one  of  7our  servants  happens 
within  hearing." 

"  But  70U  surety  don't — " 

*^  Above  all,  don't  ^onfide  to  70ur  wife  or  daughter 
an7  thing  that  I  hav^said  and  am  8a7ing  to  70U." 

*^  Upon  m7  word,"  ejaculated  Mr.  Durand  in  undis- 
guised astonishment.  *^I  am  all  in  a  fog  as  to  70ur 
meaning,  but  I'll  follow  70ur  directions  to  the  Utfer.  For, 
b7  m7  soul,  I  believe  70U  know  what  70U  are  about." 

I  hope  I  do,  sir,"  answered  the  70ung  detective, 
gravety.     "  Come,  Arteveldt." 

And  bowing  to  his  emplo7er,  he  hurried  from  the 
house,  followed  by  the  silent  but  admiring  7oung  man  of 
pleasure. 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  ever7  member  of  the  Durand 
household  was  aware  that  a  detective  was  soon  to  appear 
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upon  the  scene,  and  all  were  excited,  anxions,  or  cnrions, 
according  to  their  varions  dispositions.  Still  another  half 
hour,  and  a  stout,  middle-aged,  roughly-dressed  man  stood 
ringing  at  the  door  of  the  Durand  mansion. 

Presently  down  stairs  rushed  the  footman,  bursting 
into  the  kitchen  with  the  announcement :  **  The  detective 
has  come  I  he  is  upstairs  now.  He  is  going  to  examine 
every  door  and  window  in  the  house  I " 

*^  Oh  my ! "  cried  the  cook,  letting  fall  a  big  spoon  in 
her  consternation.     *^  What  do  he  look  like  ? '' 

^^  O,  a  biggish  man  with  sandy  hair  and  whiskers.  He 
looks  to  me  like  a  man  who  drinks." 

"  La !  "  cried  the  cook. 

*^  Tes ;  and  I  heard  him  say  thai;  he  must  see  all  the 
servants." 

^^WeU,  let  him,"  sni£Ped  the  housemaid.  **I  don't 
s'pose  none  of  us  are  afraid.  We  didn't  steal  Mr.  Durand*s 
money,  goodness  knows." 

"  Didn't  you,  my  girl  ? "  drawled  a  voice  directly 
behind  her.    '*  Well,  you  don't  talk  like  a  dishonest  girl." 

There  was  a  chorus  of  little  cries  in  various  keys, 
from  the  members  of  the  kitchen  cabinet,  as  they  turned 
their  eyes  toward  the  doorway,  where  stood  the  detective, 
smiling  benignly  on  them. 

** Of  course  I  don't  suspect  any  of  you"  resumed  he« 
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coming  toward  them  as  he  spoke.     **But  some  of  you 
might  accidentally  help  me  to  a  clue,  don't  you  see  ?  " 

Then  he  turned  his  attention  to  the  fastenings  of  the 
doors  and  windows,  which  he  examined  with  great  care. 
Next  he  insisted  upon  peering  into  the  cellar,  the 
pantries  and  closets,  and,  finally,  he  lounged  down  in  a 
big  splint-bottomed  chair,  the  especial  property  of  the 
cook,  and  began  talking  of  the  robbery  in  a  pleasant, 
off-hand,  careless  fashion,  interlarding  his  discourse  with 
frequent  compliments  and  comments  of  an  irrelevant 
nature,  calculated  to  edify  his  audience,  and  render  them 
quite  at  ease. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  tell  where  the  discourse  left 
off  and  the  questioning  began ;  but,  when,  after  an  hour 
spent  in  the  kitchen,  the  free  and  easy  detective  at  last 
lounged  up  to  the  library,  where  Mr.  Durand  awaited 
him,  he  was  in  full  possession  of  every  idea  entertained 
by  the  servants  below  stairs,  in  relation  to  the  robbery. 

*^I  have  done  with  the  servants,  Mr.  Durand,"  he 
said,  standing  respectfully  before  the  old  man.  ^^  Now,  if 
you  please,  I  will  see  your  daughter's  maid." 

Mr.  Durand  rang  the  bell  immediately,  and  made  no 
comment. 

*^  Send  Miss  Aura's  maid  to  me  directly,  Jacobs,"  he 
said  to  the  bowing  footman,  who  promptly  appeared* 
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In  a  short  time  the  maid,  a  simpering  a£Fected  little 
being,  with  very  few  ideas  beyond  her  calling,  entered 
the  room. 

A  very  brief  interview  seemed  to  satisfy  the  detective. 
And  then  he  said,  ^^Now,  if  you  please,  I  will  see  your 
daughter  and  her  companion.'' 

In  obedience  to  the  command  of   her  master,  the 
simpering  giri  tripped  away,  and  then  the  detective  asked. 
How  long  has  this  young  lady,  Miss  — " 
Annin,"  supplied  Mr.  Durand. 
How  long  has  Miss  Annin  been  in  your  daughter's 
employ? 

^^  She  has  been  with  us  some  two  months.^* 

*^And  —  pardon  the  question,  sir  —  is  she  a  favorite 
with  yourself  and  Mrs.  Durand  ?  " 

Mr.  Durand  hesitated  a  moment,  and  a  look  of  annoy- 
ance flitted  across  his  face.  Then  he  replied :  ^^  Candidly^ 
my  wife  does  not  like  the  young  lady,  although  I  see 
nothing  to  find  fault  with.  If  Miss  Aura  is  more  content 
with  her  society  than  without  it,  she  should  not  be  unwel- 
come to  me." 

The  detective  made  no  reply  to  this  speech,  and  they 
awaited  in  silence  the  appearance  of  the  two  youngs' 
ladies. 

They  waited  so  long  that  at  last  Mr.  Dusand  arosct, 
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and,  with  a  muttered  exclamation  of  impatience,  stretched 
out  his  hand  toward  the  bell  rope. 

As  he  was  about  to  ring,  the  door  suddenly  opened, 
and  a  young  lady  entered  the  room  quite  hurriedly. 

**I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  she  said,  addressing  Mr. 
Durand,  and  never  once  glancing  at  the  detective,  ^^  I 
have  kept  you  waiting,  but  it  was  because  of  Miss 
Durand  ;  she  is  quite  indisposed,  and  begs  that  you  wiU 
excuse  her  from  coming  down.'' 

*^  Indisposed  I "  cried  Mr.  Durand,  in  evident  surprise, 
«« this  is  the  first  I  have  heard  of  it." 

The  young  lady  made  no  answer,  but  stood  respect- 
fully before  him  as  if  awaiting  his  commands. 

^^  I  am  sorry  that  Miss  Aura  is  ill.  Miss  Annin ;  is  it 
anything  serious,  do  you  apprehend?" 

*^Oh  no,  sir,"  replied  Miss  Annin  promptly;  and  just 
for  one  instant  there  was  a  queer  glimmer  in  her  eye,  a 
glimmer  which  the  detective  did  not  fail  to  notice.  ^^  She 
will  be  better  by  evening,  I  think ;  it  is  a  sort  orf  nervous 
headache." 

^  Well,  well,  poor  child,  another  time  must  do  then. 
You  will  give  this  man  any  information  that  you  can.  Miss 
Annin.     He  is  investigating  this  robbery,  you  know." 

She  bowed  her  head  and  then  turned  to  the  detective* 
simply. 
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**  I  am  at  your  service,  sir." 

Miss  Aimin,  the  hired  companion  of  Anra  Durand,  the 
heiress,  was  a  decided  brunette.  She  was  by  no  means  a 
beauty,  and  yet  one  would  have  paused  anywhere  to  take  a 
second  look  at  Miss  Nina  Annin.  Her  nose  was  too  large 
and  too  prominent,  her  forehead  too  low,  and  not  broad 
enough ;  but  her  eyes  were  large,  dark,  and  handsome; 
her  teeth  white  and  regular;  her  hair,  dark,  glossy,  and 
abundant,  was  manifestly  all  her  own,  and  she  wore  it  in 
a  simple  and  becoming  fashion;  her  head  was  well 
shaped  and  was  poised  somewhat  haughtily  upon  a  slen- 
der neck  and  above  gracefully  rounded  shoulders.  She 
was  below  the  medium  height,  neither  slender  nor  plump, 
just  one  of  those  firm,  compact,  little  bodies  that  impress 
you  at  once  with  the  idea  that  the  owner  thereof  has  a 
decided  will  of  her  own,  and  a  pretty  sure  method  of 
making  it  tell  upon  others. 

All  of  this  the  detective  comprehended  at  a  glance, 
and  as  she  turned  her  eyes  full  upon  him,  he  was  con- 
scious of  a  vague  impression  that  the  face  was  not  quite 
unfamiliar  to  him. 

After  all,  he  seemed  to  have  little  to  say  to  Miss 
Annin,  and  the  little  that  he  did  say  seemed  to  elicit  no 
very  satisfactory  replies.  When  he  had  signified  that  he 
had  no  more  to  ask,  and  the  young  lady  had  bowed  and 
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retired  &om  the.  room  as  composedly  as  she  had  entered 
it,  he  turned  toward  his  employer,  saying, 

*^For  the  present,  Mr.  Durand,  I  have  finished  my 
investigations  here.  If  you  will  now  write  for  me  the 
address  of  the  party  who  paid  you  the  money  last  evening 
I  will  take  my  leave." 

Mr.  Durand  silently  complied  with  his  request,  and 
then  said, 

*^  May  I  be  allowed  to  ask  a  few  questions,  not  so  much 
pertaining  to  this  case  as  to  your  system?" 

The  detective  bowed. 

"  Then  will  you  tell  me  why  you  have  so  carefully 
examined  every  door  and  window  of  the  house  ?  Was  it 
in  the  hope  of  finding  some  trace  of  the  robber  ?  " 

^^Not  at  all.  I  wished  to  assure  myself  as  to  the 
possibility  or  impossibility  of  entering  your  house  either 
by  door  or  window." 

"  Well  ?  "  expectantly. 

^*  I  find  that  your  bolts  and  bars  should  be  burglar- 
proof ;  no  thief  entered  last  night,  either  by  door  or 
window.  * 

"Why, sir,  how  about  the  open  street  door?" 

"  The  thief  may  have  been  secreted  before  your  doors 
were  locked,  or  even  in  the  daytime, — ^but — I  am  not  at 
all  convinced  of  that;  if  such  were  the  case,  however,  he 
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would  naturally  leave  by  the  most  accessible  door;  namely, 
that  opening  directly  upon  the  street." 

^*  Tou  have  questioned  my  servants  and  addressed  a 
ftvo  questions  to  my  wife  and  Miss  Anniii ;  pardon  me, 
but  I  could  not  quite  see  the  drift  of  your  conversation — 
sometimes  it  seemed  a  little  irrelevant/' 

"  No  doubt,"  drily. 

^^  Why  did  you  dismiss  my  daughter's  maid,  and  after- 
ward her  companion,  so  summarily  ?  " 

^^  Because — there  was  nothing  more  to  be  gained  from 
them." 

^*  Tour  questions  seemed  to  me  quite  unimportant." 

**  They  were  unimportant.  I  have  been  questioning 
faces,  not  minds,  in  my  examinations  to-day,  sir.  The 
mind,  the  tongue,  soon  learn  to  dissemble,  to  guard  a 
secret  well,  but  the  human  face  is  a  window.  The  quiv- 
ering of  a  nostril,  a  chance  gleam  of  the  eye,  a  move- 
ment of  the  hand,  or  head^  can  convey  to  me  more  mean- 
ing than  will  hundreds  of  words.  For  years  I  have  made 
the  human  countenance  my  study,  and  I  have  been  well 
repaid." 

^^  And  what  have  you  learned  from  the  faces  of  my 
servants  ?  " 

^^  That  I  must  look  farther  before  I  find  a  clue  to  this 
mysterious  burglar.    Tour  servants  are  honest." 
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^ Then  we  are  at  sea  again?  " 

**Not  quite,  sir;  but  Mr.  Bathurst  must  take  the 
next  step.    I  will  now  go." 

And  without  another  word  this  rather  eccentric  per- 
aonn^e  took  his  leave. 

*^  These  detectives  are  a  queer  lot,"  muttered  Mr. 
Durand,  as  he  went  thoughtfully  up  to  his  wife's  sitting- 
room.  ^^  And  if  I  am  not  mistaken  this  man  has  a  sus- 
picion after  all." 

**'  It*s  a  queer  trail  to  strike,"  thought  the  detective 
as  he  walked  briskly  away  from  the  avenue.  ^^  But  I 
will  follow  it  up  for  all  that — the  only  person  in  that 
household  who  has  roused  a  suspicion  in  my  mind,  is 
the  rich  man's  daughter,  Miss  Aura  Durand." 

As  if  undecided  where  to  go  he  turned  at  the  corner 
of  State  street,  and  looked  up  and  down.  As  he  did  so, 
his  eye  fell  upon  a  man  lounging  before  a  confectioner's 
window,  and,  seemingly,  intent  upon  counting  the  cakes 
within. 

"Upon  my  word,"  muttered  our  detective,  .with  a 
sudden  start.  "  Here  he  is."  And  he  hurried  across  the 
street,  and  was  soon  within  speaking  distance  of  the 
stranger,  who  was  a  tall  man  with  a  slouching  hang-dog 
air,  a  shabby  costume,  and  a  head  of  brick-colored  hair, 
that  fell  down  almost  to  his  collar.    The  face  was  smooth 
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■hayen,  except  for  a  dab  of  red  beard  upon  the  protrud- 
ing ohin,  and  was  further  ornamented  by  a  patch  just 
under  the  left  eye.  The  nose  had  a  very  inflammable 
look,  and  a  shabby  beaver  hat  worn  very  much  over  one 
ear  completed  the  ensemlle  of  the  veriest  ^^  bummer"  that 
ever  trod  the  flags  of  State  street. 

There  was  the  usual  bustle  and  hurry  upon  the  street, 
and  having  surveyed  the  lounger  to  his  satisfaction,  our 
detective  managed  to  wedge  himself  in  among  the  foot- 
passengers  in  such  a  manner  that  when  opposite  the  red 
haired  man  he  was  suddenly  brought  up  against  him 
with  considerable  force'. 

"  What  the  dev— " 

The  stranger  suddenly  checked  his  wrath  as  his  eye 
fell  upon  the  detective  ;  and  then  the  two  gazed  at  each 
other  in  silence  for  a  moment. 

**  You  couldn't  teU  me  the  way  to  the  Tremont  House, 
could  you,  stranger  ?  "  asked  the  detective,  with  a  com- 
ical drawL 

The  man  thus  addressed  turned  away  suddenly,  and 
retreating  until  his  back  could  be  brought  in  contact 
with  the  confectioner's  wall — said,  with  a  jerk  of  the 
head,  in  that  direction.  **  Maybe  I've  got  the  address  in 
my  pocket,  pardner ;  come  hither  and  see." 
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Thus  invited,  the  detective  approached  and  said,  in  a 
low,  quick  tone, 

*^  Rob,  old  man,  I  spotted  you  by  accident,  didn't  set 
out  to  run  you  down.  If  I  am  in  the  way  I'll  move  on." 
^^Tou  are  not  in  the  way,  Neil,"  said  the  disguised 
Jocelyn.  ^^  I  am  after  a  chap  who  is  up  stairs  now  with 
a  lady.  Just  stand  here  and  talk  while  I  wait — that  is  if 
you  are  not  in  a  hurry  on  your  own  account." 

"  I'm  in  no  hurry  now,  Rob,"  replied  Bathurst.  "  I 
have  two  good  hours  before  me,  and,  as  usual,  am  restless 
while  idle  from  necessity.  Lord,  man,  what  a  make-up, 
and  you  have  sacrificed  your  mustache,  too.  That's  a 
confounded  shame." 

"  Had  to  do  it,"  replied  Jocelyn,  indifferently.  "You 
see  I  tumbled  up  early  this  morning  and  came  out; 
almost  the  first  man  I  saw  was  a  party  who  must  have 
crossed  the  water  very  lately,  he  is  a  swell  gambler  and 
a  rascal  of  the  finest  cut.  I  knew  some  of  his  games  in 
London,  and  am  ready  to  wager  that  he  is  here  for  no 
good.  I've  been  shadowing  him  all  day  and  don't  intend 
to  let  up  until  I  find  out  his  game." 

"All  right,  Rob,  but  don't  let  me  lose  track  of  you — 
I  am  looking  up  a  queer  job  myself  and  may  call  on  you 
for  assistance." 

At  this  moment  a  man  and  woman  came  down  the 
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stairs  near  them,  and  Neil  Bathurst  knew  by  one  glance 
from  Rob  Joceljn's  eye,  that  this  was  the  game. 

A  carriage  was  standing  just  below  them,  the  man 
hurried  the  woman  towards  it,  assisted  her  in,  lifted  his 
hat  gracefully,  and  turned  away;  walking  swiftly  up 
State  street,  while  the  carriage  rolled  off  in  the  opposite 
direction. 

Without  a  word  Rob  Jocelyn  turned  his  face  north- 
ward  and  walked  swaggeringly  after  the  man,  while 
Neil  Bathurst  sauntered  slowly  down  the  street  as  if  fol- 
lowing the  carriage.  Scarcely  noting  whither  his  feet 
turned,  after  the  carriage  had  whirled  out  of  sight,  he 
paced  on,  lost  in  thought. 

A  crowd  of  people  were  gathered  upon  a  corner 
listening  to  the  lively  chatter  of  some  street  Tender,  and 
to  ayoid  these  he  turned  down  one  of  those  streets  of 
doubtful  repute  that  are  so  plentiful  in  Chicago.  It  w<»8 
comparatively  quiet  here  and  our  hero  moved  on,  still 
lost  in  a  labyrinth  of  cogitations. 

As  he  was  passing  a  somewhat  showy  house  before 
which  a  carriage  was  standing,  a  sudden  movement  of  one 
of  the  horses  attracted  his  attention,  and  looking  up 
quickly,  he  saw  that  it  was^  the  very  carriage  which  had 
driven  away  from  the  State  street  restaurant. 

''Ah I"    muttered  he,    ''Rob's    Englishman  id  not 
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above  the  demirmonde  it  seems,  and  yet  the  woman  ean^t 
live  here.  I  have  got  into  a  bad  locality,  and  will  turn 
back." 

He  was  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  when  his  steps 
were  arrested  by  a  loud  shriek,  which  seemed  to  come 
from  the  upper  rooms  of  the  gaudy  house. 

He  paused  irresolute  tmtil  the  sound  was  repeated. 
*^Help!  help  I"  cried  a  woman's  voice.    ^^  Murder  I 
Murder!  Mubdb&I" 
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CHAPTER  V. 

▲N  ADVBNTUBB  AND  A  WAIXBT. 

"  Murder  I " 

The  startling  ciy  sounded  doubly  weird  and  awful, 
because  of  the  afternoon  sunlight  that  was  bathing  the 
housetops. 

But  no  such  thought  occurred  to  Neil  Bathurst  as  he 
bounded  up  the  steps  and  gave  the  door  a  vigorous  push. 

Contrary  to  his  expectations,  it  was  not  locked,  and 
flinging  it  open,  he  rushed  up  the  stairs,  at  the  head 
of  which  he  encountered  a  group  of  women,  who  were 
huddled  together  near  a  door,  upon  which  their  horrified 
eyes  were  fixed. 

Rightly  guessing  that  this  was  the  door  of  the  room 
from  which  the  cries  had  come,  he  hastened  toward  it, 
and  putting  his  hand  upon  the  handle,  found  that  it 
was  locked. 

The  women  fell  back  at  his  approach,  and  hearing 
groans  and  curses,  from  within,  the  young  man  promptly 
applied  his  shoulder  to  the  door  and  exerted  all  his 
strength  to  break  the  fastening.    It  was  but  a  flimsy 
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ft£EEur,  after  the  fashion  of  city  tenement-hoose  locks, 
and  at  the  third  vigorous  push  the  door  yielded. 

Entering  the  room,  Neil  Bathurst  found  himself  face 
to  &ce  with  a  man  who  had  evidently  turned  away  from 
his  victim  to  secure  his  own  safety.  Guessing  at  once 
that  this  was  the  assassin,  Bathurst  stopped  short  in  the 
doorway,  thus  cutting  off  his  retreat. 

With  a  howl  of  rage  and  fear,  the  cornered  man 
sprang  to  seize  a  huge  dirk-knife  that  lay  upon  the  floor 
near  his  victim,  but  the  detective  was  too  quick  for  him. 
With  wonderful  agility,  he  seized  a  chair  that  lay  between 
them,  evidently  overturned  in  the  afi&ay,  and,  as  the 
villain  stooped  to  recover  the  knife,  he  dealt  him  a 
sudden  blow  that  laid  him  prostrate. 

Instantly  Bathurst  was  on  one  knee  beside  him,  at  the 
same  time  saying,  over  his  shoulder  to  the  frightened 
women : 

^^Come  in,  quick,  and  attend  to  the  lady — ^I  must 
secure  this  man." 

Even  as  he  spoke,  his  quick  eye  rested  upon  a  wallet 
which  lay  upon  the  floor  before  the  bed,  half  open,  and 
exposing  to  view  a  bundle  of  papers,  which  seemed  to 
be  its  oiily  contents. 

He  had  possessed  himself  of  the  knife,  and  assured 
himself  that  the  man  before  him  was  not  shamming  but 
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Actually  stunned,  and  now  he  arose  and  turned  toward 
the  bed,  saying : 

*^  Run  for  a  doctor,  some  one,  and  for  policemen." 

^^They  are  coming,  sir,"  replied  the  oldest  of  the 
women,  who  now  stood  beside  him. 

Bathurst  glanced  again  at  the  woman ;  she  was  liv- 
ing, but  evidently  bleeding  inwardly ;  he  could  hear  the 
tramp  of  policemen  on  the  stairs ;  there  was  no  time  to 
lose ;  with  the  instinct  of  a  true  detective,  he  bent  down 
and,  unnoticed  by  any  of  the  women,  secured  the  wallet, 
with  its  contents,  thinking,  as  he  did  so,  of  Jocelyn 
and  the  foreign  gambler. 

In  less  than  five  minutes  the  house  was  alive  with 
people,  and  the  usual  scenes,  attending  such  occasions, 
ensued.  The  stunned  villain,  who  had  struck  the  death 
blow,  recovered,  to  find  himself  in  the  grasp  of  two 
powerful  policemen.  A  doctor  soon  appeared,  and, 
having  promptly  cleared  the  room  of  all  unnecessary 
occupants,  he  proceeded  to  examine  the  victim,  and 
then  apply  such  remedies  as  might  serve  to  lessen  pain 
and  keep  the  feeble  life  spark  alive. 

Having  given  to  the  policemen  a  brief  account  of  the 
affair,  or  as  much  of  it  as  he  had  taken  a  part  in ;  and, 
having  seen  them  safely  on  their  way  to  the  station  house 
with  their  prisoner,  Neil  Bathurst  re-entered  the  house 
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id  began  to  look  about  him.  A  group  of  exoited  women 
^re  conyersing  in  low  tones,  in  a  little  room  just  at  the 
lead  of  the  stairs.  He  ascended  slowly,  and  seeing  that 
the  door  of  the  room  which  held  the  seemingly  dying 
woman  was  closed,  he  approached  the  group  at  the  oppo- 
site end  of  the  hall. 

Among  the  faces  turned  to  him,  he  recognized  two  as 
belonging  to  the  women  who  had  been  huddled  about  the 
door  when  he  had  first  entered  the  house,  and,  after 
looking  from  one  to  the  other  for  a  moment  he  beckoned 
the  younger  of  the  two  to  follow  him,  and  went  down 
stairs. 

Somewhat  reluctantly  the  girl  obeyed  him,  and 
presently  they  stood  alone  in  a  little,  half-darkened,  back 
parlor. 

Neil  Bathurst  was  well  aware  of  the  character  of  the 
house  in  which  he  stood,  and  he  knew  therefore  how  best 
to  approabh  the  girl  before  him. 

Crossing  the  room  he  drew  back  a  curtain,  letting  in  a 
strong  light,  and  then  drawing  forward  a  chair,  and 
throwing  himself  into  another  opposite,  he  said,  in  a 
matter-of-course  tone : 

**  Sit  down  there  please,  and  tell  me  what  you  know 
about  this  a£Eur." 

4»  W 
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actually  stunned,  and  now  he  arose  and  turned  toward 
the  bed,  saying : 

**  Run  for  a  doctor,  some  one,  and  for  policemen." 

^^They  are  coming,  sir,"  replied  the  oldest  of  the 
women,  who  now  stood  beside  him. 

Bathurst  glanced  again  at  the  woman ;  she  was  liy- 
ing,  but  evidently  bleeding  inwardly ;  he  could  hear  the 
tramp  of  policemen  on  the  stairs ;  there  was  no  time  to 
lose ;  with  the  instinct  of  a  true  detective,  he  bent  down 
and,  unnoticed  by  any  of  the  women,  secured  the  wallet, 
with  its  contents,  thinking,  as  he  did  so,  of  Jocelyn 
and  the  foreign  gambler. 

In  less  than  five  minutes  the  house  was  alive  with 
people,  and  the  usual  scenes,  attending  such  occasions, 
ensued.  The  stunned  villain,  who  had  struck  the  death 
blow,  recovered,  to  find  himself  in  the  grasp  of  two 
powerful  policemen.  A  doctor  soon  appeared,  and, 
having  promptly  cleared  the  room  of  all  unnecessary 
occupants,  he  proceeded  to  examine  the  victim,  and 
then  apply  such  remedies  as  might  serve  to  lessen  pain 
and  keep  the  feeble  life  spark  alive. 

Having  given  to  the  policemen  a  brief  account  of  the 
affair,  or  as  much  of  it  as  he  had  taken  a  part  in ;  and, 
having  seen  them  safely  on  their  way  to  the  station  house 
with  their  prisoner,  Neil  Bathurst  re-entered  the  house 
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mnd  began  to  look  about  him.  A  group  of  excited  women 
were  conyeTsing  in  low  tones,  in  a  little  room  just  at  the 
head  of  the  stairs.  He  ascended  slowly,  and  seeing  that 
the  door  of  the  room  which  held  the  seemingly  dying 
woman  was  closed,  he  approached  the  group  at  the  oppo- 
site end  of  the  hall. 

Among  the  faces  turned  to  him,  he  recognized  two  as 
belonging  to  the  women  who  had  been  huddled  about  the 
door  when  he  had  first  entered  the  house,  and,  after 
looking  from  one  to  the  other  for  a  moment  he  beckoned 
the  yotmger  of  the  two  to  follow  him,  and  went  down 
stairs. 

Somewhat  reluctantly  the  girl  obeyed  him,  and 
presently  they  stood  alone  in  a  little,  half-darkened,  back 
parlor. 

Neil  Bathurst  was  well  aware  of  the  character  of  the 
house  in  which  he  stood,  and  he  knew  therefore  how  best 
to  approach  the  girl  before  him. 

Crossing  the  room  he  drew  back  a  curtain,  letting  in  a 
strong  light,  and  then  drawing  forward  a  chair,  and 
throwing  himself  into  another  opposite,  he  said,  in  a 
matter-of-course  tone: 

*^  Sit  down  there  please,  and  tell  me  what  you  know 
about  this  a£Eur." 

4»  W 
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actually  stunned,  and  now  he  arose  and  turned  toward 
the  bed,  saying : 

*^  Run  for  a  doctor,  some  one,  and  for  policemen." 

^^They  are  coming,  sir,"  replied  the  oldest  of  the 
women,  who  now  stood  beside  him. 

Bathurst  glanced  again  at  the  woman ;  she  was  liv- 
ing, but  evidently  bleeding  inwardly ;  he  could  hear  the 
tramp  of  policemen  on  the  stairs ;  there  was  no  time  to 
lose ;  with  the  instinct  of  a  true  detective,  he  bent  down 
and,  unnoticed  by  any  of  the  women,  secured  the  wallet, 
with  its  contents,  thinking,  as  he  did  so,  of  Jocelyn 
and  the  foreign  gambler. 

In  less  than  five  minutes  the  house  was  alive  with 
people,  and  the  usual  scenes,  attending  such  occasions, 
ensued.  The  stunned  villain,  who  had  struck  the  death 
blow,  recovered,  to  find  himself  in  the  grasp  of  two 
powerful  policemen.  A  doctor  soon  appeared,  and, 
having  promptly  cleared  the  room  of  all  unnecessary 
occupants,  he  proceeded  to  examine  the  victim,  and 
then  apply  such  remedies  as  might  serve  to  lessen  pain 
and  keep  the  feeble  life  spark  alive. 

Having  given  to  the  policemen  a  brief  account  of  the 
affair,  or  as  much  of  it  as  he  had  taken  a  part  in ;  and, 
having  seen  them  safely  on  their  way  to  the  station  house 
with  their  prisoner,  Neil  Bathurst  re-entered  the  house 
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and  began  to  look  about  him.  A  group  of  excited  women 
were  conyersing  in  low  tones,  in  a  little  room  just  at  the 
head  of  the  stairs.  He  ascended  slowly,  and  seeing  that 
the  door  of  the  room  which  held  the  seemingly  dying 
woman  was  closed,  he  approached  the  group  at  the  oppo- 
site end  of  the  hall. 

Among  the  faces  turned  to  him,  he  recognized  two  as 
belonging  to  the  women  who  had  been  huddled  about  the 
door  when  he  had  first  entered  the  house,  and,  after 
looking  from  one  to  the  other  for  a  moment  he  beckoned 
the  younger  of  the  two  to  follow  him,  and  went  down 
stairs. 

Somewhat  reluctantly  the  girl  obeyed  him,  and 
presently  they  stood  alone  in  a  little,  half-darkened,  back 
parlor. 

Neil  Bathurst  was  well  aware  of  the  character  of  the 
house  in  which  he  stood,  and  he  knew  therefore  how  best 
to  approach  the  girl  before  him. 

Crossing  the  room  he  drew  back  a  curtain,  letting  iu  a 
strong  light,  and  then  drawing  forward  a  chair,  and 
throwing  himself  into  another  opposite,  he  said,  in  a 
matter-of-course  tone: 

*^  Sit  down  there  please,  and  tell  me  what  you  know 
about  this  a£Eur." 
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actually  stunned,  and  now  he  arose  and  turned  toward 
the  bed,  saying : 

*^  Run  for  a  doctor,  some  one,  and  for  policemen." 

^^They  are  commg,  sir,"  replied  the  oldest  of  the 
women,  who  now  stood  beside  him. 

Bathurst  glanced  again  at  the  woman ;  she  was  liv- 
ing, but  evidently  bleeding  inwardly ;  he  could  hear  the 
tramp  of  policemen  on  the  stairs ;  there  was  no  time  to 
lose ;  with  the  instinct  of  a  true  detective,  he  bent  down 
and,  unnoticed  by  any  of  the  women,  secured  the  wallet, 
with  its  contents,  thinking,  as  he  did  so,  of  Jocelyn 
and  the  foreign  gambler. 

In  less  than  five  minutes  the  house  was  alive  with 
people,  and  the  usual  scenes,  attending  such  occasions, 
ensued.  The  stunned  villain,  who  had  struck  the  death 
blow,  recovered,  to  find  himself  in  the  grasp  of  two 
powerful  policemen.  A  doctor  soon  appeared,  and, 
having  promptly  cleared  the  room  of  all  unnecessary 
occupants,  he  proceeded  to  examine  the  victim,  and 
then  apply  such  remedies  as  might  serve  to  lessen  pain 
and  keep  the  feeble  life  spark  alive. 

Having  given  to  the  policemen  a  brief  account  of  the 
afEair,  or  as  much  of  it  as  he  had  taken  a  part  in ;  and, 
having  seen  them  safely  on  their  way  to  the  station  house 
with  their  prisoner,  Neil  Bathurst  re-entered  the  house 
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ftnd  began  to  look  about  him.  A  group  of  excited  women 
were  conyersing  in  low  tones,  in  a  little  room  just  at  the 
head  of  the  stairs.  He  ascended  slowly,  and  seeing  that 
the  door  of  the  room  which  held  the  seemingly  dying 
woman  was  closed,  he  approached  the  group  at  the  oppo- 
site end  of  the  hall. 

Among  the  faces  turned  to  him,  he  recognized  two  as 
belonging  to  the  women  who  had  been  huddled  about  the 
door  when  he  had  first  entered  the  house,  and,  after 
looking  from  one  to  the  other  for  a  moment  he  beckoned 
the  younger  of  the  two  to  follow  him,  and  went  down 
stairs. 

Somewhat  reluctantly  the  girl  obeyed  him,  and 
presently  they  stood  alone  in  a  little,  half-darkened,  back 
parlor. 

Neil  Bathurst  was  well  aware  of  the  character  of  the 
house  in  which  he  stood,  and  he  knew  therefore  how  best 
to  approach  the  girl  before  him. 

Crossing  the  room  he  drew  back  a  curtain,  letting  in  a 
strong  light,  and  then  drawing  forward  a  chair,  and 
throwing  himself  into  another  opposite,  he  said,  in  a 
matter-of-course  tone: 

**  Sit  down  there  please,  and  tell  me  what  you  know 
about  this  a£Eur." 

1  ^  ' 

I 
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actually  stunned,  and  now  he  arose  and  turned  toward 
the  bed,  saying : 

*^  Run  for  a  doctor,  some  one,  and  for  policemen.'* 

^^They  are  coming,  sir,"  replied  the  oldest  of  the 
women,  who  now  stood  beside  him. 

Bathurst  glanced  again  at  the  woman ;  she  was  liy- 
ing,  but  evidently  bleeding  inwardly ;  he  could  hear  the 
tramp  of  policemen  on  the  stairs;  there  was  no  time  to 
lose ;  with  the  instinct  of  a  true  detectiye,  he  bent  down 
and,  unnoticed  by  any  of  the  women,  secured  the  wallet, 
with  its  contents,  thinking,  as  he  did  so,  of  Jocelyn 
and  the  foreign  gambler. 

In  less  than  five  minutes  the  house  was  aliye  with 
people,  and  the  usual  scenes,  attending  such  occasions, 
ensued.  The  stunned  villain,  who  had  struck  the  death 
blow,  recovered,  to  find  himself  in  the  grasp  of  two 
powerful  policemen.  A  doctor  soon  appeared,  and, 
having  promptly  cleared  the  room  of  all  unnecessary 
occupants,  he  proceeded  to  examine  the  victim,  and 
then  apply  such  remedies  as  might  serve  to  lessen  pain 
and  keep  the  feeble  life  spark  alive. 

Having  given  to  the  policemen  a  brief  account  of  the 
affair,  or  as  much  of  it  as  he  had  taken  a  part  in ;  and, 
liaving  seen  them  safely  on  their  way  to  the  station  house 
with  their  prisoner,  Neil  Bathurst  re-entered  the  house 
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ftnd  began  to  look  about  him.  A  group  of  excited  women 
were  conyersing  in  low  tones,  in  a  little  room  just  at  the 
head  of  the  stairs.  He  ascended  slowly,  and  seeing  that 
the  door  of  the  room  which  held  the  seemingly  dying 
woman  was  closed,  he  approached  the  group  at  the  oppo- 
site end  of  the  hall. 

Among  the  faces  turned  to  him,  he  recognized  two  as 
belonging  to  the  women  who  had  been  huddled  about  the 
door  when  he  had  first  entered  the  house,  and,  after 
looking  from  one  to  the  other  for  a  moment  he  beckoned 
the  younger  of  the  two  to  follow  him,  and  went  down 
stairs. 

Somewhat  reluctantly  the  girl  obeyed  him,  and 
presently  they  stood  alone  in  a  little,  half-darkened,  back 
parlor. 

Neil  Bathurst  was  well  aware  of  the  character  of  the 
house  in  which  he  stood,  and  he  knew  therefore  how  best 
to  approach  the  girl  before  him. 

Crossing  the  room  he  drew  back  a  curtain,  letting  in  a 
strong  light,  and  then  drawing  forward  a  chair,  and 
throwing  himself  into  another  opposite,  he  said,  in  a 
matter-of-course  tone: 

*^  Sit  down  there  please,  and  tell  me  what  you  know 
about  this  a£Eur." 
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The  girl  took  the  seat  indicated,  and  then  said,  with  a 
coarse  laugh : 

"  You  are  quite  airy  in  your  demands.  Why  don't 
you  ask  some  one  else  for  information  f  Who  ate  you, 
anyway?" 

^^  I  ask  you  because  I  choose  to  do  so,  and  if  you  don't 
want  to  answer  the  same  questions  in  a  police  court,  you 
had  better  be  frank  now.  I  am  an  officer,  and  I've  had 
my  eye  upon  this  house  for  some  time." 

"  You — don't  mean  to  arrest  me  ?  "  faltered  the  girl. 

*^  Not  if  you  tell  me  what  I  want  to  know  and  don't 
lie  about  it." 

**  If  I  tell  you  the  truth,  may  I  leave  the  house  unmo- 
lested ?  " 

You  may." 

All  right,"  with  a  look  of  relief.     "  Then  what  do 
you  want  to  know  ?  " 

"  Do  you  know  the  woman  who  has  been  stabbed?  " 

^^  Never  saw  her  until  she  lay  there  half  dead." 

"  You  live  in  this  house  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

^^  And  she  comes  as  a  visitor." 

"She  came  to-day.  We  were  in  the  parlor — two 
others  and  myself.  We  didn't  know  when  she  drove  up, 
we  were  playing  casino  at  the  back  of  the  room." 


44 
44 
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"Who?*' 


»» 


**  Kitty,  Annie,  and  myself  J 

*♦  All  right  I  go  on." 

^  I  don't  suppose  that  the  eam&ge  had  been  standing 
there  two  minutes,  when  we  noticed  it,  but  the  lady  was 
already  inside.  We  knew  that  a  man  had  been  up  stairsy 
waiting  for  some  one,  for  nearly  an  hour,  and  we  had 
heard  him  tramping  up  and  down  the  room  as  if  he  was 
getting  mad." 
"  Well ! " 

^  Well — as  we  were  talking  about  the  carriage,  the  old 
lady  put  her  head  in  the  door  and  said  it  was  half-past 
four  o'clock.  She  expected  callers  at  half-past  four,  and 
that  meant  that  we  must  get  out  of  the  parlor.  The  girls 
went  down  to  the  dining-room,  but  I  went  up  stairs " 

"You  did?" 

"  Tes — did  you  examine  the  rooms  above  ?  ** 

"  No." 

"  Well,  if  you  do  so,  you  will  see  that  there  is  a  room 
opening  off  from  the  one  in  front,  where  the  man  and 
woman  met.  The  room  is  a  sort  of  closet  or  lumber 
rooom  for  everyone  in  the  house.  We  all  put  our  trunks 
in  it.  The  old  lady  keeps  her  linen  there,  and  there  is 
an  old  dressing  table  there  too,  which  has  an  excellent 
glass ;  the  window  gives  a  good  light,  and  we  often  use 
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the  table  and  glass,  and  dress  our  hair  there.  There  is  a 
door,  as  I  said,  opening  into  the  front  room,  and  a  transom 
over  it.  Some  time  ago  a  pane  of  glass  had  been  broken 
in  the  transom,  and  so  the  thing  has  been  filled  in  on  the 
front  side  with  a  gathering  of  crimson  moreen.  Well — 
the  occupants  of  the  front  room  are  not  likely  to  know 
that  it  is  very  easy  to  hear  their  conversation,  if  one  is  in 
the  lumber  room,  do  you  see  ?  " 

**Yes.    Go  on." 

**  Well,  I  was  going  out  this  evening,  so  I  ran  up  to 
the  trunk^oom  to  dress  my  hair,  while  there  was  plenty 
of  daylight.  The  man  was  talking  very  loud  when  I 
entered  the  room,  and  they  did  not  hear  me  open  and 
shut  the  door." 

**I  suppose  not,"  dryly.  "You  listened — well,  tell 
me  every  word  you  overHeard,  and,  remember,  no  exagge- 
rations or  false  statements.  I  have  seen  the  woman  up 
stairs  before — and  you  can't  lie  to  me." 

"  So ! "  cried  the  girl,  with  the  air  of  one  who  has 
made  a  discovery.  "You  were  shadowing  her,  were 
you?  That's  how  you  were  on  hand  at  the  right 
minute." 

"  Never  mind  that,"  replied  he  with  some  impatience. 
"  What  did  you  hear  ?  " 

"  I  can't  give  you  the  exact  words,  but  this  is  it  in  a 
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nntBhell.  The  two  were  old  partners  of  some  sort,  and 
most  haye  been  up  to  a  good  many  games  together.  It 
seems  that  they  had  planned  to  get  some  money  from 
some  yictim  (an  Englishman)  who  had  shown  a  full  purse. 
The  man  had  found  the  yictim  and  then  sought  her  ser- 
yices.  She  had  got  into  the  Englishman's  good  graces,  and 
had  promised  the  man  to  get  possession  of  his  pocket- 
book  this  yery  day  and  bring  it  to  him.  Well,  when  she 
produced  the  pocket-book,  it  had  no  money  in  it,  only 
papers.  The  man  had  been  drinking,  I  should  think, 
and  he  flew  into  a  fearful  rage ;  they  both  became  yery 
angiy.  She  told  him  that  she  was  glad  the  scheme  had 
fidled,  and  that  she  would  neyer  do  any  more  dirty  work 
for  him.  Then  I  heard  him  spring  at  her  and  say,  *  D — 
you,  I'll  haye  your  life  then.'  There  was  the  sound  of  a 
struggle,  and  then  I  knew  that  he  had  struck  her ;  she 
screamed  and  I  heard  her  say,  *You  have  killed  me  I' 
Then  I  rushed  into  the  hall  and  cried  at  the  top  of  my 
yoice,  *  Murder  I  murder  I  murder  I ' " 

**  So  it  was  j/(m  who  cried  *  murder  I ' " 

**Yes.  Why,  bless  you,  he  had  stabbed  the  breath 
out  of  her ;  she  could  not  haye  screamed  so." 

**  True  I  •* 

At  this  moment  the  mbtress  of  the  house  entered  the 
room* 
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**How  is  the  lady,  madame?"  asked  the  detectivev 
rising. 

^^The  chances  are  even,"  replied  the  woman  in  a 
hard  voice ;  ^*  she  may  live,  she  may  die.  Are  yon  the 
man  who  broke  in  the  door?" 

*^  Yes,  madame." 

'*  Then  come  up  and  see  the  woman." 

Bathurst  rose  to  follow  her,  but  paused,  and,  as  she 
passed  from  the  room,  laid  his  hand  upon  the  arm  of  the 
girl  and  whispered, 

*^  Remember,  not  a  whisper  as  to  my  business,  if  you 
want  to  be  safe  yourself ;  and  you  had  better  leave  this 
house  to-night." 

"  Trust  me  for  that,"  replied  the  girl.  •*  I  will  be 
safely  away  within  an  hour,  and  I  wonH  give  you  away." 

Thus  assured  he  hurried  out  and  up  the  stairs,  to  iSnd 
the  mistress  of  the  house  standing  at  their  head,  looking 
somewhat  irate. 

**  I  should  think  this  was  no  time  for  trifling  with  silly 
girls,"  said  she,  testily.  *'  I  don't  know  who  you  are,  but 
you  seem  to  know  how  to  act  promptly.  How  is  this 
affiur  to  terminate?" 

**  You  have  just  said  —  in  life,  or  death." 

*^  1  don't  mean  that ;  how  will  it  affect  me?** 

^  Not  much,  I  should  fancy,"  with  covert  sarcasm. 
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^  Not  much,  indeed ;  my  reputation  in  this  quarter 
18  ruined." 

**  That's  a  pity." 

**Well,  I  won't  stay  here  long — and  what  is  to  be 
done  with  this  woman  I  /  can't  keep  her  on  my  hands — 
ahe  must  go  to  the  hospital." 

Without  making  a  reply  to  this  unfeeling  speech, 
Bathurst  turned  on  his  heel  and  entered  the  front 
room. 

Before  the  bed  stood  the  doctor  and  one  woman,  evi- 
dently a  neighbor ;  he  approached,  and  standing  beside 
them,  looked  down  upon  the  injured  woman. 

It  was  not  a  young  face,  evidently ;  the  woman  had 
passed  her  thirtieth  year,  but,  in  health,  it  must  have 
been  a  handsome  face  even  yet.  She  might  have  been  a 
weak  woman,  but  she  did  not  look  like  a  wicked  one. 
She  was  well,  but  not  expensively,  dressed ;  and  on  the 
third  finger  of  the  slender  left  hand  she  wore  a  plain 
gold  ring,  that  looked  as  if  it  had  not  been  removed  for 
years,  so  firmly  did  it  seem  embedded  in  the  flesh  of  the 
small  finger. 

For  a  few  moments  they  talked  of  the  woman  and 
her  chances  for  life  or  death.     Then  the  detective  asked, 

'*  Will  it  lessen  her  chances  for  life  to  remove  her  to 
the  nearest  hospital,  dootor  ?  " 
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**  If  she  lives  beyond  to-morrow/'  replied  the  doctor, 
gravely,  '*  she  will  be  better  off  there  than  here.'* 

**She  won't  get  any  too  good  care  here^^  said  the 
woman  who  seemed  a  kindly  disposed,  officious  person. 

^*  Can't  you  look  after  her  until  to-morrow  ?  "  asked 
Bathurst. 

"  Well,— yes,  I  might.' 

**  Then  I  vrill  see  that  you  are  not  the  loser  by  it." 

Thus  assured,  the  woman  declared  herself  ready  to 
undertake  the  charge. 

Bathurst  was  assured  that  the  physician  was  all  that 
could  be  desired,  and,  feeling  that  the  patient  was  in 
good  hands,  he  turned  his  face  homeward. 

More  than  an  hour  had  passed  since  he  had  first 
entered  the  house,  and  he  felt  as  he  hurried  on  that  he 
would  be  late  in  keeping  his  appointment  with  Arteveldt, 
at  the  Durand  mansion.  The  day  had  been  warm  and 
his  disguise  was  somewhat  burdensome. 

When  at  last  he  reached  his  own  rooms  he  threw  off 
the  paddings  that  had  given  him  an  appearance  of  stout- 
ness, and  the  wig  and  beard  that  had,  together  with 
various  pigments  and  little  brushes,  transformed  him  into 
a  middle-aged  man,  and  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief. 

**  I  am  getting  into  business  again  with  a  vengeance," 
he  muttered  as  he  commenced  a  harried  toilet.    **I 
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would  like  to  look  into  the  contents  of  that  wallet  for 
Rob*8  sake — ^but  it  can't  be  done  to-night.  I  must  now 
cnltiyate  the  friendship  of  Miss  Aura  Durand.'* 

At  that  moment  there  came  a  sounding  rap  at  his 
door,  and  in  another  instant  Clarence  Arteveldt  in  full 
eyening  costume  stood  before  him. 

**  Hurry  up,  Bath.,"  he  cried  impatiently.  **  Old  Du- 
rand  has  sent  a  message  to  the  house  desiring  us  to  come 
in  time  for  dinner.  I  have  been  here  twioe  before  and 
found  the  door  &st  locked.*' 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


▲IJBA  DUBAND. 


Neil  Bathurst  was  busily  thinking,  the  while  he  ar> 
rayed  himself  for  the  evening,  that  was  to  be  an  admix- 
ture of  pleasure  and  business.  But  when  finally  he  in- 
terrupted the  flow  of  Arteyeldt's  small  talk  by  a  care- 
lessly spoken  question,  not  even  the  keenest  observer 
would  have  suspected  him  of  having  a  care  more  im- 
portant than  the  careful  arranging  of  his  lavender  tie. 

^^So  you  are  really  smitten  with  that  little  country 
grirl  ?  "  he  said,  arranging  the  knot  of  the  aforementioned 
tie  with  much  apparent  care.  **  Miss, — what  did  you 
call  her  name  ? '' 

^*  Miss  Armyn,"  enthusiastically.  *^  Yes,  Bath.,  I  am 
smitten — and  it  may  be  as  well  that  my  engagement  with 
you  and  old  Durand  keeps  me  from  making  an  idiot  of 
myself  by  rushing  over  to  the  North  Side  again  to-night.'' 

Bathurst  laughed  good  naturedly. 

^'  You  omit  to  mention  Miss  Durand  "  he  said.  ^^You 
did  not  find  her  unforgiving  did  you,*  when  you  called 
in  the  morning  with  your  pretty  excuse  ?" 
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**  I  did  not  find  her  at  all,"  replied  Arteveldt  with  a 
grimace.  "She  sent  down  that  blessed  companion  of 
hers,  with  an  excuse  for  me — she  was  *  indisposed'  to 
see  me." 

"Not  well,  eh?" 

"  Don't  know  whetheir  she  was  well  or  not ;  she  said 
she  was  indisposed,  and  begged  to  be  excused." 

Neil  Bathurst  brushed  his  coat  in  tranquil  silence. 

"  I  say  Bath.,"  broke  out  Arteveldt  after  a  moment's 
pause,  "did  you  send  around  a  man  to  look  over  the 
Durand  premises  ?  " 

"  Certainly ;  always  keep  my  word  about  these  things. 
So  Miss  Durand  has  a  companion,  eh  ?  Is  she  pretty  and 
young  ?  " 

Arteveldt  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

^  She  is  young — and  attractive ;  you  couldn't  exactly 
call  her  pretty  J"^ 

"  Oh  I  she  makes  up  for  lack  of  positive  beauty  by 
dash  and  style." 

"  No ;  Miss  Annin  is  a  reserved  girl — ^nothing  dashing 
there ;  she  certainly  has  good  style,  though."  Then  with 
an  impatient  movement  of  the  head,  "  Hang  it,  man, 
why  have  you  not  availed  yourself  of  some  of  my  invi- 
tations to  come  and  be  introduced  to  these  girls.     It's  a 
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deuce  of  a  bore  to  be  trying  to  tell  a  fellow  bow  a  girl 
looks." 

^^Bspeciallj  wben  yon  are  tbinking  about  tbe  ^  looks ' 
of  another  girl/'  laugbed  Bathurst.  ^*  Well,  come  along 
Arteveldt,  I  am  ready  to  go  and  inspect  these  two  fair 
damsels  on  my  own  account.  Are  you  sure  that  you 
have  never  mentioned  my  name  in  connection  with  my 
business,  to  these  young  ladies  ?  " 

*^  Of  course  I  am  I  Do  you  suppose  I  have  forgotten 
the  turn  you  did  me  in  Boston,  two  years  ago,  or  nearly 
that  ?  I  never  blow^  except  when  I  am  drunk,  and  not 
then  unless  the  party  is  under  my  eyes;  and  I'm  not 
likely  to  get  drunk  to-night." 

**  Nor  ever,  I  should  think,  after  your  Boston  expe- 
rience," replied  Bathurst,  dryly. 

*^  Well,  I  don't  know  about  that ;  as  Dick  Swiveller 
would  say,  the  ^  Rosy '  has  many  charms  for  fellows  like 
me,"  replied  the  other,  carelessly.  ^^  All  ready,  are  you? 
Come  along,  then,  we  shall  be  late  at  the  *  Mansion '  as  it 
is." 

They  hurried  out  of  the  building,  sprang  into  a  wait- 
ing hack,  and  drove  rapidly  away. 

There  was  little  affinity  between  the  two  young  men ; 
and  their  present  intimacy  was  hardly  of  Neil  Bathurst's 
seeking.    Two  years  previous,  while  employed  in  shadow- 
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ing  a  party  of  gamblers  and  confidence  pen,  in  the  good 
city  of  Boston,  the  young  detective  had  resetted  Clarence 
Arteveldt  from  their  clutches. 

Arteveldt  was  visiting  the  **  Hub,"  for  the  first  time, 
and  in  seeing  the  sights  had  fallen  in  with  the  gang  of  vil- 
lains; already  they  had  fleeced  him  out  of  much  money, 
and,  having  enticed  him  into  one  of  the  very  worst 
quarters  of  the  city,  were  about  to  complete  their  work, 
by  robbing  him  systematically  of  watch  and  jewels,  of 
which  he  wore  some  most  valuable  ones.  They  had  made 
him  blind  and  stupid  vrith  drugged  liquor,  and  would 
have  found  him  an  easy  victim.  But,  suddenly  NeU 
Bathurst  came  down  upon  them  vrith  a  sufficient  force  to 
capture  the  entire  gang,  and  rescue  young  Arteveldt. 
Bathurst  took  charge  of  the  young  man,  liis  money 
and  valuables,  and  when,  at  last,  the  effects  of  the  drug- 
ging had  passed  away,  sent  him  home  intact,  and  with 
some  excellent  advice — which,  of  course,  the  young  spend- 
thrift did  not  follow. 

But,  while  Clarence  Arteveldt  forgot  the  advice,  he 
remembered  the  man ;  and  when,  some  months  later,  he 
encountered  his  benefactor  in  the  streets  of  Chicago,  he 
pounced  upon  him  forthwith,  dragged  him  home  to  the 
Arteveldt  mansion,  introduced  him  to  his  mother,  and 
declared  his  resolution  to  be  the  young  detective's  '^  host 
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and    right   bower,"    during   his  stay  in  the    Lakeside 
feity. 

This  arrangement,  however,  scarcely  suited  Neil  Bath- 
urst.  He  accepted  the  hospitality  of  the  Arteveldts  for  a 
short  time,  because  there  seemed  no  alternative,  but  * 
Clarence  Arte  veldt,  the  darling  of  the  boudoir^  was  hardly 
a  congenial  companion  for  the  young  man  who  abhorred 
insipidity,  and  whose  life  had  been  too  full  of  adventure 
and  peril  to  enable  him  to  enjoy  the  trifling  amusements, 
and  safe  excitements  that  made  up  the  sum  of  existence 
for  the  young  man  of  indolent  habits  and  bounteous 
wealth. 

So  he  broke  away  from  the  Arteveldt  thraldom  to 
the  extent  of  establishing  himself  in  a  suite  of  bachelor 
apartments  on  Dearborn  street,  and  kept  quietly  out  of 
young  Arteveldt's.way  whenever  he  had  anything  practi- 
cal to  employ  his  time. 

Not  that  he  was  not  fond  of  gaiety  and  the  society  of 
the  fair  sex.  He  loved  both,  provided  they  were  of  the 
right  quality.  But  he  found  the  one  extreme  of  dinners 
en  rigU^  in  stately  dining-rooms,  where  he  invariably  found 
himself  slipping  off  from  morocco-covered  dining-room 
chairs,  owing  to  the  upholsterers'  reckless  disregard  for 
the  center  of  gravity,  or,  later  tite-d'titen  with  stately, 
much  furbelowed  damsels,  in  stiff-backed  parlors,  when 
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the  same  islipping  process  was  repeated,  with  only  the 
variation  of  a  smaller  and  still  more  provoking  chair, 
with  a  satin,  instead  of  morocco  surface ;  and  the  other 
extreme  of  sappers,  en  passant^  at  questionable,  down 
town  restaurants,  and  the  society  of  champagne  drinking, 
slang  talking  maidens  of  another  class,  were  equally  dis- 
tasteful to  him. 

The  first  he  pronounced  stupid,  the  last,  vulgar. 

It  chanced  that  during  the  time  of  his  stay  beneath 
the  Arte  veldt  roof.  Miss  Aura  Durand  had  been  absent 
from  the  city,  and  as  he  had  invariably  declined  all  in^- 
vitations  to  make  her  acquaintance  since,  Neil  Bathurst 
was  inwardly  wondering  what  sort  of  young  lady  Miss 
Durand  would  prove  herself  to  be. 

**That  was  a  queer  suspicion  of  mine,"  he  thought,  as 
they  rolled  toward  the  Durand  dwelling,  *^if  it  was  a 
suspicion — and  yet,  stranger  notions  than  that  have  led  to 
the  discovery  of  greater  crimes.  If  what  I  have  heard 
from  that  scamp  Fordham  be  true,  the  young  lady  is  really 
fond  of  this  scapegrace  beside  me ;  in  which  case,  she  was, 
probably,  in  the  sulks  this  morning;  after  a  charming 
fashion  woman  have,  when  they  fancy  themselves  ag- 
grieved." 

So  thinking,  Neil  Bathurst  arrived  for  the  third  time 
that  day,  at  the  door  of  James  Durand^s  splendid  home. 
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Meantime,  the  heiress  of  the  Durand  wealth  was 
standing  before  a  magnificent  mirror  in  her  beautiful 
dressing-room,  surveying  with  satisfied  countenance  her 
own  reflected  imi^e.    And  this  is  what  she  saw. 

A  girl,  small  of  stature,  and  apparently  about  twenty 
years  of  age.  She  was  plump ;  cavilers  might  have 
called  her  a  trifle  too  plump  for  her  height,  and  yet, 
looking  upon  the  rounded,  baby-like  shoulders,  and  the 
arms  so  full  and  tapering,  with  the  dimples  in  elbow  and 
wrist,  one  could  scarcely  wish  her  embonpoint  less. 

The  head,  rising  above  *  a  full,  white  throat,  was 
covered  with  an  abundance  of  blonde  hair,  that  lighted 
up  to  pale  gold  under  the  glare  of  the  gaslight ;  it  was 
short  above  the  white  brow,  falling  in  crinkling  waves 
almost  to  the  delicately  arched  eyebrows,  thus  concealing 
the  forehead,  or  nearly  so,  while  the  remainder  was  drawn 
carelessly  back  from  the  face,  and  dressed,  low  upon  the 
neck,  in  braids  and  loose  curls. 

The  eyes  were  strangely  in  contrast  with  the  hair, 
being  of  intense  darkness,  the  sort  of  eyes  that,  without 
really  being  black,  are  always  called  so  ;  and  justly,  too, 
when  fringed  by  dark  lashes,  and  shadowed  by  jetty 
brows.  In  the  matter  of  brow  and  eyelash,  Miss 
Durand's  eyes  were  certainly  defective,  for  the  former 
were  too  thin,  and  not  heavy  enough,  while  the  latter 
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were  likewise  thin,  and  too  short  to  be  pretty,  or  to 
shadow  the  otherwise  lovely  eyes  effectively.  The  nose 
was  small  and  straight,  the  mouth  rosy  and  smiling  ;  but 
here  again  the  caviler  might  have  found  fault  —  the 
teeth  were  white,  even,  and  small,  too  small,  for  when 
the  face  was  in  repose  the  corners  of  the  mouth  had  a 
compressed  look,  as  if  its  fair  owner  were  forcibly  keep- 
ing back  a  secret.  The  complexion  can  be  best  and 
easiest  described  by  the  stock  phrase,  '^  Lilies  and  roses,'* 
simply  perfection ;  and  as  no  mortal,  whether  male  or 
female,  had  ever  seen  the  lilies  darken,  or  the  roses  cease 
to  glow,  it  were  unfair  to  suppose  that  their  bloom  was 
not  the  gift  of  nature. 

This  was  Miss  Aura  Durand  as  she  stood  before  her 
mirror,  arrayed  in  a  wonderful  garment  composed  of 
wonderful  shades  of  green. 

At  first  one  might  have  considered  it  strange  that  she 
should  have  so  decided  a  taste  for  green  of'  every  shade 
and  degree  —  her  dressing-room  was  hung  with  sea  green, 
her  boudoir  might  have  been  the  home  of  a  Naiad,  and 
her  chamber,  with  its  white  canopied  bed,  had  the 
appearance  of  a  snowy  tent  in  a  shadowy  forest ;  but 
when  one  considered  how  remarkably  becoming  was  the 
color  to  the  mistress  of  all  that  green  richness,  they 
eeased  to  wonder,  but  never  to  admire. 
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^  Yonr  recreant  knight,  and  his  friend,  have  arrived, 
Miss  Durand,"  said  a  mocking  voice  at  her  elbow,  and, 
taming.  Aura  met  the  cool  gaze  of  Miss  Annin. 

^^  Plain  black  and  scarlet  fuchsias,"  exclaimed  the 
heiress,  glancing  critically  at  her  companion's  toilet. 
"  You  certainly  look  well,  Nina,  but  I  don't  see  why  you 
will  affect  such  rigid  simplicity,  as  the  expense  of  your 
wardrobe  does  not  affect  your  purse." 

*^  Because  I  am  no  fool.  Miss  Durand,"  snapped  the 
companion,  ungraciously.  *^I  don't  choose  to  incur 
remark  by  dressing  like  an  heiress — if  1  do  finger  the 
purse  of  one ;  my  silk  is  as  rich  as  yours,  if  it  it  plain, 
and  I  fancy  I  know  what  does  and  does  not  become  me," 
with  an  approving  glance  at  the  scarlet  fuchsias  in  her 
bodice. 

Aura  Durand  turned  away  from  the  mirror  tranquilly, 
seeming  not  to  have  noticed  the  disrespect  in  the  tone  of 
her  companion. 

^^  Dress  is  not  to  the  point,"  continued  Nina  Annin, 
with  less  asperity.  ^*  Do  you  know  who  the  friend  is  who 
is  here  with  Clarence  Arte  veldt  ?  " 

^^  Certainly,"  flicking  off  an  imaginary  speck  of  dust 
with  the  daintiest  of  handkerchiefs.  ^^  It  is  Mr.  Bathurst, 
who  visited  at  the  Arteveldts  while  I  was  in  New 
York." 
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*^  Then  you  didn^t  happen  to  hear  in  New  York  who 
Ifr.  BathoiBt  is  ?  "  ironically. 

"Who  he  is?" 

"Flat  he  is,  then." 

"Bah!"  cried  Mias  Darand,  with  a  shrug  of  her 
pretty  shoulder,  "I  don't  know  what  you  are  talking 
about." 

"  Then  {'11  enlighten  you.  Mr.  Bathurst,  the  dear 
friend  of  Clarence  Arteveldt,  is  a  detective,'^ 

Aura  Durant  was  standing  at  a  dressing  table  with 
her  back  to  the  girl  who  made  this  sudden  announcement ; 
for  one  moment  she  stood  motionless  and  silent,  then  she 
turned  swiftly  to  face  her  pompaniou,  with  a  scornful 
smile  upon  her  lips. 

"How  dramatic  you  ai'e,"  she  said,  coolly.  "  How  do 
you  know  that  he  is  —  a  detective  ?  " 

"No  matter  I  I  do  know  it." 

"Don't  add  mystery  to  your  dramatic  effort;  it's 
unnecessary  with  me.    Haw  do  you  know  ?  " 

"  Oh«  I  can  tell  you,"  said  Miss  Annin,  flinging  herself 
down  upon  an  ottoman,  and  bending  down  to  examine  the 
toe  of  her  dainty  boot.  "  I  went  into  the  drawing  room 
this  morning  to  look  for  a  letter  I  had  dropped  some- 
where —  and  as  the  room  was  darkened  I  let  in  a  little 
light  to  aid  my  search.    As  I  stood  at  the  window  I  saw 
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Clarence  come  up  the  steps  and  behind  him  this  detective 
Bathurst." 

"  Well  ?  "  impatiently. 

^*  Well  I  I  know  him  for  a  detective  in  this  way. 
When  I  was  playing  at  a  certain  theater  in  New  York, 
onc(B  upon  a  time,  this  identical  man  arrested  one  of  our 
best  ladies,  took  her  off  the  stage  in  all  her  gauze  and 
spangles,  and  when  one  of  the  ballet  girls,  struck  by  his 
handsome  face,  asked  who  he  was,  the  manager  said, 
^That  is  one  of  the  ablest  detectives  I  ever' heard  of.  I 
verily  believe  he  would  hunt  down  a  shadow ;  he  has 
never  been  known  to  fail.'  ** 

Miss  Annin  paused,  and  looked  up  to  note  the  effect 
of  her  words.  But  Miss  Durand's  next  remark  was 
hardly  what  she  had  expected.  "  You  should  be  careful 
where  you  drop  your  letters,"  she  said,  coolly.  **  And  it 
must  have  been  uncomfortable  for  that  young  woman  to 
be  taken  to  the  lock-up  in  her  stage  clothes/'  Then,  as 
if  the  idea  had  suddenly  occurred  to  her,  ^'  You  don't 
suppose  he  will  know  you  ?  " 

*^  Hardly ;  considerable  difference  in  the  appearance 
of  Miss  Annin,  the  companion,  and  *  La  Florette,'  in  pink 
tights  and  a  shower  of  spangles,  not  to  mention  a  wig  of 
the  most  impossible  yellow.^ 
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*^Then  I  don't  see  what  all  this  fuss  is  about,"  said 
Aura,  with  a  positive  sneer.  "  By  the  way,  why  didn't 
you  tell  me  this  before  ?  " 

**  Because  I  didn't  see  fit,"  retorted  Nina  Annin, 
rising  to  her  feet.     "  Are  you  going  down  now?  " 

^*  Certainly.     So  this  detective  is  handsome?  " 

"  Very." 

Aura  Durand  turned  toward  her  mirror,  once  more 
gazed  at  the  image  reflected  there,  and  then,  as  if  satis- 
fied with  the  view,  turned  about. 

"  Come,"  she  said,  '*  let  us  go  down.'* 

When  they  had  reached  the  hall,  she  paused  suddenly. 
'*  Wait  a  moment,"  she  said,  *'  I  have  forgotten  some- 
thing." 

As  she  re-entered  the  dressing-room,  Nina  Annin 
glided  after,  and  through  the  partially  closed  door  saw 
Aura  take  &om  her  dressing  table  a  small  vial,  lift  it  to 
her  lips,  and  then  turn  away. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

WHAT  THE  WALLBT  OONTAINED. 

Late  that  night,  Neil  Bathurst  sat  alone,  pondering 
over  the  events  of  the  day  and  making  copious  entries  in 
a  plethoric  note  book. 

Rob  Jocelyn  had  often  laughed  at  him  ^^  for  a  garru- 
lous note  maker/'  to  use  Rob's  words.  But  Bathurst 
had  found  that  his  habit  of  jotting  down  everythiug  that 
came  into  his  mind,  or  under  his  observation,  concerning 
a  suspected  party,  or  those  connected  with  parties  or 
cases  coming  under  his  eyes,  had  often  stood  him  in  good 
stead,  and,  that  seeming  irrelevancies  had  been  in  truth, 
most  apropos  and  useful  in  many  oases. 

He  wrote  rapidly,  and  for  a  long  time.  Finally  he 
paused  and  turning  back  the  leaves,  reviewed  his  work, 
to  see  that  no  item  was  omitted. 

There  was  a  most  minute  description  of  the  doings  of 
that  day,  from  the  moment  when  his  luncheon  had  been 
broken  in  upon  by  Clarence  Arteveldt,  to  the  time  when, 
having  bidden  farewell  to  Aura  Durand  and  the  other 
members  o^  the  family,  he  had  turned  his  back  upon 
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Arteyeldi,  and  hastened,  alone,  to  his  rooms,  at  eleven 
o'clock  at  night. 

His  memoranda^  commencing  the  incidents  and  im- 
pressions of  the  evening  just  passed  were  characteristic. 

Here  is  an  extract : 

**  Evening,  6:80. 

^  Landed  at  door  of  the  robbed  mansion  precisely  on 
time  for  dinner,  which  would  have  been  a  heavy  a&ir  but 
for  the  beauty  and  vivacity  of  Miss  Aura  Durand,  and  the 
nonchalant  grace,  and  general  '  interestingness '  of  her 
companion.  Miss  Annin.  These  are  not  ordinary  girlsr 
and  form  a  decided  contrast,  both  in  manner  and  appear- 
ance. Doubtless  they  are  aware  of  this,  and  of  its  effect- 
iveness." 

Here  followed  minute  descriptions  of  the  two  girls, 
after  which  he  had  written : 

^*  I  begin  to  realize  the  absurdity  of  suspecting  Aura 
Durand  of  any  connection  with  the  robbery.  She  is 
idolized  by  those  old  people,  they  see  no  faults  in  her, 
and  I  am  prone  to  confess — neither  can  I — unless — it  may 
be  that  she  is  a  little  too  fond  of  that  gay  Lothario,  Arte- 
veldt ;  and  yet,  she  lavished  not  a  few  of  her  sweetest 
smiles  upon  ungrateful  me.  I  was  aware  of  a  few — a 
verjf  few  glances  that  indicated  some  sort  of  an  under- 
standing—^or  fiittunderstanding  between  Arteveldt  and 
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the  heiress.  I  can't  quite  make  them  out,  but  of  one 
thing  I  am  sure,  those  two  fair  young  ladies  were  so  cere- 
moniously sweet  to  each  other  that  I  know  there  must  be 
some  other  bond  between  them  than  the  silken  one  of 
love — and  yet,  why  should  this  be — ^it  looks  like  another 
improbability— can  it  be  that  I  am  becoming  a  maniac  on 
the  subject  of  glances  and  tones  ? 

**  My  visit  to  the  Durands  to-night  may  have  been  a  so- 
cial success,  but  from  a  professional  standpoint  it  was  nil. 
I  am  still  at  sea  in  regard  to  the  burglary — woi  it  a  burg- 
lary r 

The  young  detective  sat  for  a  time  absorbed  in 
thought,  then,  suddenly  rising,  and  throwing  back  his 
hair  with  a  bojrish  gesture,  he  muttered : 

^^Now  for  the  wallet ;  I  wish  Rob  was  here  to  help 


me. 


He  took  the  wallet  from  his  pocket  and  placed  it 
upon  the  table  before  him. 

It  was  smaller  than  the  ordinary  wallet,  and  of  the 
finest  bronzed  leather. 

«« Looks  like  a  piece  of  foreign  extravagance,*'  he 
muttered.     "  Silken  lined — ^and — hallo  I   what's  this  ?  " 

On  the  inside  leather  was  the  embossed  initials,  J.  B. 

*^  J.  B,*'  read  the  young  man.  ^^  Wonder  if  these  are 
the  initials  of  the  owner." 


'r  -^    i\ 
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The  wallet  contained  a  number  of  letters,  a  couple  of 
pictures,  and  what  appeared  to  be  a  collection  of  ad- 
dresses, dates  and  memoranda. 

Putting  aside  the  latter,  Bathurst  applied  himself  to 
the  letters.  Glancing  over  the  dates  of  these  he  perceived 
that  they  extended  over  a  number  of  years.  They 
were  all  in  one  hand-writing,  evidently  that  of  a 
woman,  a  fine,  clear  Italian  hand,  as  unusual  as  it  was 
beautiful. 

They  were  all  addressed  to  a  ^^  Mr.  Jason  Bradward- 
ine,"  and  nearly  all  bore  foreign  post  marks. 

The  first  of  these  letters,  addressed  from  an  obscure 
German  village^  were  grateful,  impulsive,  yet  guarded 
little  missives,  expressing  unbounded  faith  in  the  person 
addressed,  but  full  of  fear  of  some  unknown  person,  (ft 
thing ;  they  were  all  brief,  and  not  one  of  them  contained 
a  name  or  even  an  initial.  They  bore  no  signature  what- 
ever. 

Arranging  them  in  order,  the  earliest  dates  uppermost, 
Neil  Bathurst  began  their  perusal. 

**  Kindest  of  friends,"  so  ran  the  first  letter. 

From  this  little  foreign  hamlet,  seeming  to  me  to  be  out  of  the  world, 
I  address  you.  Ai^ain  and  again  I  give  you  my  poor  thanks  for  your  kind- 
ness to  most  miserable  rae.  What  could  I  have  done  without  you?  How 
escaped  from  the  cruelty  and  persecution,  the  ignominy  and  utter  horror 
that  sorroanded  me  ?    I  owe  you  ererything  and  thank  you  for  alL    Thanks 
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to  you,  my  little  inheritance  it  at  comoiand.  I  want  for  nothing,  It  will 
suffice  for  me  and  mine.  My  darling  one — all  that  is  left  me  now — is  well, 
is  beautiful ;  ah  !  what  will  she  be  by  and  by.  Some  day  the  tables  will  be 
turned ;  some  day  she  may  possess  the  strength  I  never  had. 

My  letter  is  addressed  in  fear  and  trembling.  If  it  should  fall  into 
other  hands.     ThHr  hands  t 

My  friend,  I  write  no  more.     You  hare  my  benediction,  my  gratitude 

— all  I  have  to  give.    I  pray  to  the  Virgin  to  comfort  you  always.    Amen. 

In  fear,  in  sorrow,  in  gratitude* 

Yours,  . 

"Here  ft  mystery,"  quoth  the  detective.  "Let's  see 
— ^that  letter  is  fifteen  years  old,  as  I  live." 

There  were  several  more  letters  written  in  much  the 
same  vein,  bearing  the  same  post  mark,  and  dated  one 
and  two  months  apart.  Then  came  one  which  ran  as  fol- 
lows : 

Dear  friend,  kind  friend,  forgive  me  that  I  have  not  heeded  your  ad- 
vice. I  can  stay  here  no  longer ;  my  days  are  filled  with  fear,  my  nights 
with  vain  repinings.  I  begin  to  fear  myself ;  I  have  now  the  opportunity, 
I  must  embrace  it.  Once  in  that '  foreign  land  across  the  ocean,  the  fear 
will  fall  from  me,  I  shall  feel  myself  in  a  new  world,  I  shall  rest.  Write 
no  more  to  me  here  ;  when  this  reaches  you  I  shall  be  on  the  ocean.  I  go 
with  good  people  who  will  care  for  me,  and  we  will  be  safei  I  have  prom- 
ised never  to  let  you  lose  sight  of  me,  but  for  this  I  would  say  it  were  best 
to  pass  now,  out  of  your  life.  Best  that  you  should  forget  me.  But  my 
promise  I  will  keep.  When  I  have  found  a  home  in  that  far-off  land,  you 
shall  hear  from  me,  until  then,  best  of  friends,  farewell.  Once  more  for- 
give me,  I  could  not  stay  longer  when  there  is  so  muck  to  fear. 

Thus  abruptly  the  letter  ended. 

*^  Mysterious  but  interesting,"   commented  the  deteo- 


^ 
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tiye.     ^  Let's  see  what  happens  next ;  wish  I  had  the 
other  side  of  the  correspondenoe/' 

Taking  up  the  next  letter  he  resumed  his  research. 

My  FHend  of  FrUndt : 

Six  months  since  last  I  wrote  yon.  Bnt  jonr  goodness 
b  not  for^gotten.  There  has  been  much  to  prerent  writing.  First,  the 
search  for  a  place  to  sit  down  in  and  say,  *'  this  I  will  call  home ; "  after- 
ward sickness  that,  but  for  my  beautiful  comforter,  I  would  have  prayed 
might  end  in  death.  Even  yet  I  am  not  strong.  This  is  a  wonderful  new 
land,  and  we  live  in  a  wee,  small  hamlet  in  the  province  —  no  the  State  of 
New  York.  Everything  is  new  and  strange,  but  my  dear  one  thrives  and 
is  happy.  Here  there  is  no  musical  variety  of  title,  no  royalty,  almost  no 
aristocracy.    It  is  as  if  one  were  cititeness  of  the  French  republic 

I  have  taken  a  new  name — what  an  effect  mine — my  nal  one — would 
have  here — ^address  me  thus — Mistress  Bourne^  Elm  Valley,  New  York, 
in  the  United  States.    Adieu. 

*•  Ha,  ha,  ha  I "  laughed  Bathurst,  "  I  wonder  if  he 
did.  ^  Mistress  Bourne  — ^  in  the  United  State$.^  What 
fun  for  our  Yankee  postmasters.*' 

The  next  letter  was  in  an  entirely  different  vein. 
Bearing  date  four  months  later  than  the  one  announcing 
the  safe  arrival  in  a  new  world,  it  began  as  follows : 

VOiait^  Betrayer — ^insult  to  the  name  of  friend  : 

Know  yourself  unmasked  ;  know  yourself  foiled,  and  that  by  a  weak 
woman.  Did  yon  think  that  love  such  as  mine  ever  sleeps  ?  Do  yon  think 
a  wiethet's  vigilance  ever  fails  ?  Bah  !  I  mock  at  you  for  I  am  transformed. 
I  am  a  tigress.  Stand  before  me  now,  and  I  will  plant  a  dagger  in  your 
heart    leant    Iwiilt 

Your  emissary  has  failed.      He  will  return  to   yoa    empty-handed. 
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Know  him  for  a  bnngler — a  fool.  I  did  not  tospect  him  as^MfrtooL  I 
thought  him  sent  by  another.  What  fixes  the  guilt  on  you  t  Just  a  scrap 
of  your  o¥m  hand-writing  discoTered  by  me,  no  matter  how.  You  wonld 
steal  my  child.  It  can  be  but  for  one  pnrpose ;  do  yon  think  I  do  not 
know  what  that  is,  and  why  you  thirst  for  that  young  life  ?  How  I  loathe 
myself  that  I  ever  called  >vm  friend.  Fool  that  I  was !  You  plotted  like  a 
serpent,  you  thought  to  surprise  me  among  strangers ;  to  find  me  unpre- 
pared. As  if  I  had  not  lived  for  years  in  fear  and  watchfulness.  Know 
you  not  that  habit  becomes  second  nature  ? 

I  have  no  fear  in  addressing  you  thus.  After  to-night  this  place  will 
know  me  no  more.  The  last  link  that  binds  me  to  the  past  is  now  broken. 
The  woman  who  has  been  will  be  no  more. 

The  future — ^that  future  in  which  you  will  stand  unmasked — crests  in 
stronger  hands  than  mine.    Jason  Bradwardine,  beware  of  it  I 

*'  Now,  who  but  a  woman  would  have  sent  an  enemy 
such  a  defiance  as  that  ?  "  said  Bathurst,  as  he  laid  aside 
this  last  letter,  ^'  and  if  this  man  it  Bradwardine,  what  a 
precious  fool  he  is  for  carrying  about  such  a  letter.  How 
completely  he  must  have  duped  the  woman  in  the  outset, 
and  what  a  female  Ishmael  she  must  have  been — ^must 
still  be,  if  she  is  yet  in  existence.  Is  the  man  that  Rob 
Jocelyn  is  shadowing  Jason  Bradwardine  ?  and  if  so,  is 
Jason  Bradwardine  still  in  search  of  this  woman  of  mys- 
tery and  her  child  ?" 

Then  he  picked  up  the  memwanda  and  examined  that, 
but  it  was  still  more  unsatisfactory.  There  were  the 
merest  jottings,  names  of  several  towns  of  England  and 
France,  together  with  unexplained  dates.  Two  or  three 
foreign  addresses,  with  only  the  initials  of  the  names ; 
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the  name  of  a  chnroh  that  might  have  been  anywhere. 
A  great  many  jottings  of  this  sort  there  were,  and  Bath- 
urst  laid  them  down  with  a  sigh  of  weariness. 

"  They  are  dry  as  dust,"  he  said  with,  a  yawn,  "  and 
altogether  beyond  my  comprehension  to-night.  I  will  let 
these  notes  stand  over." 

He  took  np  the  two  pictures  and  contemplated  them 
thoughtfully.  One  was  the  face  of  a  woman,  young  and 
lovely,  a  soft  southern  face,  with  dusky  eyes,  and  cluster^ 
ing  curls  above  the  forehead  and  about  the  throat.  The 
other  was  the  picture  of  a  man  with  a  handsome  Saxon 
face,  possessing  more  of  beauty  than  of  strength. 

The  photographs  were  finished  in  the  same  style,  and 
looking  at  the  reverse  side  of  the  cards,  he  found  that 
they  were  taken  by  the  same  artist — ^probably  at  the 
same  time— taken  in  Paris,  France. 

**•  There  seems  to  be  considerable  of  the  *  foreign  ele- 
ment '  about  this  affair,"  thought  Bathurst,  as  he  carefully 
replaced  letters,  pictures  and  notes  in  the  wallet. 
*^  There  seems  to  have  been  a  wrong  somewhere,  and 
perhaps  Rob  Jocelyn  may  be  on  the  trail  of  a  criminal. 
However,  if  these  papers  are  valuable,  I  shall  find  it  out. 
Now  for  bed.  I  can  trust  this  part  of  the  matter  to  *  our 
wonderful  advertising  medium.' " 

Thoroughly  wearied  with  the  day's  adventures,  he 
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prepared  to  retire,  and  had  soon  forgotten  all  thought  for 
the  morrow,  in  sleep.  Early  the  next  morning  he  was 
stirring,  thoroughly  refreshed  and  ready  for  whatever 
might  transpire.  While  still  busy  with  his  toilet,  a  tap 
on  the  door  announced  the  newsboy  with  his  morning 
papers. 

^^  Now  to  consult  the  ^  ads,' "  he  said,  as  flinging  aside 
his  hair  brush,  he  hastily  opened  the  ^'  Tribune." 

If  the  contents  of  the  wallet  were  of  value,  the  loser 

» 

would  most  likely  avail  himself  of  that  convenient  medium, 
the  morning  paper. 

^^  An  honest  man  might  put  the  matter  in  the  hands 
of  the  police,"  so  reasoned  the  detective;  **  but  few  men, 
even  though  honest,  would  care  to  make  the  manner  of 
the  theft  public.  The  chances  are,  that  he  will  adver- 
tise, in  any  case,  and  from  the  nature  of  the  ^  ad,*  one 
may  judge  as  to  the  value  of  the  documents,  and  the 
honesty  of  the  man.  If  he  be  acting  fairly,  I  can  save 
him  from  the  blackmailing  that  would  have  been  inevita- 
ble, had  the  papers  fallen  into  the  hands  of  any  of  those 
women,  and,  if  I  find  that  Jocelyn  has  grounds  for  his 
suspicions,  we  may  be  able  to  spoil  Mr.  Bradwardine^s 
little  game." 

Bathurst  had  expected  to  find  an  advertisement  some^ 
thing  after  this  fashion. 
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^If  the  person  who  took  a  wallet  containing  papers, 
etc.,  from  a  gentleman,  on  yesterday  afternoon,  will  re- 
turn the  same  to  owner,  said  person  will  be  rewarded,  and 
no  questions  asked.'* 

Or  else  a  large  reward  would  be  offered,  if  the  papers 
had  a  money  value.  Perhaps  an  appointment  would 
have  been  made.   Perhaps  a  threat  implied. 

But  no  such  advertisement  appeared  in  the  morning 
papers,  nothing  that  could  be  construed  into  a  covert  hint. 
Nothing  open  or  implied,  that  could  possibly  be  referred 
to  the  owner  of  the  lost  wallet. 

Neil  Bathurst  pondered  for  a  few  moments,  and  then 
took  up  the  paper  again. 

This  time  he  ran  his  eye  over  the  column  of  the 
^^  wanted."  Through  all  the  long  list  of  male  wants,  his 
eye  traveled,  and  then  he  commenced  a  perusal  of  the 
column  headed,  ^^  Wanted,  Female  Help." 

In  a  moment  his  eyes  fell  upon  these  words : 


W 'ANTED,   A    FEMALE  DETECTIVB,  ONE 
thoroughly  acsquainted  with  the  city,  and 
who  is  not  connected  with  any  agency.      AddresB, 


thoroughly  acquainted  with  the  city,  and 

lot  connec 

V.  Tribune  Office. 

*^  So,"  laughed  the  detective.  **  Is  this  the  long  looked 
for  ?  If  Mr.  Bradwardine  wants  a  female  detective  he  is 
sharper  than  the  common  run  of  swell  foreigners.  Well, 
of  course,  some  one  will  apply."  And  whistling  softly, 
he  resumed  the  task  of  brushing  his  hair. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

A  OLBVIBB  BEPOBTBB  AND  A  VEILED  FElfALB. 

Dr.  Rice  came  forth  from  the  questionable  house  in 
which  lay  the  wounded  woman,  who  had  become  an 
object  of  interest  to  Neil  Bathurst.  As  he  came  briskly 
down  the  steps,  a  young  man,  faultlessly  attired,  and 
wearing  immaculate  mutton-chop  whiskers,  approached. 

^^  Oood  morning,  sir,"  said  this  personage.  ^^  I  pre- 
sume I  am  speaking  to  Doctor  Rice?  " 

^*  You  are,"  replied  the  little  doctor,  somewhat  stiffly. 

^*  Pardon  my  presumption,"  said  the  muttx»n-chop 
young  man,  as  he  adjusted  a  pair  of  gold-bowed  specta- 
cles. ^*  I  am  a  newspaper  man,  and  as  such,  know,  by 
sight  at  least,  a  great  many  of  our  prominent  professional 
men.     This  is  how  I  recognized  you." 

^*  Ah  ! "  replied  the  doctor,  in  a  mollified  tone,  ^^  happy 
to  meet  you,  sir.     Can  I  serve  you  in  any  way  ?  " 

"Frankly,  sir,  you  can,"  replied  the  young  man,  in  a 
manner  so  charmingly  respectful  that  it  went  straight  to 
the  doctor's  heart.  "  In  my  capacity  of  reporter,  I  would 
like  a  statement  of  the  case  which  you  have  just  left — 
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the  woman  \vli'>  was  stabbed  last  evening.  I  knew  tha^ 
from  you  I  would  hear  nothing  save  the  truth,  while  the 
inmates  of  the  house  would  give  a  garbled  account,  if 
they  did  not  indulge  in  absolute  fiction.  Can  you  spar^^ 
me  a  few  moments  ?" 

The  doctor  consulted  his  timekeeper  gravely,  ami 
then  replied, 

^^  I  can  give  you  ten  or  fifteen  minutes.    Yes.". 

^^Then  may  I  ask  you  to  step  into  the  nearest  restaui  - 
ant?  We  can  get  a  glass  of  wine  and  a  cigar,  and  talK 
at  ease." 

**  Certainly,"  replied  the  doctor,  with  beaming  counte 
nance  ;  ^^  certainly,  sir." 

The  ^^ nearest  restaurant"  was  just  around  the  comer, 
and  in  a  few  moments  the  two  were  seated  cosily  atu 
little  table,  with  a  bottle  of  wine  between  them,  ami 
cigars  ready  to  hand. 

After  listening  to  a  somewhat  tedious  statement  O' 
the  events  of  the  previous  evening,  the  reporter  asked,  ah 
he  made  a  little  entry  in  his  note  book, 

^^And — ^how  do  you  find  the  injured  woman  thin 
n)oming  ?  " 

"Better;  much  better." 

"  There  is  no  clue  to  her  identity,  you  say,  or  to  tho 
cause  of  the  assault  ?  " 
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**  Nothing  definite.  The  woman  who  keeps  the  house 
says  that  she  believes  a  girl,  who  left  last  night  very  soon 
after  the  stabbing  affitir  took  place,  could  have  given 
some  information,  as  she  was  in  the  room  next  to  the  one 
where  the  thing  happened.  She  also  says,  that  she  be- 
lieves the  man  who  was  the  first  on  the  scene,  the  one 
who  rushed  in  and  broke  open  the  door,  you  remember, 
is  at  the  bottom  of  the  mystery  concerning  the  sudden 
departure  of  the  girl.  For  her  going  was  a  surprise  to 
all  in  the  house.*' 

**Ah,  indeed  I  then  the  affair  remains  a  mystery?" 
said  the  reporter.      ^*  Doctor  let  me  fill  your  glass." 

The  doctor  allowed  his  glass  to  be  refilled  with  the 
consciousness  of  a  Betsey  Prig,  as  he  replied. 

*^  Not  quite.  My  patient  was  able  to  talk  some  this 
morning ;  was  quite  excited,  in  fact ;  I  judged  it  better 
to  let  her  talk  a  very  little  as  there  was  evidently  some- 
thing on  her  mind.  From  a  few  disjointed  assertions, 
and  by  asking  questions  which  she  could  answer  in  mono- 
syllables, or  by  a  feeble  gesture,  we  gathered  something 
of  her  meaning.  It  seems  there  was  a  strife  about  a 
pocket-book  containing  some  papers.  She  signified  that 
the  pocket-book  was  thrown  down  on  the  floor  near  the 
bed;  was  lying  there  when  the  man  struck  her,  and 
she  fell.     She  wanted  it,  but  it  was  not.  to  be  found. 
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She  does  not  think  the  man  took  it;  and  one  of  the 
women  declares  that  she  saw  the  stranger,  who  was  first 
on  the  scene,  stoop  down  and  pick  up  something  near  the 
bed.  His  movement  was  so  qoick  she  could  not  see  the 
object,  as  she  was  peeping  in  at  the  door,  afraid  to  enter. 
The  sick  woman  is  very  anxious  about  the  wallet  —  but 
it  is  not  to  be  found;  who  has  it  is  moi^  than  I  can 
guess.*' 

^^  Really !  '*  making  an  entry  in  his  note  book. 
^  There  seems  quite  a  mystery  here.  Will  the  woman 
recover,  doctor  ?  " 

**I  think  so.  I  think — she  will.  She  will  be  re- 
moved to  the  hospital  soon.  She  signified  her  wish  to  be 
removed,  this  morning.  She  is  not  without  funds.  Mrs. 
O'Grady,  a  neighbor,  who  volunteered  to  look  after  her 
while  she  stayed  in  the  house,  and  who  seems  an  honest 
soul,  took  charge  of  a  purse  which  contains  considerable 
money.  I  think  we  will  take  her  to  the  Sisters  Hospital, 
and  the  money  as  well  as  the  woman  will  be  in  good 
hands.'' 

**True,  quite  true,"  shutting  up  and  pocketing  the 
note  book  as  if  the  business  portion  of  the  interview 
were  at  an  end.  ^*  Doctor,  I  owe  you  a  thousand  thanks. 
Permit  me  to  refill  your  glass." 

The  doctor  permitted  him,  and  shortly  the  two  men 
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separated  with  many  expressions  of  politeness  and  a 
friendly  shake  of  the  hand. 

^^  That's  a  fine  young  fellow,"  mused  the  doctor,  as 
he  watched  the  spectacled  young  reporter  pass  swiftly 
down  the  street.  "  But — why,  bless  me,  if  I  ever 
thought  to  ask  his  name,  or  the  name  of  his  paper." 

That  afterpoon  a  boy  rang  the  bell  of  the  house 
where  the  wounded  woman  lay,  and  asked  for  Mrs. 
O'Grady.  That  good  woman  appearing  speedily,  the  boy 
put  a  note  in  her  hand,  and  sped  away.  Opening  the 
envelope  Mrs.  O'Orady  found  in  her  hand  a  crisp  ten- 
dollar  bill,  and  a  scrap  of  paper  upon  which  was 
scrawled : 

^^  To  Mrs.  O'Grady,  for  her  care  of  the  lady  who  was 
stabbed." 

**'  Humph,"  muttered  the  woman,  ^^  I  suppose  it  is 
from  the  sandy  haired  man  what  made  off  with  the  wal- 
let. Well,  this  is  clever  of  him,  anyhow."  And  pocket- 
ing  the  money  she  went  back  to  her  charge. 

At  dusk  of  that  same  day  Rob  Jocelyn,  still  in  his 
disreputable  disguise,  was  lounging  within  sight  of  the 
genteel  private  boarding  house  which  he  had  ascertained 
to  be  the  temporary  home  of  the  man  he  had  been  shad- 
owing for  two  days.  It  had  not  taken  the  jovial  expert 
long  to  decide  upon  the  room  which  was  occupied  by 
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ids  quarry,  and  his  ejes  were  now  directed  toward  the 
window  of  that  room. 

^'  He  is  lighting  np  and  closing  np  things/'  he  mut- 
tered. *^  Acts  as  if  he  intended  to  stay  in-doors  to- 
night.^' 

As  he  thus  mused,  a  female  form  came  down  the 
street  on  the  opposite  side,  and,  pausing  for  a  moment, 
as  if  peering  through  the  dusk  to  ascertain  if  she  had 
found  the  right  number,  passed  up  the  steps  and  rang 
the  bell.  As  the  door  opened  and  the  gaslight  from  the 
hall  lit  up  the  form  in  the  doorway,  Jocelyn  observed 
that  the  visitor  was  tall,  and  dressed  entirely  in  black. 
In  another  moment  the  door  had  closed  upon  the 
dark-robed  figure,  and  the  detective  again  turned  his 
eyes  toward  that  upper  window.  Suddenly  he  gave  a 
violent  start,  and  exclaimed,  under  his  breath, 

^^  Ah,  ha !  there  she  is,  in  the  man's  very  room,  as  I 
live  I  You  should  look  to  your  blinds,  good  sir.  Ah ! 
he  M  closing  them.  All  right;  Mr.  Jocelyn,  here  you 
stay  until  that  tall  lady  comes  out  again,  if  you  have  to 
give  Morpheus  the  go-by  until  two  in  the  morning.  And 
lighting  a  cigar  he  ifloved  carelessly  up  the  street  for  the 
space  of  a  few  yards,  when  he  again  halted. 

For  more  than  an  hour  he  stood  at  his  post,  and  then 
his  vigilance  was  rewarded.    The  vestibule  door  swung 
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open,  and  the  dark-robed  lady  came  forth  and  moved 
away  in  the  direction  whence  she  came.  Swiftly  and 
noiselessly  Rob  Jocelyn  crossed  the  street,  and  was  soon 
close  in  the  wake  of  the  vailed  woman.  For  some  dis- 
tance she  held  to  a  straight  course,  and  then  she  abruptly 
turned  a  comer,  looking  back  quickly  as  she  did  so. 
Several  blocks  more  were  passed,  and  suddenly  the  paces 
of  the  woman  became  more  leisurely. 

*'  Hang  me  I  "  muttered  Jocelyn,  who  was  sometimes 
prone  to  indulge  in  slang ;  "  I  verily  believe  my  lady  is 
^fly'  enough  to  suspect  my  racket.  Liordl  there  she 
bobs  around  another  corner  ! " 

And  around  the  corner  dived  Rob  Jocelyn  in  pursuit. 
On  and  on  went  the  vailed  woman,  and  on  and  on  went 
Rob. 

"Devil  take  me,"  he  muttered,  "if  I  don't  believe 
she  is  going  to  Bridgeport  I  " 

But  she  did  not  go  to  Bridgeport.  As  she  neared  a 
corner  she  quickened  her  pace  almost  to  a  run,  and  dis- 
appeared from  view. 

Striking  into  a  dog-trot,  Rob  rounded  the  comer  in 
hot  pursuit,  when,  to  his  astonishment,  he  ran  almost 
into  the  arms  of  the  flying  fair  one,  who  now.  stood  com- 
posedly under  the  glare  of  the  gaslight  streaming  from  a 
huge  double  lamp. 
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^Sir/'  said  she,  patting  oat  a  hand  as  he  paused 
before  her,  "  you  have  been  following  me  — why  ?  " 

*^  True,  madam,"  answered  the  ready-witted  but  per- 
fidious Rob,  ^^I  have  followed  you,  but  it  was  out  of 
admiration." 

^^Tou  flatter  me,  sir,''  replied  the  vailed  damsel; 
**how  can  you  admire  one  whose  faoe  you  have  never 
seen?*' 

''Ah,  madam  I  But  your  step  is  grace  itself;  and 
now,  your  voice — ah,  what  music  !  *' 

^  Ah,  sir ! " —  her  voice  broke  suddenly,  and  her  form 
seemed  shaken  with  emotion.  She  reeled  as  if  about  to 
&1L 

Instantly  the  ready  arm  of  the  gallant  Rob  was 
extended,  and  the  reeling  form  was  encircled. 

Then  his  ear  was  smitten  by  a  peal  of  laughter  from 
an  unmistakeable  tenor  throat,  and,  as  the  hand  of  the 
fair  ignufatwu  tore  away  the  filmy  vail,  the  voice  of  Neil 
Bathurst  cried  in  his  ear — 

••Soldi  oldman*-iSMii/" 
«•  I 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


ICB.  AND   MBS.  BOBBINS. 


For  a  moment  Rob  Jocelyn  stood  staring,  transfixed 
with  astonishment.  Then,  as  the  laugh  of  Neil  Bathurst 
rang  out  afresh,  his  countenance  suddenly  relaxed,  and 
his  own  voice  was  lifted  in  an  uproarious  burst  of  merri- 
ment. 

*^  Stop,  for  the  Lord's  sake,  man,"  cried  Neil,  suddenly 
recovering  his  gravity;  "stop,  or  we  will  have  all  the 
cops  in  the  neighborhood  down  on  us." 

"  Powers  alive  I "  panted  Rob,  struggling  to  subdue 
his  merriment,  "  how  you  Juwe  sold  me  I  Where  on  earth 
did  you  get  that  trick  of  the  voice,  Neil  ?  " 

"Let's  move  on,  and  I'll  tell  you,"  said  Bathurst, 
taking  his  friend's  arm  and  facing  him  about.  "  There 
now,  We  look  quite  proper,  and  I  don't  feel  so  much  like 
a  forlorn  female.  Where  did  I  learn  to  talk  like  a 
woman  ?  Well,  Rob,  I  found  that  I  could  '  make  myself 
up,'  as*  theatrical  people  say,  into  a  very  respectable 
woman,  therefore  I  put  mjmU  into  the  hands  of  a  fi»t- 
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class  yentriloquist ;  and  I  have  found  mj  aocomplishment 
a  most  valuable  one." 

^^Well,  you  do  make  a  fine  figure  of  a  woman," 
admitted  Rob,  with  a  critical  glance.     ^'  A  little  too  tall 

to  suit  mtf  taste,  but  then How  did  you  strike  the 

fancy  of  your  fellow  up  on  the  avenue  ?  " 

"  Pretty  well,  I  should  think,"  replied  Neil,  carelessly. 
^^  Where  do  we  go,  Rob.  I  have  led  you  a  deuce  of  a 
dance." 

**•  I  should  think  so,"  grumbled  Jocelyn.  **  My  feet  are 
about  worn  out.  I  have  been  on  the  go  almost  constantly 
since  yesterday  morning.  Can't  you  stand  that  toggery 
until  morning,  Neil  ?  " 

"  If  necessary,  yes." 

^^  Well,  it  is  necessary.  We  can't  get  a  hack  in  this 
Grod-forsaken  quarter,  and  I  can't  go  back  to  town  in  an 
old  car.  I'm  all  ready  to  fall  to  pieces  now.  Let's  finish 
the  night  together  —  take  up  our  quarters  in  the  nearest 
hotel,  and  have  a  chance  for  a  long  chat.  You  can  be 
my  wife,  or  my  grandmother,  whichever  you  please." 

*^Not  at  all  particular,"  laughed  Neil.  ^*I  have 
nothing  especial  on  hand,  and  am  willing  to  be  your 
grandmother  or  anybody  for  the  sake  of  a  comfortable 
talk  with  you.  There  Is  a  little  hotel  half  a  block  away ; 
oome  along,  and  don't  forget  that  I  am  a  ladyJ 


>f 
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Within  fifteen  minutes  thereafter,  the  two  deteetiyes 
were  comfortably  established  in  a  shabby-genteel  suit  of 
rooms  belonging  to  a  third-rate  hotel,  and  the  ink  was 
not  yet  dry  where  the  dirty  register  bore  in  sprawling 
characters  the  names,  ^^  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robbins." 

If  one  could  have  peered  into  the  room  occupied  by 
the  two  ^^Robbinses,"  they  might  have  beheld  the  rather 
unusual  spectacle  of  a  lady  lounging  in  one  chair,  with 
her  feet  upon  a  second,  and  puffing  out  clouds  of  smoke 
from  a  strong,  black  cig^r,  while  her  companion,  stretched 
full  length  upon  a  sofa  near  by,  contemplated  the  per- 
formance with  perfect  satisfaction. 

^*  I  say,  Mrs.  Robbins,"  queried  this  latter  individual, 
when,  a  little  later,  they  sat  at  supper,  which  had  been 
served  in  their  rooms.  ^^  Where  did  you  get  the  sorrel 
wig?" 

**  Sorrel  I "  sni£Fed  the  aggrieved  one,  scornfully. 
^^  It's  blonde,  you  great  blockhead,  strawberry  blonde. 
I'm  shocked  at  your  ignorance." 

^*  Oh !  is  it,"  quoth  Rob,  meekly.  ^^  Looks  sort  of 
reddish  to  me^  but  I  won't  contradict  a  lady." 

^^  Well,  .Rob,"  said  the  bewigged  Bathurst,  resuming 
his  natural  tone, — ^^  lets  send  away  the  supper  things  and 
get  down  to  business;  I  have  goi  some  queer  things  for 
your  eara.**  ^ 
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^  Clear  away  it  is  then.  Just  poll  that  cracked  bell. 
Oh,  I  forgot;   I'll  do  it  myself." 

When  at  last  the  supper  was  cleared  away  and  the 
two  friends  had  lighted  fresh  cigars,  Jocelyn  said : 

^^  How  is  it  that  I  find  you  in  this  toggery,  and  run- 
ning down  my  quarry,  old  fellow.  Did  you  ever  see  him 
before  I  piped  him  yesterday  ?  " 

"Never,"  replied  the  "old  fellow"  composedly. 

Jocelyn  gave  a  long  whistle,  and  then  relapsed  into 
silence  and  smoke.  Several  moments  were  passed  thus, 
and  then  removing  the  cigar  from  between  his  lips,  Neil 
Bathurst  said : 

"I'll  tell  you  how  I  came  to  call  upon  our  swell 
friend  to-night,  Bob ;  but  first,  I  want  you  to  give  me  an 
account  of  your  business  with  him  since  yesterday." 

"  That  won't  take  long,"  replied  Jocelyn,  drawing  up 
his  chair.  "  I  can't  make  the  fellow  out.  From  State 
street  he  went  directly  to  the  Clark  street  gambling 
house." 

"  Thfi  gambling  house  I  which  one  ?" 

"  Well,  you  know  I  am  not  quite  up  to  the  names  of 
things  here  yet.     It  was  on  the  corner  of " 

"  Oh  1  you  mean  Mike's  ?  " 

"  Mike's ;  yes,  I  remember  the  name  now*  Why  it 
must  be  the  old  Mike " 
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*^  Mike  McDonald,  of  course ;  he  ran  several  smaller 
places  when  we  were  here  together." 

"  Well,  no  matter, — he,  my  man,  went  there,  and  I 
was  not  far  behind.  He  began  to  play,  but  was  betting 
light.  Pretty  soon  I  worked  myself  into  a  game  with 
him.  After  a  little  he  became  more  interested  in  the 
play.  .  He  had  been  staking  some  loose  money  that  he 
pulled  all  in  a  crumple,  from  his  trowsers'  pockets.  He 
seemed  to  have  exhausted  that  resource,  and  reached  for 
a  wallet  from  his  inner  breast  pocket.  All  at  once  he 
started  and  exclaimed : 

"  *  D me — I've  been  robbed ! ' 

"  *  Lost  your  pocket-book,  stranger,'  I  asked,  thinking 
it  was  a  dodge. 

^*  *No,'  he  said,  looking  black  as  a  thunder-cloud,  and 
slapping  down  a  well-filled  wallet  on  the  table  between 
us.  ^  Worse  than  that.'  Well,  he  ransacked  his  pockets, 
muttering  curses  all  the  while,  muttering  them  so  low, 
and  between  his  teeth,  I  could  not  catch  the  form  of  the 
words  more  than  to  know  that  he  was  consigning  some 
person  or  thing  to  a  very  warm  place.  He  paid  no  atten- 
tion to  anything  that  was  said  by  the  men  around  him, 
and  I  knew  that  he  was  too  much  upset  to  play  anymore, 
so  I  thought  it  best  to  leave  ahead  of  him.  In  the  rum- 
mage for  the  lost  article,  whatever  it  was,  he  dropped  hifl 
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handkerchief  on  the  floor.  I  could  not  pick  it  up  with- 
out being  seen  by  the  others  around  the  table  ;  so  as  soon 
as  the  eyes  of  the  owner  were  turned  away  I  pocketed  it 
coolly  under  their  very  noses.  Then  I  gave  them  a  wink 
and  ordered  drinks  for  the  crowd.  After  which  I  left  as 
soon  as  I  could." 

"  Well ;  and  then  ?  " 

**  Then  I  had  to  hang  out  about  ten  minutes  before 
my  man  came  down.  When  he  did  come  he  walked 
straight  into  the  nearest  saloon,  ordered  a  schooner  of 
beer  or  ale,  and  sat  there  for  nearly  an  hour  without  so 
much  as  changing  his  position.  I  tell  you,  he  looked 
black.  Finally  he  gave  himself  a  sort  of  a  shake,  and 
ordered  some  more  ale.  This  he  drank  and  then  marched 
straight  to  the  ^  Tribune '  office." 

"  Exactly." 

**  As  he  had  seen  me,  I  did  not,  of  course,  follow  him 
inside  the  building,  but  I  lounged  near  enough  to  see 
that  he  wrote  an  *ad.'  and  handed  it  in  at  the  clerk's  win- 
dow. After  that  he  walked  over  to  Wabash  avenue, 
hailed  a  car,  and  went  south.  I  jogged  after  until  the 
thing  stopped  to  take  up  some  more  passengers,  and  then 
I  hung  on  the  tail  end  and  escorted  my  man  to  his  board- 
ing house.  I  waited  about  until  I  heard  a  supper  bell 
rii^,  and  then,  as  I  knew  he  would  be  engaged  for  a  few 
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minates  at  least,  I  made  off  and  snatched  a  hasty  meal  at 
the  nearest  restaurant.  I  had  not.  been  back  at  my  post 
five  minutes  when  he  sallied  out  and  then  began  a  chase. 
From  seven  o'clock  until  one  we  went  from  theater  to 
theater,  from  restaurant  to  restaurant,  stopping  in  each 
place  just  long  enough  to  overlook  the  guests,  and  then 
on  to  the  next.  I  observed  that  he  visited  no  places  that 
were  not  patronized  by  ladies — ^and,  of  course,  it  did  not 
take  me  long  to  figure  out  the  fact  that  he  was  looking 
for  some  one,  and  chat  some  one  was  a  woman." . 

"  Did  he  find  her  ?  " 

*^  Not  he.  He  went  home  at  one  o'clock,  and  walked 
the  floor  for  a  full  hour,  without  taking  the  trouble  to 
close  the  blinds." 

"  And  to-day  ?  " 

^'To-day  he  kept  tolerably  cool.  He  went  to  the 
^Tribune'  office  and  got  a  letter  or  two,  which  he 
answered  then  and  there,  and  mailed  at  the  post-office. 
After  this  he  wandered  about  looking  in  at  shop  windows 
and  eyeing  all  the  women.  After  dini^r,  he  stalked 
about  the  streets  in  much  the  same  way,  and  then  went 
home,  took  lus  supper  —  I  suppose  —  and  waited  for  you. 
That's  all ;  now  give  us  your  story." 

*^  Hold  on  a  bit,  let's  take  a  look  at  that  handker- 
chief," said  Neil ;  "  you  have  it  with  you,  of  course  ?  " 
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^  Of  conrse/'  producing  it  from  an  inner  pocket,  and 
putting  it  into.  Neil's  hand. 

He  unfolded  it  slowly.  It  was  of  silk,  soft,  fine,  and 
white ;  instantly  th6  quick  eye  of  the  young  detective 
discovered  a  bit  of  fine  embroidery  in  one  corner.  It 
was  a  name  embroidered  with  woman's  hair ;  a  name,  and 
after  it  an  initial.  Looking  close  at  it  Neil  Bathurst 
read  ^*  Jtuon  £."     Then  he  bent  toward  his  companion. 

"  Old  man,"  he  said,  gravely,  '*  you  did  a  good  thing 
when  you  nabbed  that  handkerchief." 

Then,  without  waiting  for  a  comment  from  Rob 
Jocelyn,  he  related  his  experiences  of  the  past  two  days, 
omitting  nothing. 

As  usual,  when  deeply  interested,  and  upon  his 
professional  mettle,  Rob  Jocelyn,  throwing  off  his 
ordinary  manner  of  whimsical  carelessness^  became  grave, 
silent,  and  alert.  He  had  listened  silently,  and  when,  at 
the  end  of  his  story,  Neil  Bathurst  produced  the  wallet 
containing  the  mysterious  letters  to  Jason  Bradwardine, 
he  drew  his  chair  close  to  the  table  and  examined  every 
document  from  first  to  last,  without  uttering  a  word. 

Bathurst  lighted  a  fresh  cigar,  and  leaning  back  com- 
fortably, watched  his  friend's  countenance. 

When  the  memoranda  had  been  carefully  scanned, 
and  the  photographs  closely  inspected,  Jocelyn  turned 
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two  keen,  earnest  brown  eyes  upon  his  friend  ;  and  Neil, 
who  knew  well  the  meaning  of  that  intense  look  upon 
the  usually  debonair  face,  said : 

^*I  see,  Rob,  you  think  we  have  stumbled  upon  a 
strong  case." 

"  I  think,"  replied  Rob  Jocelyn,  with  slow  gravity, 
^Hhat  this  man  is  Jason  Bradwardine,  and  that  Ja&on 
Bradwardine  needs  a  guardian.^* 

^*  You  think  he  is  here  in  search  of  this  mysterious 
mother  and  child?" 

^*  It  b  not  improbable.  Did  you  look  closely  at  these 
notes  and  figures  ?  See,  they  have  been  jotted  down  at 
diifferent  times  ;  there  are  numerous  shades  of  ink,  and  a 
variety  in  the  size  of  the  strokes,  indicating  that  different 
pens  have  been  used.  Here  are  some  entries  that  have 
evidently  been  made  while  moving,  probably  written 
while  riding  in  cars,  or  a  carriage.  Now  then,  here  are 
some  dates  with  curious  marginal  notes,  or  words.  Did 
you  look  these  over  very  carefully?" 

*^  No ;  to  tell  the  truth,  I  did  little  more  than  glance 
at  the  notes.  I  was  very  sleepy,  and  expected  to  run 
them  through  again  with  you." 

**  Why  did  you  not  think  of  comparing  some  of  these 
dates  with  the  dates  of  the  letters  ?  " 

**Why  didn't  you  think  of  connecting  our  friend 
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Biadwardine  with  that  *ad.'  for  a  female  detective?" 
retorted  Bathurst,  with  a  good-humored  laugh.  ^*  Hang 
it,  man,  one  brain  can't  hold  everything.  You  and  I  may 
possess  very  good  heads,  as  heads  go;  but  haven't  we 
proved  more  than  once  the  truth  of  the  old  adage  ?  " 

*^  ^  Two  heads  better  than  one,'  quite  true,"  replied 
Jocelyn,  gravely.  ^^  We  have  done  some  hard  thinking 
together,  and  if  you  came  to  go  over  these  papers  the 
second  time  you  would  hardly  have  overlooked  this  mat- 
ter of  the  dates.  Let  us  see.  Just  refer  to  that  pile  of 
letters,  will  you.  For  a  test,  take  that  letter  of  defiance, 
the  last  one  ;  what  date  does  it  bear  ?  " 

"  April  7, 18—." 

^*  And  here,  under  my  very  eye,  is  the  same  date ; 
and  here  another  date,  some  forty  days  later,  most  likely 
to  mark  the  time  when  the  letter  was  received.  *  This 
man  must  have  relied  much  upon  his  memory.  Wait  a 
moment;  he  sent  an  emissary,  she  says  in  her  letter. 
Well,  here  just  above  the  memorandum  of  April  7,  is 
another,  listen:  *Feb.  18th  I.  sailed.'  What  do  you 
make  of  that  ?  " 

^^  By  Jove !  ^  I.,'  must  be  the  fellow  who  came  over  to 
steal  the  child." 

^^  Precisely.  Now  then,  below  I  find  this :  *  May  2l8t, 
Failure.^    That  means  the  man's  return,  eh  ?  " 
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**  It  looks  like  it." 

Upon  further  examination  of  the  letters  and  notes, 
they  found  that  the  latter  bore  entries  corresponding  with 
the  dates  of  the  letters,  or  the  time  at  which  they  were 
received.  Beyond  this  their  combined  efforts  could  make 
nothing  out  of  the  memoranda^  or  notes. 

For  more  than  an  hour  they  talked  of  Jason  Brad- 
wardine  and  his  probable  intentions  and  movements. 
Then  Jocelyn  said,  ^^Well,  Neil,  we  will  work  up  this 
case  together,  as  we  both  have  leisure." 

''  No,  Rob,"  said  Bathurst,  shaking  his  head.  ''  This 
is  your  case.  And  you  are  just  the  man  t6  see  it  through. 
You  always  were  a  ^Squire  of  dames.'  The  fact  is  I 
want  to  remain  in  the  city.  I  have  got  one  or  two 
notions  in  my  head.  Notions  so  odd  and  altogether 
vague,  that  I  dare  not  repeat  them  even  to  you.  But  I 
want  to  stay  here  a  while,  and  go  in  for  society.  When- 
ever you  really  need  my  help  I  am  yours.  Bradwardine, 
or  Brady,  as  he  caUs  himself,  having  employed  me  to 
scour  the  city  in  search  of  this  woman,  I  will  be  able  to 
keep  him  under  my  eye,  and  can  keep  you  posted  during 
the  time  you  will  need  for  your  trip  to  New  York.  You 
can  gather  up  all  the  Elm  Valley  news ;  and  feel  assured 
that  I  in  the  meantime  have  not  lost  my  grip  of  Brad- 
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wardine.     When  you  oome  back  I  will  turn  him  over  to 
you." 

Jocelyn  was  somewhat  surprised  at  his  friend's  sudden 
resolve  to  abandon  work  for  pleasure,  but  knowing  that 
Neil  would  explain,  in  his  own  way  and  time,  he  forbore 
to  comment,  and  it  was  decided  that  he,  Jocelyn,  should 
pay  a  visit  to  Elm  Valley,  there  to  seek  information  con- 
cerning **  Mistress  Bourne,"  while  Bathurst,  who  had 
replied  to  the  advertisement  for  a  female  detective,  and 
had  been  employed  by  Bradwardine,  who  gave  his  name 
as  Brady,  to  search  the  city  for  one  Helen  Richards,  who 
had  sU/ien  from  him,  so  he  said,  a  wallet  containing  cer- 
tain papers  intrusted  to  him  by  a  friend  and  which, 
because  they  were  held  in  trust  for  another,  he  would 
pay  almost  any  price  to  recover. 

*^  I  will  of  course  keep  up  my  character  as  a  widow 
with  a  taste  for  private  investigations,  and  who  knows 
but  that  in  my  perambulations  about  the  city  I  may  come 
upon  your  beautiful  assassin.     She  of  the  eye." 

**Who  knows,"  replied  Rob;  *^ don't  think  I  have 
abandoned  my  search  for  her.  Depend  upon  it,  I  shall 
find  that  she-devil  yet." 

^*  I  should  like  to  have  a  hand  in  that  myself,"  said 
Bathurst,  little  dreaming  how  closely  the  fate  of  the 
beautiful  muzderess  would  be  linked  with  his  own. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


A     TBKBIBLB    TEMPJEB. 


We  most  now  leave  the  two  detectives  for  a  timey 
and  c(ee  how  the  world  is  dealing  with  Lenore  Armyn, 
the  orphan  girl,  who,  as  a  guest  of  the  Ruthvens,  was 
making  the  acquaintance  of  the  city,  for  the  first  time. 

It  was  no  wonderful  Phoenix  to  her,  for  she  had  never 
looked  upon  those  other  spires  and  stately  walls  now 
crumbled  or  vanished  away. 

Before  her  arrival,  the  Ruthvens,  or  such  of  them  as 
did  not  know  the  truth  concerning  Lenore,  had  indulged 
in  more  than  one  jest  at  the  expense  of  the  coming 
^^  country  girl."  But  there  were  no  more  jests  at  her 
expense.  The  Ruthvens  could  find  nothing  to  criticise 
in  Lenore  Armyn. 

Ti'ue,  she  was  childishly  ignorant  of  every  thing  per* 
taining  to  the  city ;  but  she  asked  questions  with  such 
charming,  affable  naivetS^  and  then  received  astonishing 
information  with  such  perfect  composure,  that  her  friends 
could  do  nothing  but  admire. 

There  was  no  such  thing  as  patronizing  Lenore.    On 


IIHAD0W1ED  BY  THSBB.  145 

the  contrary,  she  bore  herself  toward  those  who  were 
about  her  with  a  gracious  friendliness ;  and  to  strangers 
she  extended  a  courtesy  actually  haughty.  Upon  Kate 
Seaton,  Lenore's  school  friend,  the  girl  always  lavished 
a  flood  of  sincerest  affection,  not  unmixed,  it  must  be 
confessed,  with  a  little,  a  very  little,  patronage.  But 
Kate  Seaton  had  been  patronized  by  some  one  from  her 
cradle  up.  She  was  one  of  those  meek,  sweet-tempered, 
lovable  girls  who  never  assert  their  own  equality,  or 
superiority,  and  her  sister,  Mrs.  Ruthven,  was  of  the 
same  sort. 

Charles  Ruthven  was  young  and  gay,  fond  of  society, 
fond  oi  fun^  and  —  a  little  too — fond  of  the  ladies.  His 
half-sister,  Mrs.  Warren  —  the  lady  so  graphically 
described  by  Clarence  Arteveldt  as  a  ^^  blonde  pussy  cat 
widow  '*  —  had  been  but  a  short  time  a  member  of  the 
Ruthven  feimily. 

Mrs.  Warren  was  a  fleshy  blonde,  very  pretty,  and 
standing  upon  the  border-land  of  her  thirtieth  summer. 
She  was  well  preserved,  good-natured,  and  frivolous  — 
unprincipled,  too,  in  the  matter  of  getting  her  own  way ; 
but,  as  Mrs.  Warren's  way  was  pretty  sure  to  be  a  pleas* 
ant  one,  no  one  felt  called  upon  to  reproach  her  for  lack 
of  principle. 

Mrs.  Warren  prided  herself  upon  her  style  and  her 

7  K 
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taste  in  dress,  and  had  calculated  upon  overv^helming 
the  country  girl  with  the  elegance  of  her  toilets.  But 
Lenore,  herself  well  and  tastefully  arrayed,  was  not  to  be 
overwhelmed  by  the  fashion  as  embodied  by  Mrs.  Warren, 
a  fact  which  that  lady  was  not  slow  in  finding  out. 

The  widow  was,  in  her  way,  an  admirer  of  her  own 
sex— one  of  those  wpmen  who  musi  always  have  on  hand 
several  **  dear  friends  "  in  whom  she  might  confide,  and 
whose  confidences  she  might  betray  when  the  love  of 
gossip  was  strong  upon  her.  Finding  that  Lenore  was 
not  to  be  led,  Mrs.  Warren,  who  had  elected  her,  at  sight, 
one  of  her  chosen  ^^  dear  girls,"  was  content  to  stand  on 
an  equal  footing — even  to  submit  to  be  ridiculed  some- 
times, for  the  lady  afforded  a  fine  target  for  mirth  at 
times,  and  Lenore  was  quick  to  see  absurdities.  But 
her  laughter  was  far  from  malicious ;  her  sarcasm  had  in 
it  no  sting. 

In  Lenore  Armyn's  nature  there  was  one  most  danger- 
ous element.  She  was  entirely  devoid  of  ^ar,  and  was 
lacking  in  the  worldly  wisdom  which  begets  prudence. 
Among  the  light-hearted  pleasure  lovers  who  consti- 
tuted the  Ruthven  family,  there  were  none  capable  of 
advising  Lenore  Armyn.  And  the  time  was  not  far  dis* 
tant  when  the  girl  would  realize  this  fact.  For  the  pres- 
ent the  da^s  were  halcyon. 
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The  Ruthvens  were  fond  of  society,  and  scarcely  an 
evening  passed  that  did  not  bring  its  little  card  party, 
composed  of  a  few  of  Charlie  Ruthven's  friends,  together 
with  the  ladies  of  the  family  and  perhaps  Miss  Van 
Buren,  the  Washington  young  lady,  or  some  other  of  the 
female  friends  of  the  family. 

Mrs.  Warren,  too,  had  various  admirers,  who  dropped 
in  occasionally  for  an  evening's  chat,  or  sent  the  ladies 
theater  tickets.  And  Clarence  Arteveldt  had  become 
almost  a  fixture  on  the  North  Side.  Since  that  first 
evening  passed  in  the  society  of  Lenore  Armyn,  he  had 
become  her  shadow.  But,  while  he  sought  to  dazzle 
Lenore  with  his  wealth,  if  he  could  not  induce  her  to 
fall  in  love  with  his  ^^  womanishly "  handsome  face,  he 
was  mindful  not  to  pay  his  court  too  openly.  Accord- 
ingly, he  planned  numerous  excursions  and  pleasure 
parties,  which  included  the  entire  Ruthven  family,  as 
well  as  any  male  friend  of  the  family.  There  were 
theaters  and  drives,  steamboat  excursions  and  sails  upon 
the  lake,  autumn  picnics,  impromptu  suppers,  concerts, 
and  lectures — always  something;  and  always  Clarence 
Arteveldt  was  the  leader,  the  life  of  the  party.  At 
least,  he  was  the  leader  of  the  gentlemen ;  for  no  eye 
was     brighter,    no     laugh     gayer    or    more    frequent, 
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and  no  repartee  so  ready  and  sparkling  as  that 
of  Lenore  Armyn. 

It  was  a  new  life  to  the  beautiful  girl,  and  she  enjoyed 
it  to  the  full.  The  home  circle  was  always  gay  and 
pleasant;  in  the  day-time  there  were  the  parks,  the 
shops,  the  matinee ;  in  the  evening  some  pleasure  always 
fresh.  And  everywhere  was  Clarence  Arteveldt.  Thus 
passed  three  long  weeks  of  the  lovely  September, 

One  morning,  Lenore,  Kate,  and  Mrs.  Warren — or 
Jess,  as  she  was  usually  called  —  started  out  for  a  walk. 

"  We  won't  go  to  the  Park,"  said  Lenore,  authorita- 
tively. *^  I  am  tired  of  it.  Let  us  go  down  some  of  those 
queer  Dutch  streets,  and  see  the  fat  women  and  the 
babies  and  the  dogs  and  oats.  Let's  see  low  life  for  once. 
Come  on,  girls."  And,  grumbling  a  little,  but  obedient 
to  the  stronger  will,  the  two  followed  Lenore. 

Nearly  an  hour  thereafter,  and  as  little  Mrs.  Ruthven 
sat  humming  softly  and  rocking  the  cradle  of  the  young 
Ruthven,  who  steadfastly  refused  to  close  his  eyes  in 
sleep,  the  door  was  flung  violently  open,  and  Jess  War- 
ren, pale  and  breathless,  rushed  in. 

*^  Oh ! "  she  cried,  clenching  her  two  hands,  as  she 
invariably  did  when  very  eager  or  much  excited  —  "  Oh  I 
Nett,  Nett  I  Lenore  is  arrested ;  a  policeman  has  got  her 
— and  Kitty,  too,  I  guess," 
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Mrs.  Ruthyen  sprang  to  her  feet,  almost  oyerturning 
the  baby  in  so  doing. 

^  Jess  Warren,  what  do  you  mean  ?  *'  she  cried. 
^  Lenore  arrested  I  you  are  crazy  I     What  for;  teU  mef** 

"What  for?'*  screeched  Jess;  "why,  she  nearly 
killed  a  man,  or  else  killed  him  quite.  She  knocked  him 
down,  any  way ;  and  she  is  arrested — there/** 

For  a  moment  Mrs.  Ruthven  stood  transfixed.  Then 
she  flew  at  Jess,  and,  shaking  her  with  all  her  strength, 
cried  out: 

"  Now,  Jess  Warren,  stop  acting  like  a  mad  woman  ; 
what  prank  are  you  trying  to  play  on  me  ?  '* 

*^  I  am  not  playing  a  prank,"  whimpered  Jess.  "  Don't 
you  see  how  scared  I  am.    I  tell  you  it  is  true." 

"  What  is  true  ?  "  stamping  her  slippered  foot  wrath- 
fnlly.     "  Tell  me  instanajf.** 

"  Well,  I  am  going  to,"  cried  Jess,  beginning  to  re- 
coyer  herself  a  little.  "You  see  Lenore  dragged  us 
down  among  all  those  horrid,  nasty  smelling  Germans, 
and  at  last  turned  down  the  awfuUest,  awfuUeet  dirty 
street  you  eyer  saw  in  your  life.  We  tried  to  coax  her  to 
turn  back,  but  no,  she  was  eeeing  Chieago^  she  said,  and 
she  must  see  all  of  it.  So  on  we  went,  and  oh  how  it  did 
smell  I  When  we  had  got  to  the  nastiest,  meaneet^ 
DIBTIB8T  place  of  all,  we  heard  some  one  screaming,  and 
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some  one  else  swearing  in  awful  Dutch.  There  was  a 
sort  of  alley-way,  and  as  we  came  to  it  there  we  saw  a 
big  man  beating  a  woman  with  his  great,  dirty,  awful 
fists.  The  woman  was  down  on  her  knees  beside  a  little 
pile  of  wood,  and  a  mallet  and  wedge  lay  beside  the  man. 
Before  we  could  think  Lenore  had  rushed  at  the  man 
screaming  in  the  awf%dle9t  way,  ^  Stop,  you  beast,  you 
devil;  stop,  I  tell  you.'  But  the  man  roared  out  an- 
other oath  and  struck  the  woman  again  so  hard  that  she 
fell  over  upon  the  wood.  In  an  instant  Lenore  had 
seized  that  great  mallet  and  struck  the  man  an  awful 
blow  upon  the  head.  We  could  hear  his  skull  crack. 
Oh,  Nett,  it  was  awful.  And  there  stood  Lenore  above 
the  man,  and  you  could  fairly  see  the  sparks  fly  out  of 
her  eyes.  ^  Lie  there,  you  brute,'  she  said,  and  I 
thought  she  would  kick  him  with  her  boot.  By  that 
time  a  ragged  little  girl  ran  up,  and  at  her  heels  a  big» 
ugly  policeman.  I  saw  him  go  up  and  take  Lenore  by 
the  arm,  and  then  I  ran  away  as  fast  as  I  could." 

Having  finished  her  "  awful  "  story,  Mrs.  Warren  sat 
down  to  recover  her  breath. 

^^  And  Kate,"  asked  Mrs.  Ruthven,  all  in  a  tremble. 

•*  I  tell  you,  he  has  got  her  too.  Think  of  it  Nett — 
Kate  and  that  o^/W  Lenore  locked  up  in  a  police 
station." 


&siri^^i^ 
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^Who  talks  of  my  being  locked  up  in  a  police 
ftation,"  cried  a  clear,  vibrant  voice,  and  simultaneouslv 
the  door  swung  open,  and  Lenore  Armyn  appeared  upon 
the  threshold,  with  cheeks  flaming,  eyes  blazing,  and  nos- 
trils quivering.  **Is  it  you,  Mrs.  Warren?  Oh,  you 
pitiful  coward;  you  would  stand  by  and  see  a  human 
being  killed  by  a  brute  and  then  run  away  and  lie  about 
one  who  dared  to  interfere.  Bah  I  I  despue  you."  And 
Lenore  Armyn  turned  on  her  heel  and  walked  straight  to 
her  own  room. 

**  Jess,  how  could  you,"  said  Kate  Seaton,  who  had 
followed  LfCnore  into  the  room,  looking  very  pale  but 
quite  collected.    *^  You  have  made  Lenore  to  angry." 

**  J  made  her  angry,"  retorted  Jess,  growing  suddenly 
brave.  **  I  made  her  knock  that  man  down  I  suppose. 
Heavens,  I  am  afraid  to  live  in  the  house  with  Lenore 
Armyn;  she  is  a  fiend  incarnate.  I  shall  never  forget 
how  she  looked.  But  of  course  you  won't  say  a  word 
against  her,  not  if  she  kills  the  whole  family  some  day. 
It's  a  pity  the  policeman  didn't  shut  her  up,"  said  the 
now  hysterical  Jess. 

*^  If  you  are  afraid  to  live  here  you  had  better  change 

your  quarters,"    said  Kate,  in  a  white  heat.      '^  Rest 

assured  Lenore  will  never    kill   ya«,  she  doesn't  care 

enough  about  you  one  way  or  the  other." 
7» 
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**  Don't  she  ?  "  hissed  Jess.  **  Well,  I  hope  some  day 
to  prove  more  worthy  her  consideFation,"  and  she 
flounced  out  of  the  room. 

As  soon  as  the  door  had  closed  behind  her  Mrs. 
Ruthven  turned  to  her  sister. 

^'Kate,  what  on  earth  does  this  all  mean!  Did 
Lenore  Armjn  strike  a  man  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Nettie,  she  did,"  replied  Kate  Seaton,  gravely. 
^*  She  felled  him  with  one  blow.  He  went  down  like  an 
ox,  and  he  deserved  it.  But  oh,  it  was  terrible  to  see 
Lenore.  I  never  dreamed  she  could  possess  such  a  tem- 
per. I  have  seen  her  eyes  flash,  and  her  hands  clench,  at 
the  mention  of  wrong  or  outrage;  she  was  always  the 
champion  of  the  weak.  I  have  seen  her  interfere  be- 
tween quarrelling  children  more  than  once,  and  shake  a 
boy  as  big  as  herself  nearly  out  of  his  boots.  But  noth- 
ing like  this.  Nettie,  she  was  livid  to  the  lips — and  her 
eyes,  I  shall  never  forget  them.  She  told  the  policeman 
what  she  had  done,  and  he  looked  thunderstruck«i  then, 
as  people  began  to  flock  around,  he  told  her  she  had 
served  the  brute  right,  but  that  she  had  better  go  home 
as  quick  as  possible.  ^  I  wouldn't  arrest  you  if  you  had 
killed  him,'  he  said,  ^  but  some  one  else  might  if  you 
stayed.'  Then  I  wanted  her  to  run,  but  she  would  not ; 
of  course  I  would  not  leave  her,  and  she  walked  along 
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90  steadily  all  the  way,  but  with  that  dreadful  look  of 
anger  on  her  face.  Nettie,  I  would  not  wrong  Lenore 
Armyn  for  the  world.  If  any  man  ever  does,  she  tPtU 
murder  itW 


i 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


8BTTINO    THB   8NABB. 


Lenore  Armyn  kept  her  room  until  luncheon  time; 
but  when  she  came  down  and  took  her  seat  at  the  table 
she  wasy  outwardly  at  least,  her  usual  calm  self.  . 

When  the  heat  of  her  passion  had  died  away,  she  had 
regretted  her  hasty  speech  to  Jess  Warren,  and  now  she 
turned  toward  her,  saying : 

*'Mrs.  Warren,  I  trust  you  will  consider  the  state  of 
my  mind  when  I  so  insulted  you  to-day.  I  was  beside 
myself.  I  never  knew  until  to-day  what  an  evil  temper 
I  possessed.    Will  you  try  and  forget  my  words  ? '' 

It  is  only  generous  natures  that  can  make  or  accept 
apologies  graciously,  and  gracefully.  Jess  Warren  was 
not  of  this  order. 

^^It's  of  no  consequence,*'  she  said,  with  an  effort  at 
carelessness  that  was  an  utter  'failure.  *^  I  am  not  at  all 
offended.    Let  it  pass." 

Let  it  pass.  Jess  Warren  would  watch  for  an  oppor- 
tunity to  avenge  this  insult  to  her  wounded  vanity. 

I  was  terribly  angry,"  said  Lenore,  turning  her  eyes 
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toward  Mtb.  Ruthven.  ^*  Inwardly,  I  am  angry  yet.  I 
think  if  I  should  hear  that  I  had  dealt  that  villain  his 
death  blow  I  could  not  be  hypocrite  enough  to  say  that  I 
regretted  it.  I  don't  like  to  talk  of  the  affiiir ;  let  us 
never  mention  it,  please." 

They  had  planned  a  drive  for  the  following  day. 
Clarence  Arteveldt  was  to  come  with  his  landau  and  take 
the  three  ladies,  Mrs.  Warren,  Lenore  Armyn,  and  Kate 
Seaton,  for  a  drive  in  the  parks. 

^^We  must  Qiake  the  most  of  this  fine  weather," 
Arteveldt  had  said ;  ^^  September  is  the  month  for  pleas- 
ant drives,  and  it  is  almost  gone." 

Clarence  Arteveldt  had  been  falling  deeper  and 
deeper  into  love's  quagmire,  and  suspense  was  becoming 
unbearable.  He  had  decided,  over  and  over  ag^in,  to 
declare  his  love  for  Lenore,  but  somehow  the  right  sort  of 
an  opportunity  had  been  lacking. 

If  any  one  had  hinted  that  he  feared  a  refusal,  this 
drawing-room  god  would  have  laughed  in  derision ;  and 
yet,  there  was  a  something  in  the  manner  of  Lenore 
Armyn,  the  obscure  orphan,  that  kept  him  at  a  distance, 
and  made  him  fear  the  ordeal  of  a  test.  She  was  so 
different  from  any  girl  he  had  ever  known ;  she  had  such 
a  manifest  disregard  for  wealth  and  station,  he  could  not 
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understand  her.      But,   the  more   incomprehensible  she 
became,  the  more  he  loved  her. 

As  thej  drove  through  the  city  on  this  pleasant  day 
he  was  inwardly  vowing  to  put  an  end  to  his  suspense, 
and  declare  himself.  He  did  not  just  know  how  the 
opportunity  for  a  declaration  was  to  be  brought  about, 
but,  all  unknown  to  himself,  he  had  an  able  coadjutor. 

Mrs.  Warren,  the  artful,  was  fully  aware  of  the  situa- 
tion. It  was  plain  enough  to  all  save  Lenore  that 
Clarence  Arteveldt  was  her  lover.  And  it  was  plain 
enough  to  Mrs.  Warren  that  Lfenore  Armyn  had  no  love 
for  the  young  man.  She  had  not  been  in  daily,  almost 
hourly,  contact  with  the  frank  girl  without  learning  to 
read  her  opinion  of  the  men  who  hovered  about  her. 

^^  What  a  splendid  catch  Clarence  Arteveldt  would  be 
for  you,  Lenore,"  she  had  said  one  day.  *^  So  rich,  and 
then  so  handsome.     And  I  think  he  likes  you." 

**  A  splendid  catch  indeed,"  the  girl  had  replied,  with 
her  ringing  laugh.  "  Why  Mrs.  Warren  I  you  wouldn't 
condemn  me  to  live  all  my  days  with  such  an  aimless 
cumberer  of  the  ground  as  he^  would  you  ?  If  one  wants 
a  parlor  ornament,  a  China  man  would  be  equally  attract- 
ive, and  much  less  trouble.  Think  of  being  married  to  a 
pretty  man  I " 

Jess  Warren  was  one  of  those  women  who  like  to 
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have  a  love  affiiir  on  hand,  even  if  it  belongs  to  some  one 
else.  And  it  is  probable  that  she  would  have  put  her 
little  cat's  paw  into  this  one  even,  if  Lenore  Armyn  had 
not  incurred  her  displeasure.  But  then  she  would  have 
sheathed  the  claws,  and  meddled  in  a  different  way. 
Now^  she  was  prepared  to  scratch. 

They  were  driving  south  on  Dearborn  street,  when  a 
trifling  incident  occurred.  They  had  halted  at  the 
Madison  street  crossing,  because  of  the  press  of  vehicles, 
and  the  passage  of  street  cars,  when  Clarence  Arteveldt, 
who  sat  behind  Lenore,  put  a  hand  upon  her  arm,  saying : 

^*'  Miss  Armyn,  do  you  see  that  handsome  fellow  there 
waiting  for  that  car  to  pass?    The  one  in  gray,  I  niean." 

"  Yes." 

**  That  is  a  particular  friend  of  mine."  Then,  as  the 
carriage  started  forward,  he  leaned  toward  her,  saying,  in 
a  low  tone,  ^^  I  can  trust  you  with  a  secret ;  he  is  a 
deteetive,^^ 

As  he  uttered  these  words,  Jess  Warren,  who  could 
not  hear  them,  and  was  watching  the  face  of  Lenore,  said 
to  herself : 

*'  What  did  he  say  to  make  her  turn  so  pale?" 

**  You  hardly  saw  him,  Miss  Armyn ;  look  again,"  said 
the  young  man,  in  his  ordinary  tone.  *^  Don't  you  call 
him  a  fine  fellow  ?  " 
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"I  saw  him/'  replied  Lenore,  looking  directly  away 
from  the  crossing,  where  Neil  Bathurst  stood,  all  uncon- 
scious of  the  proximity  of  the  carriage  and  its  occupants. 
^*'  I  saw  him  distinctly ;  he  is  certainly  handsome.  Can't 
we  go  faster  now  ?  " 

They  drove  upon  the  South  Bou^vard,  and  from 
thence  to  the  western  portion  of  the  city. 

^<  Let's  drive  in,"  said  Jess,  as  they  approached  Union 
Park.  "  Let's  drive  in  and  get  out  and  see  the  horrid 
bear,  and  go  up  on  the  mound ;  we  have  driven  so  far  that 
it  will  rest  us,  and  Lenore  has  never  been  in  Union  Park 

on  foot.     Have  you,  dear  ?  " 

« 

Thus  appealed  to,  Lenore,  who  had  been  invariably 
polite  to  Jess,  on  principle,  signified  her  approval  of  the 
plan,  and  they  left  the  driver  to  meditate  at  his  leisure, 
while  they  walked  about  the  park. 

Without  being  being  able  to  tell  just  how  it  happened, 
Clarence  Arteveldt  found  himself  walking  beside  Jess 
Warren.  He  was  scarcely  able  to  conceal  his  chagrin  at 
this  arrangement,  but  Mrs.  Warren  chatted  carelessly 
until  the  two  girls  were  left  out  of  hearing,  then  she 
looked  up  in  his  face  and  said,  with  her  most  sympathetic 
smile : 

*'  Shall  I  guess  your  thoughts,  Mr.  Arteveldt  ?  '* 

Clarence  looked  annoyed. 


8HADOW1SD  BT  THBBB.  161 

**  You  are  thinking  of  Lenore,"  said  puasy-cat,  softly, 
^*  and  no  wonder ;  she  is  a  sweet  girl.  Take  my  advice, 
sir,  and  don't  lose  too  much  time.  Half  the  men  who 
have  seen  her  are  wild  about  her." 

*^  But  what  can  I  do  ?"  said  Clarence,  thrown  com- 
pletely off  his  guard. 

^^  Do  I  why  make  sure  of  her  at  once.  Don't  let  some 
one  else  come  in  ahead  of  you." 

*^  Mrs.  Warren,"  said  he,  suddenly,  **do  you  think  she 
cares  for  me  ?  " 

"How  should  J  know?"  laughed  the  widow.  "I 
would  tell  you  if  I  could.  I  like  you  both,  and  would 
like  to  see  you  both  happy." 

"  If  you  could  only  find  out  for  me,"  he  said,  eagerly. 
*^  If  you  could  say  to  me,  *  Clarence,  I  know  she  loves 
you,'  I  would  give  you  anything.  I  would  give  thousands 
for  a  word  of  hope  I " 

**  Foolish  boy,"  purred  the  widow-  "  Do  you  mean  to 
flay  that  if  I  could  tell  you  how  to  win  LfCnore  Armyn, 
you  would  give  me  —  say,  five  thousand  dollars  ?  " 

"  I  do  I  I  do  I     Only  teU  me  how,  and  it  is  yours." 

"Listen I"  said  the  woman,  moving  nearer  to  him. 
"  I  will  go  and  draw  off  Kate  Seaton.  Then  do  you  pro- 
pose to  Lenore  Armyn  without  loss  of  time.  If  she 
refuses  you, — but  of  course  she  won't  —  I  promise  that 
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she  shall  unsay  her  words.    She  shall  be  your  wife.    I  can 
tell  you  how  to  win  her,  and  ItvUL*' 

•*  Are  you  in  earnest  ?  ** 

**  Perfectly  so.  If  you  want  my  help,  do  as  I  say ;  if 
you  don't,  we  will  drop  the  subject." 

**  But  if  she  refuses  me  ?  " 

**  If  she  refuses  you  I  will  meet  you  thb  evening,  say 
at  seven  o'clock.  I  will  go  over  to  Miss  Van  Buren's  and 
you  must  call  there ;  then  you  can  offer  to  escort  me  home, 
and  I  will  tell  you  how  to  win  a  wife." 

She  turned  abruptly  and  called  to  the  girls.  In  a  few 
moments  the  positions  were  reversed,  and  Clarence 
Arteveldt  had  the  opportunity  he  had  longed  for  and 
dreaded. 

Jess  found  no  other  chance  to  speak  with  him,  but  his 
face,  as  they  drove  toward  home,  was  not  a  happy  one. 
As  he  assisted  her  from  the  carriage  he  whispered  in  her 
ear :  ^*  I  will  call  at  Miss  Van  Buren's  to  night  at  seven," 
and  Jess  Warren  entered  the  house  with  a  triumphant 
smile  upon  her  lips. 

Miss  Van  Buren's  dwelling  was  nearly  a  block  from 
the  Ruthven's,  and  an  hour  later  saw  the  widow  and 
Carrie  Van  Buren  standic^  in  its  doorway.  They  had 
been  in  close  consultation  for  more  than  an  hoqr,  and  Mra. 
Warren  was  d«>w  taking  har  leavA 


tHADOWSD  BY  THBBI. 


168 


^  Ton  are  8ure  there  is  no  risk  ?"  asked  Miss  Van  Buren, 
with  a  foxy  look  in  her  eyes. 

^*  Perfectly  sure ;  if  you  can  manage  your  part  as  you 
say  you  can." 

•*  Oh  I  that  is  easy." 

**  Then  the  rest  will  be.  Leave  me  to  talk  him  over. 
I  know  just  how  to  do  it.  His  love  is  perfectly  selfish  ; 
he  will  do  anything  to  gain  the  girl.  Trust  me  to  man- 
age him.  Our  parts  will  be  simple;  we  have  only  to 
look  on,  be  perfectly  surprised,  and  as  indignant  as  we 
like  —  and  pocket  a  thousand  dollars  each." 

**  I'll  do  it,"  said  Miss  Van  Buren,  with  an  emphatic 
nod;  **it's  worth  some  risk."  And  the  pussy-cat  went 
home,  content  and  purring. 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 


8PBINGING  THB  TBAP. 


Nearly  a  week  elapsed  before  the  plotters  found  a 
suitable  opportunity  for  putting  their  scheme  in  execu- 
tion. Not  that  it  had  taken  so  long  to  persuade  Clarence 
Arteveldt.  For  the  first  time  in  his  gay,  dissolute  life, 
that  young  man  had  found  himself  thwarted.  For  the 
first  time  had  found  a  woman  who  could  be  insensible  to 
the  charms  of  his  person  —  and  purse. 

Under  the  skillful  manipulations  of  Jess  Warren,  all 
the  worst  passions,  the  lowest  and  most  selfish  elements, 
of  an  always  selfish  nature,  arose  and  asserted  them- 
selves. The  widow  knew  her  man.  She  understood 
him  as  he  did  not  understand  himself.  He  was  as  wax 
in  her  hands.  And  yet  Clarence  Arteveldt  would  have 
scoffed  at  the  idea  of  being  managed  —  and  that  by  a 
woman. 

*^  You  have  but  one  flaw  in  Lenore's  eyes,'*  said  the 
artful  woman,  when,  on  the  evening  preceding  the  day 
destined  to  inaugurate  a  tragedy  in  the  lives  of  the  lover 
and  the  unloving,  they  were  rehearsing  their  programme 
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for  the  last  time  -—  **  while  she  admires  joor  oharms  of 
person  and  manner,  acknowledges  you  socially  perfect, 
she  asserts  that  you  are  lacking  in  /orce,  that  you  are  too 
prosaic  ;  in  short,  not  enough  like  a  hero  in  a  novel,  or  a 
knight  in  a  play.  Only  yesterday  she  said  to  Kate,  who, 
by  the  by,  is  a  great  fool,  *It  is  no  wonder  that  love 
seems  out  of  date,  when  men  woo  with  bouquets  and 
opera  boxes,  and  hob-nob  with  the  ones  who  slander  their 
own  sisters*  What  man  would  fight  for  a  woman  now  f 
One  might  love  a  knight  who  would  overcome  all  obstacles 
to  win  the  lady  of  his  choice,  if  only  for  h^s  very  bravery, 
but  sighing  swains  who  accept  their  congS^  and  then  grow 
misanthropical  on  champagne  and  smoke  —  bah,  I  don't 
admire  them  I '  Mark  my  words,  Clarence,  give 
her  a  taste  of  the  romantic,  once  show  her  that  you 
are  in  eamestj  and  she  will  forgive  you,  and  love  you  into 
the  bargain.    I  know  it*^ 

This  supposed  speech  of  Lenore  Armyn's — consider- 
ing that  it  emanated  from  the  not  over-eloquent  brain  of 
Mrs.  Warren  —  produced  a  marked  effect  upon  the 
young  man,  and  added  new  strength  to  his  already 
sufficiently  firm  resolve. 

^^She  shall  find  out  whether  I  am  a  mere  carpet 
knight,  or  not,"  he  muttered,  as  valiantly  as  if  about  to 
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storm  a  city.  **  Eveiythiiig  is  settled  then.  You  say 
that  Jeff  does  not  knowf^^ 

^^  Jeff  knows  that  we  are  coming  to  dine  with  him, 
and  that  we  are  to  bring  a  lady  friend.  Also,  that  you 
are  to  be  of  the  party.  He  told  Carrie  that  he  should 
invite  some  young  fellow,  a  friend  of  his,  and  we  didn't 
dare  object,  of  course.  He  seemed  unusually  glad  to 
give  this  little  dinner  party;  said  that  he  expected  to 
enjoy  himself  very  much." 

"But  he  doesn't  know — " 

"  How  exceedingly  ignorant  and  unsophisticated  Miss 
Armyn  is  ?  What  a  question  I  Tau  know  that  if  he  did 
he  would  soon  spoil  our  plans." 

**  But  he  won't  kick  afterward  ?  '* 

"  Not  he.    Jeff  is  too  philosophical  for  that.** 

There  had  stood  in  the  way  of  their  success  a  formi- 
dable obstacle,  in  the  shape  of  Miss  Kate  Seaton.  But  a 
way  had  been  found  to  dispose  of  her,  a  way  that  made 
the  introduction  of  a  new  confederate  necessary. 

Luckily  for  the  plotters,  Clarence  Arteveldt  could 
suggest  an  improvement  here.  His  friend,  almost  shadow, 
George  Fordham,  had  been  assigned  an  outside  part  in 
the  plot.  Clarence  suggested  that  Fordham  be  the  man 
who  should  keep  Kate  Seaton  from  doing  mischief,  and 
at  the  same  time  make  the  girl  an  unconscious  abettor  to 
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their  vile  ends.  To  this  end  Fordham,  who  was  but 
slightly  acquainted  with  the  Ruthvens,  and  who  had  not 
been  included  in  the  little  gathering  that  welcomed 
Lenore  Armjn  to  the  city,  must  put  himself  upon  an 
easier  footing  among  them. 

In  a  home  where  the  formalities  were  so  little 
observed,  this  was  not  a  difficult  matter.  During  the 
week  that  intervened  between  the  hatching  of  the  plot 
and  the  execution  thereof,  Clarence  Arteveldt  was,  as 
usual,  an  almost  daily  visitor  at  the  Ruthvens,  and  as  his 
intimate  friend,  George  Fordham  two  or  three  times 
accompanied  him,  on  which  occasion  he,  Fordham, 
devoted  himself  almost  exclusively  to  Kate  Seaton. 

Kate's  admirers  were  not  numerous,  and  the  courteous 
attentions  of  the  good  looking  young  reporter  were  not 
unwelcome  to  her ;  and  when  one  day,  the  very  last  in 
the  month  of  September,  the  landau  of  Clarence  Arte- 
veldt, and  a  light  carriage,  driven  by  Fordham,  and  drawn 
by  a  handsome  pair  of  bays,  drew  up  before  the  door,  she 
was  as  eager  as  any  for  a  drive. 

It  happened  that  Miss  Carrie  VanBuren  had  dropped 

•in,  and  straightway,  with  much  gay  badinage  and  laughter, 

the  driving  party  was  formed,  Mr.  Fordham  ai^d  Kate 

Seaton  driving  away  in  the  smaller  conveyance  and  Mr. 
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Arteveldt  with  Lenore,  Jess  and  Miss  VanBuren  in  the 
landau. 

There  had  been  from  the  first  an  antipathy  between 
Miss  VanBuren  and  Lenore  Armyn,  not  manifest  in  the 
words  or  manner  of  either,  but  felt  to  a  certain  extent  by 
both ;  thus  it  was  there  could  be  nothing  in  common  be- 
tween the  two.  But  Miss  VanBuren  was  a  prime  favorite 
with  all  the  Ruthven  household,  was  second  only  to 
Lenore's  self,  and  Lenore  Armyn  was  not  the  g^l  to 
give  expression  to  her  dislike  for  the  friend  of  her 
friends. 

The  day  was  exhilarating,  and  the  party  in  high  spirits. 
They  had  driven  about  for  more  than  an  hour,  during 
which  time  Mr.  Fordham,  for  some  reason,  had  allowed 

f  m 

his  bays  to  fall  behind  the  landau,  when  suddenly  the 
gushing  Miss  VanBuren  uttered  a  little  shriek  of  rapture 
and  leaned  forward,  clapping  her  gloved  hands,  while  she 
said, 

^*  Oh,  ffirU  !  such  a  splendid  idea.  Let's  stop  and  sur- 
prise Uncle  Jeff  I  Let's  make  him  give  us  one  of  hb 
splendid  bachelor  dinners  I  That  will  finish  off  our  drive 
and  add  a  spice  to  it." 

Jess  Warren  turned  a  beaming  face  toward  Lenore. 

^*  Do  let's ! "  she  said  appealingly.  ^^  Carrie's  uncle  is 
such  a  jolly  old  bachelor,  and  his  rooms  are  exquUite^ 
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such  books,  such  piotaroB ;  won't  it  be  fine,  Mr.  Arte- 
veldt?'* 

^^  Fine  indeed,"  replied  Clarence,  as  if  suddenly  caught 
with  the  idea.  *'*'  The  old  chap  would  be  more  than  glad 
to  have  us  pounce  in  upon  him.  I'm  in  favor  of  it  if  it 
suits  Miss  Armyn." 

**  Anything  that  is  pleasant  and  agreeable  to  the  rest 
will  suit  Miss  Armyn,"  said  that  young  lady,  indifferently. 
''But,  Kate  and  Mr.  Fordham  ?  " 

''Well,  now  that  we  are  so  independent  of  them,  I 
must  tell  you  a  secret,"  replied  Arteyeldt.  "  The  fact  is, 
Fordham  declared  his  intention  of  taking  Miss  Seaton  for 
a  tite-d-tSte  drive,  and  when  I  came  out  with  my  landau 
he  quite  snubbed  me.  I  don't  really  think  they  will 
favor  us,  but  of  course  we  can  ask  them." 

"  It  is  evident  that  they  don't  covet  our  society,"  said 
Jess,  looking  back.  "  They  are  out  of  sight  this  minute. 
Well,  do  we  go  ?  " 

"  Yes;  do,  do  I  "  said  Miss  VanBuren. 

"  Yes,  by  all  means,  if  you  agree,  Miss  Armyn,"  added 
Axteveldt. 

"  Ohy  Lenore  I  please  say  yes,"  coaxed  Jess. 

"  As  I  never  heard  of  Miss  YanBuren's  uncle  until 
the  present  moment  he  can't,  of  course,  be  very  obnox- 
ious to  me,"  replied  Lenore.     "  I  am  at  your  service." 
8 
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Thus,  with  apparent  oareleflsness,  was  ended  the  first 
act  in  this  shameful  drama. 

Ten  minutes  later  the  horses  were  drawn  up  before  a 
huge  brown  stone  building,  whioh  stood  almost  in  the 
center  of  a  block  of  similar  commercial  looking  edifices,  in 
one  of  Chicago's  busiest  thoroughfares.  The  pavements 
swarmed  with  people,  and  street  cars,*  carriages,  hacks, 
drays,  and  all  manner  of  vehicles  blocked  the  roadway  and 
made  frequent  stoppings  and  slow  progress  a  matter  of 
necessity. 

«« We  might  get  out  first  and  run  in  to  announce  our- 
selves, while  you  wait  for  a  chance  of  seeing  Mr.  Ford- 
ham,"  suggested  Miss  VanBuren  to  Arteveldt. 

**  A  good  idea,'*  laughed  the  young  man,  seeming  for 
the  time  to  have  forgotten  to  consult  Lenore.  **  You  two 
ladies  being  quite  at  home  can  run  along ;  I  will  escort  Miss 
Armyn." 

In  a  moment  the  two,  Jess  and  Carrie  VanBuren,  were 
out  of  the  carriage  and  had  disappeared  up  a  broad  fiight 
of  stone  steps  just  beyond.  Clarence  Arteveldt  made  a 
pretense  of  looking  vainly  for  his  friend,  and  then  he  said, 

«« We  won't  wait  out  here.  Miss  Armyn ;  I  will  take 
you  in,  and  set  the  driver  to  watch  for  our  friends." 

Had  Lenore  looked  back,  as  she  sprang  from  the  car- 
riage, she  might  have  seen  Mr.  Fordham  and  Kate  Seaton 
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coming  slowlj  around  the  comer,  not  half  a  block 
away. 

*^  Hallo,  there  is  Arteveldt  and  Miss  Armjn,"  ex- 
claimed Fordham  so  promptly  that  a  suspicious  listener 
might  have  fancied  that  he  expected  to  see  them  there. 
**  Where  are  the  other  ladies  ?  and  where  in  the-— beg  par- 
don, Miss  Seaton,  where  are  they  going?" 

Where,  indeed ! 

**  Drive  faster,"  cried  Kate  Seaton ;  **  call  to  them  I " 
Then,  as  Lenore  and  her  escort  disappeared  up  the  stone 
steps,  she  sank  back  with  a  low  cry,  **  My  Grod  I  my  Gt>d ! 
where  have  they  gone?" 

Fordham  turned  toward  her  a  face  upon  which  rested 
an  expression  of  unutterable  astonishment* 

**  Good  Heavens,"  he  cried,  in  well  feigned  alarm, 
**  they  have  gone— but  no,  I  am — I  must  be  mistaken." 

*'You  are  not  mistaken,"  cried  Kate  Seaton,  wildly; 
^*I  %afw  them.  See" — as  they  came  opposite  the  stone 
steps — ^^  they  went  up  iho%t  steps.  They  are  behind  that 
green  door.  My  God,  what  shall  we  do  ?  LeiJMrt  Armyn 
tM  in  a  gambler^s  den.^^ 

More  than  once  while  passing  through  the  streets, 
in  company  with  her  sister  and  Charlie  Ruthven,  had 
the  latter  pointed  to  that  greeuy  nail-studded  door  saying: 
Look,  girls,  there  is  the  finest  private  gambling 
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,  house  in  the  city ;  there  is  the  den  of  the  keenest  gam- 
bler in  all  Chicago.  He  is  called  among  sporting  men 
Gentleman  Jeff." 

Let  us  follow  Lenore,  the  victim,  and  with  Ker  make 
the  acquaintance  of  Gentleman  Jeff. 

They  go  up  a  flight  of  stairs,  pausing  midway  at  a 
door  which  swings  open  at  their  approach ;  the  door  is 
massive  and  presents  a  battered  appearance,  and  near  the 
top  is  a  little  sliding  panel  through  which  one,  standing 
two  steps  higher  on  the  inside,  could  take  observations. 
This  door  opens  on  hinges  that  are  stout  springs,  and  a 
colored  servant  holds  it  back  with  some  effort.  They 
pass  this  portal,  which  Lenore  scans  wondeiingly,  and 
arrive  at  the  landing ;  here  the  carpets  are  like  dark 
moss,  and  a  tall  man,  plainly  dressed  and  wearing  an 
expression  of  habitual  gravity,  awaits  them. 

Hurriedly  Arteveldt  performs  the  ceremony  of  intro- 
duction, so  hurriedly  that  Lenore  does  not  catch  the  name 
of  the  tall  man,  and  then  the  three  pass  up  another  flight 
of  softly  carpeted  stairs  along  a  broad,  dimly-lighted 
passage,  and  into  a  room  rich  in  upholstery,  glowing  with 
rare  flowers,  adorned  with  pictures,  cabinets,  book-cases, 
bronzes,  all  that  wealth  could  purchase  and  all  in  fault- 
less taste.  This  was  the  home  of  no  ordinary  gambler ; 
Gentleman  Jeff  had  some  claim  to  his  title. 
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Here  waited  Jess  Warren,  Carrie  VanBuren,  and  a 
young   man    with    pale   hair    and    paler    eye-lids,   Mr 
Williams— the  friend  of  "  Uncle  Jeff." 

It  was  a  very  pleasant  party ;  everybody  talked  and 
everybody  laughed,  "  Uncle  Jeff "  the  least  of  the  party 
perhaps,  but  then  he  was  not  a  man  to  laugh  at  doubtful 
wit.  Lenore  soon  decided  upon  this,  and  her  keen  eye 
saw  that  her  host  was  inclined  to  be  quietly  amused  and 
somewhat  sarcastic  at  the  expense  of  the  widow  and  his 
niece.  Lenore  was  a  trifle  surprised  at  this,  but  felt, 
nevertheless,  almost  tempted  to  encourage  him  in  it — any 
woman  can  tell  you  why.  She  does  not  fl^l  much  drawn 
toward  Mr.  Williams.  He  laughs  more  than  he  talks  and 
has  not  a  keen  look  by  any  means.  Nevertheless  Mr. 
Williams  i$  a  cunning  young  man,  otherwise  he  would 
not  be  the  friend  of  Gentleman  Jeff. 

Presently,  surprisingly  soon,  dinner  is  served.  It  is 
Bent  from  an  adjacent  restaurant,  and  noiseless  waiters 
bring  in  a  table,  a  queer  looking  table  covered  with 
green  baize,  upon  which  they  spread  a  snowy  cloth.  It 
is  a  fruitless  dinner,  and  Lenore  Armyn,  seated  beside 
her  courteous  and  entertaining  host,  thinks  that  bachelor 
hospitality  is  a  fine  thing.  She  thinks  that  there  is  an 
unusual  amount  of  champagne  at  this  dinner,  and  that 
Jess  and  her  friend  are  drinking  of  it  rather  freely.    But 
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baohelors  oan't  be  expected  to  know  what  is  proper  at 
a  dinner  like  this,*'  she  thinks ;  and  she  drinks  no  wine 
herself,  although  so  often  oi^ed  by  Jess  and  young 
Arteveldt. 

At  last  dessert  is  on  the  table,  and  now  the  drama  is 
interrupted  by  a  farce,  not  counted  upon  by  the  con- 
spirators. In  the  hall,  voices  were  heard  in  loud  alterca- 
tion, and  in  another  moment  the  door  was  flung  open 
and  an  elderly  man  appeared  upon  the  threshold.  The 
host  looked  up,  and  uttered  an  exclamation  of  astonish- 
ment. 

**  Colonel,"  he  said,  quickly,  **  what  is  the  matter  ? 
Come  in  I " 

**What  is  the  matter  I"  cried  the  man,  excitedly. 
**  The  police  are  earning  I  You  will  be  raided  within  the 
next  three  minutes  I " 
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t.  CHAPTER  Xm. 


THB  FABOB  Ain>  DRAMA  IN  A  OAMBLBB'S  DBN. 

The  scene  that  follows  this  startling  announcemeiit  is 
indescribable.  All  seem  panic-stricken;  but  the  terror 
of  Jess  Warren,  Carrie  VanBuren  and  Mr.  Williams 
passes  all  bounds. 

Miss  VanBuren  is'  in  violent  hysterics.  Jess  runs  dis- 
tractedly from  window  to  window ;  and  finally  flings 
herself  upon  the  broad  chest  of  the  gray-haired  news- 
bearer,  imploring  him  to  save  her.  But  the  conduct  of 
Mr.  Williams  is  still  more  eztraordinaiy ;  he  is  running 
about  the  room,  half-bent,  peering  under  chairs, 
lounges,  everything;  trying  to  wrench  open  cabinet 
doors,  and  peer  into  various  drawers,  in  a  distracted 
effort  to  secrete  himself  in  impossible  places. 

**  Oh  I  hide  me,  Jeff,"  he  implores,  tragically.  **  Don't 
let  me  be  taken;  it  would  be  my  ruin.  Tell  them  I 
never  gamble,  Jeff  I  Oh,  why  did  you  ask  me  to  come 
here  to  meet  these  wicked  women  ?  " 

But  Jeff  is  standing  erect  and  silent,  watching  the 
three  with  a  queer  look  in  his  eyes. 


176  THB  LAKB8IDB  81SBIB8. 

**  Horrj,  Jeff,'*  ones  the  elderly  man,  making  a  move- 
ment as  if  about  to  shoulder  Jess.  **  Bring  along  the 
women,  we  will  drop  them  out  of  the  back  window,  it's 
not  more  than  forty  feet." 

Jess  utters  a  scream  of  terror,  and  Clarence  Arte- 
veldt,  who  has  been  standing  motionless  and  bewildered, 
starts  forward  involuntarily.  But  Mr.  Williams  makes  a 
frantic  dash  at  the  speaker. 

''  Take  me  !  "  he  cries,  holding  out  two  angular  arms. 
**  Save  fita,  do,  dear  man  I  drop  m«,  carefully,  down  first  I 
I'm  so  young  to  be  caught  in  a  gamblFng  house  I  DotCt 
let  me  be  arrested  I " 

**  Oh  I   oh  I   oh  I "   shrieks  Miss  VanBuren,  who  is  ^ 
kicking  vigorously ;  **  take  me  out,  take  me  out,  don't  let 
me  be  arrested ;  open  the  window  and  let  me  jump  I " 

At  the  moment  of  the  alarm,  they  have  sprung  from 
the  table  as  by  one  impulse — all  except  Lenore  Armyn. 
That  young  lady  has  not  stirred.  She  sits  in  her  place, 
gazing  from  one  to  another,  with  an  expression  of  the 
most  absolute  wonder  upon  her  face  ;  but  not  one  shade 
of  fear.  She  turns  her  gaze  upon  the  host;  he  does  not 
look  like  a  frightened  man. 

*^What  does  it  mean,  sir,"  she  says,  somewhat  im- 
periously. **  The  police — and  all  this  talk  of  arrest ; 
what  has  that  young  man  done?  " 
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But  Gentleman  Jeff  does  not  hear  her.  His  eyes  are 
fixed  upon  that  magnificent  impromptu  comedian,  his 
friend  Williams,  whose  gymnastics  are  indeed  wonderful, 
and  his  features  are  convulsed  with  some  strong  emotion, 
which  he  in  vain  endeavors  to  suppress. 

Lenore  turns  her  eyes  toward  Mr.  Williams,  and  a 
scornful  smile  curls  her  lip.  What  he  says  of  the  gamb- 
ling house  is  unnoted  by  her  then  ;  the  comedy  begins  to 
explain  itself ;  she  has  not  read  the  riddle  of  the  drama 
as  yet.  It  has  all  transpired  in  an  instant ;  as  she  again 
turns  toward  Gentleman  Jeff,  his  composure  utterly  de- 
serts him ;  with  a  shout  of  merriment  he  falls  back  in  his 
chair  and  shakes  with  pent-up  laughter.  The  shout  is 
echoed  by  the  *'  Colonel,"  who  dropping  Jess  without 
ceremony,  wipes  the  perspiration  from  his  ruddy  face, 
and  shouts  in  his  turn.  Slowly  the  color  returns  to  the 
countenance  of  Clarence  Arteveldt,  and  by  degrees  the 
shrieks  of  the  two  women  grow  less.  Mr.  Williams  is 
the  last  to  recover  his  presence  of  mind. 

**  Won't  we  be  arrested,"  he  whines,  piteously. 
**  Won't  anybody  know  that  I  am  in  a  gambling 
house  ?  " 

**In  a  gambling  house.*'  Lenore  comprehends  the 
words  now,  and  for  the  first  time.  For  an  instant  her 
£ace  is  ghastly  in  its  pallor ;  then  she  turns  away  and 
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waits  in  silence  for  the  end  of  the  comedy,  in  which  she 
has  no  part. 

Long  and  loud  is  the  laughter  of  the  two  gamblers 
She  sees  Clarence  Arteveldt  becoming  suddenly  fierce 
as  he  confronts  the  man  addressed  as  **  Colonel." 

"Curse  you/'  he  cries,  wrathfuUy.  "Have  yvf 
played  this  shameful  trick  upon  us?  upon  me?  H^w 
dare  you  create  such  a  panic ;  see  how  you  ha>«f 
frightened  these  women  I  " 

**  Women  t "  Carrie  VanBuren  begins  to  recover  sud- 
denly, and  Jess  releases  the  luckless  Colonel. 

Then  it  is  not  true ;  their  private  disgrace  will  not  be 
made  public  property.  There  is  a  chorus  of  questions, 
recriminations,  exclamations.  Mr.  Williams  sudjlenlj 
ceases  his  dramatic  efforts,  and  comes  over  to  Jeff. 

"  You  put  the  Colonel  up  to  that  dodge,  old  man,"  he 
said,  flinging  himself  into  his  lately  abandoned  seat  with 
a  laugh.  "By  the  powers,  but  it  almost  fooled  me  for 
just  a  minute."  And  Gentleman  Jeff  laughs,  as  he 
replies : 

"  Well,  perhaps.  But  you  have  mistaken  your  calling, 
Williams ;  you  should  go  on  the  stage." 

It  takes  a  long  time  for  the  party  to  regain  their  com- 
posure, and  Jess  and  Carrie  are  full  of  wrath  because 
they  have  been  made  so  ridiculous ;  but  at  last  they  are 
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partdaHy  calmed.      Then  for  the  second  time  Lenore 
Armjn,  moving  forward,  addresses  her  host  : 

**  Sir,  I  am  here  as  your  guest.  Tell  me,  is  this  a 
gambling  house?*' 

Gentleman  Jeff  looked  down  at  her  in  unfeigned  sur- 
prise.    **'  Did  you  not  know  it?"  he  asked. 

"  If  I  had,"  retorted  she,  bitterly,  "  I  should  not  be 
here.  For  heaven's  sake  tell  me  what  sort  of  people  are 
these  who  have  brought  me  here — these  women  ?  " 

His  face  became  stern. 

**  Did  these  two  women  and  this  man  bring  you  here 
by  unfair  means.     Did  you  not  know  I  was  a  gambler?" 

"No." 

"  Well,"  without  even  a  glance  at  the  others,  "  it  is 
not  the  first  time  they  have  been  here.  If  you  shrink  from 
contact  with  a  gambler  you  should  shrink  from  them. 
They  have  entrapped  you.  If  I  had  known  their  game 
it  would  never  have  been  played.  Shall  I  send  you 
away  now ;  you  will  not  return  with  them  ?  " 

Lenore's  eyes  are  blazing  now  with  the  light  that  Jess 
knew  so  well.  It  was  thus  she  looked  when  she  had 
struck  down  the  burly  German.  Involuntarily  the  two 
plotting  women  drew  near  together,  and  away  from 
Clarence  Arteveldt,  as  if  to  let  him  bear  the  burden  of 
their  united  iniquity  alone.      Every  eye  is  fixed  upon 
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Lenore  as  the  gambler  awaits  her  answer.  The  two  men, 
who  do  not  yet  quite  understand  the  scene,  are  deeply 
interested.  What  will  she  do  ?  what  will  she  say  ?  all  are 
auditors,  and  all  interested,  although  in  different  degrees. 
For  a  time,  a  long  time,  it  seems  to  them  allj  she  says 
nothing,  only  her  eyes  speak  unutterable  things.  Then 
she  speaks,  and  they  are  astonished  to  hear  her  voice  so 
calm.  Calm  I  it  is  like  the  ** cling**  ^^ring"  of  fine 
steel. 

"No  I  I  will  not  go— yet.  You  say  I  have  been  entrap- 
ped. Then  it  must  have  been  for  a  purpose.  Will  you 
give  me  the  right  to  command  in  your  kingdom  for  a  few 
moments  ? 

"I  will.'' 

"Then. tell  those  women  to  leave  this  room,  and  your 
firiends  as  well.     I — " 

Suddenly  Clarence  Arteveldt  steps  forward.  "  Miss 
Armyn,"  he  says,  hurriedly,  "let  me  speak  with  you 
alone.  I  can  explain  all  this  to  you.  I  can  make  it  as 
if  it  had  never  been." 

"rbtf/"     The   word  falls  on  him  like  a  lash. 

He  turns  toward  the  gambler.  "  For  God's  sake,  Jeff, 
let  me  speak  to  her  alone  I  " 

Gentleman  Jeff  again  turns  to  Lenore.  "  It  must  be 
as  she  says,"  he  replies,  coldly. 
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^*  Let  him  have  his  way/'  she  answers.  It  is  strange, 
that  icy  voice,  together  with  the  eyes  of  fire. 

Obedient  to  the  gesture  of  the  gambler,  they  file  slowly 
and  silently  from  the  room.  As  Jess  passes  Clarence 
Arteveldt  she  whispers,  ^*  Be  a  man  now,  or  all  is  lost." 

When  the  door  had  closed,  and  they  are  alone  together, 
these  two  face  each  other  in  silence.  Still  the  lurid  light 
bums  in  the  girl's  eyes,  still  her  lips  are  colorless. 

Clarence  Arteveldt  has  nerved  himself  for  this,  he  has 
been  drinking  deeply,  to  prepare  himself  for  this  inter- 
view. Let  come  what  will  he  must  not  falter  now,  that 
would  be  to  make  himself  doubly  despised.  There  is  an 
awful  stillness  in  the  room,  and  then  her  incisive  voice 
■ays,  **  I  am  waiting." 

He  would  approach  her,  but  she  motions  him  back. 
^  Stand  where  you  are,"  she  says,  ^*  and  speak ;  my  patience 
18  not  boundless." 

*^  Nor  is  mine,"  he  breaks  in  abruptly,  yet  obeying 
her.  *'  My  patience  was  exhausted.  I  loved  you ;  I  asked 
you  to  be  my  wife.  You  refused.  You  thought  I  had 
given  you  up.  Instead,  I  was  planning  to  win  you  in 
spite  of  yourself.  There  was  but  one  way,  and  I  took 
it.  Yon  will  say  that  it  was  dishonorable.  I  know  that  I 
I  would  do  more  to  win  you.  I  have  lured  you  here — ^into 
a  gambler's  den.    As  we  came  up  the  steps  George  Ford- 
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ham  was  so  near  that  he  saw  us  enter.  Your  friend,  Kate 
Seaton,  saw  you  too.  You  and  I  alone  were  visiting  a 
gambler's  den.  What  can  they  think?  You  know  as 
well  as  I.  But  there  is  a  safe  way  out  of  this.  Let  me 
go  now  and  seek  Fordham;  let  me  say  to  him,  'Miss 
Armyn  is  my  promised  wife.'  Say  yourself,  to  Kate 
Seaton,  '  Clarence  is  to  be  my  husband,'  and  all  is  well. 
In  this  republican  city  one  may  visit  even  such  a  place  as 
this,  with  one's  affianced.  Once  more  I  ask  you  to  be  my 
wife.    I  offer  you  riches  and  love." 

**  And  —  if  I  refuse,  I  shall  be  slandered  to  my  dearest 
friends ;  all  who  have  known  me  as  a  friend  of  the  Ruth- 
vens  will  know  that  I  have  been  a  gambler's  guest — ^for 
the  sake  of  the  two  good  women  under  his  roof,  Charles 
Ruthven  must  turn  from  his  door  that  base  woman,  Jess 
Warren,  and  myself;  when  I  go  forth,  this  stigma  will 
follow  me,  I  can  not  escape  from  iV  And  —  I  am  alone 
in  the  world.    This  is  what  you  would  tell  me." 

It  is  strange  to  hear  her  say  these  things  in  that  calm, 
frozen  way. 

'*  You  think  my  statement  as  to  how  I  was  decoyed 
here,  would  weigh  as  nothing  against  the  fact  of  my  pres- 
ence in  such  a  place.  That  the  man  who  is  master  here 
would  net  aid  me  to  set  myself  right  in  the  eyes  of  my 
friends  "  she  continued. 


SHADOWED  BY  THBBB.  163 

**I  think  that  you  would  only  blacken  yourself  by 
electing  a  professed  gambler  for  your  champion ;  that 
would  only  be  to  link  your  name  with  his,"  replied  the 
young  man,  doggedly. 

For  the  first  time  she  faltered.  She  reeled  as  if  about 
to  fall. 

**  Say  one  word,"  he  urged.  •*  Say  that  I  may  straight- 
way announce  our  engagement.  Think  how  I  must  love 
you,  to  have  done  this.  Should  I  not  have  some  reward 
for  such  devotion  ?  " 

Strange  that  such  words  should  restore  her  courage, 
her  outward  calm.  One  moment  she  seemed  to  ponder, 
then  she  said,  as  if  thinking  aloud,  ^*Yes.  SiLch  devotion 
should  be  rewarded — amply  rewarded.  Such  debts  of 
gratitude  should  be  paid  to  the  uttermost." 

••  Then  say  yes,"  he  urges,  blindly.  "  Say  you  •  will 
be  my  wife." 

Slowly  she  makes  answer.  **  I  am  at  your  mercy — 
now.  You  can  blast  my  honor-— or  save  it.  I  realize  my 
peril  and  your  power.  I  choose  to  save  my  honor,  even 
if  to  do  it  I  must  wed  dUhonor.  Clarence  Arteveldt,  you 
%kaU  b§  rewarded  J    I  will  marry  you." 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 
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Nearly  tliree  weeks  have  elapsed  sinee  the  fatal  after- 
noon when  Lenore  Armyn  gave  that  strangely  worded 
promise  to  Clarence  Arteveldt.  October  is  wearing  away, 
and  for  the  actors  in  our  strange  drama  there  has  been  a 
season  of  comparative  quiet.  Jocelyn,  the  eccentric,  ap- 
pears and  disappears,  after  his  usual  fashion;  he  has 
gathered  some  fragments  of  information  concerning  the 
mysterious  mother  and  child,  and  is  following  up  these 
clues;  while  Neil  Bathurst  keeps  a  dose  watch  upon 
Jason  Bradwardine.  It  seems  strange,  but  is  not  the  less 
true,  that  between  the  supposed  widow  and  Jason  Brad- 
wardine, there  should  spring  up  a  certain  friendliness, 
that  might,  in  time,  tend  to  the  further  enlightenment  of 
the  fair  "  Mrs.  O'NeiL" 

A  good  detective  must  also  be  a  good  actor.  Neil 
Bathurst  was  not  only  a  good  actor,  he  was  an  educated 
one ;  possessed  of  a  slight  figure — slight  at  least,  for  a  man 
— small  feet  and  hands,  and  regular  features,  that,  while 
not  effeminate,  were  by  no  means  heavy ;  he  had  been 
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quiok  to  see  the  advantage  that  his  physique  might  give 
him  over  many,  nay  most,  of  his  profession. 

He  had  practiced  the  gait,  gestures,  and  style  of  lan- 
guage common  to  the  fair  sex,  as  an  artist  studies  for  a 
loved  profession.  He  had  made  feminine  dress«  and 
many  feminine  employments  a  part  of  his  education,  and 
was  not  only  a  capital  ventriloquist,  but  an  able  elocu- 
tionist. He  took  the  most  scrupulous  care  of  his  hands 
and  feet,  and  the  former  were  as  white  and  soft  as  the 
hands  of  the  daintiest  fair  lady.  Not  the  best  and  most 
skilled  of  stage  **  transformation  artists "  knew  better 
how  to  apply  an  army  of  little  brushes,  leads,  dyes, 
paints,  and  pigments,  and  not  one  had  a  larger  or  more 
motley  collection  of  disguises,  or  ^*  make-ups,"  than  had 
Neil  Bathurst.  In  his  profession  he  was  an  artist,  par 
ezeeUenee.  Rob  Jocelyn  had  truly  said  that  he  made  a 
^*  fine  figure  of  a  woman."  True  Bob  had  objected  that 
he  was  a  trifie  tall,  but  then  the  world  is  full  of  equally 
tall  ip^'omen.  Perhaps  Jason  Bradwardine  had  a  penchant 
for  tall  women,  at  any  rate,  Mrs.  O'Neil  found  fator  in 
his  eyes. 

Three  weeks  of  September  and  October  were  filled, 
for  the  young  detective,  with  small  incidents  that  were, 
unknown  to  him  then,  to  lead  to  great  results.  There 
were  long  talks    with    Jason    Bradwardine,  numerooa 
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feints  at  searches  in  all  sorts  of  places,  for  the  woman 
who  had  stolen  the  wallet,  efforts  to  obtain  some  light 
upon  the  subject  of  the  Durand  robbery,  and  countless 
visits  in  various  disguises  to  the  Durand  mansion,  as  well 
as  evenings  passed  in  the  society  of  the  two  fascinating 
young  ladies  under  that  roof,  with  whom,  as  well  as  with 
the  elder  members  of  the  family,  he  seemed  rapidly 
becoming  popular. 

One  evening,  some  two  weeks  after  the  entrapping  of 
Lenore  Armyn,  Neil  Bathurst  stood  before  his  dressing 
case  making  an  elaborate  dinner  toilet,  preparatory  to 
setting  forth  to  dine  at  the  table  of  Mr.  James  Durand. 
He  had  chosen  lodgings  in  one  of  those  convenient 
buildings,  where,  because  of  its  location  and  size,  the  stir 
and  bustle  was  continuous ;  the  building  was  situated  on 
a  comer,  and  had,  besides  the  two  street  entrances, 
another,  opening  from  an  alley  or  narrow  court.  It  was 
easy  and  comparatively  safe  to  go  in  and  out  from  such  a 
place  in  the  various  characters  a  detective  must  some- 
times assume,  and  Neil  had  good  reason  to  be  satisfied 
with  his  quarters. 

In  the  character  of  Mrs.  O'Neil  he  had  lately  returned 
from  an  interview  with  Jason  Bradwardine,  or  Mr.  Brady, 
and  he  was  now  engaged  in  removing  the  eoimetiqtie  from 
his  smoothly-shaven  face,  preparatory  to  adjusting  the 
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BmftU,  sflken  muatache,  which  not  even  Rob  Joeelyn 
had  suspected  of  being  false,  previons  to  the  night  when 
the  disguised  Neil  hod  led  him  such  a  ohase. 

Neil  Bathorst  was  too  cunning  a  deteetive  to  put 
himself  under  the  hands  of  a  barber.  He  did  his  own 
shaving,  and  do  one  ever  saw  him,  in  proprid  pertondt 
without  this  small  hirsute  appendage,  he  now  held  in  his 
hand.  He  had  but  just  adjusted  the  mustache  to  his 
satisfaction,  and  was  about  to  put  away  bis  oast-off 
apparel,  when  a  tap,  which  he  instantly  recognised, 
sounded  upon  the  door.  Hastily  thrusting  the  garmeots 
of  Mrs.  O'Neil  into  a  closet,  the  key  of  which  he  turned 
cautiously,  he  admitted  the  visitor.  It  was  Clarence 
Arteveldt,  looking  a  trifle  pale,  and  more  anxious  than 
was  usnal  for  him. 

"Where  are  you  bound  to-night,  Bath.7"  he  queried, 
after  some  rambling  conversation.  "Seems  to  me  you 
are  getting  fond  of  society.  I  haven't  seen  much  of  you, 
but  have  heard  Fotdham  speak  of  your  being  at  old 
Durand's  qnite  often  of  late." 

Neil  Bsthurst  made  no  reply.  He  was  making  a 
mental  note.  How  should  Fordham  be  ao  well  aware  of 
his  visits  to  the  Durands  7  They  had  never  met  there, 
indeed  Neil  was  not  aware  that  Fordham  was  on  visiting 
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terms  irith  the  &mily.  "  I  must  look  into  tbis,"  thought 
the  detective. 

"  I  nerer  see  yon  any  more,"  complfUQed  Arteveldt, 
"  yoa  are  always  on  the  wing,  it  seems." 

"Why  no,"  laughed  Neil.  "It's  true  that  I  have 
only  seen  yon  once  since  your  engagement,  and  then 
hardly  long  enough  to  ofiFer  congrstulatiOQB.  Are  you  as 
happy  as  yon  hoped  to  be,  now  that  you  have  won  this 
paragon  ?  And  have  yon  come  to  ask  me  to  be  intro- 
duced, beoause  if  you  have  I'll  make  a  point  of  placing 
one  evening  at  least  at  yonr  disposal." 

"  It's  too  late  now,"  said  Arteveldt,  flushing  slightly, 
while  a  look  of  annoyance  flitted  across  his  face.  "  Lenore 
is  a  queer  girl ;  she  has  taken  the  whim  not  to  be  intro- 
duced to  any  of  my  ^endi  until  after  the  weddii^ ;  so 
you  will  have  to  wait.'* 

"  Well  I  I  will  try  and  wait  in  patience,"  replied  Neil, 
at  the  same  time  thinking  that  Miss  Lenore  Armyn  was, 
to  say  the  least,  an  eccentric  young  lady. 

*'  You  will,  of  course,  come  to  our  wedding,"  pursued 
Arteveldt.  "  We  will  be  married  wiihin  the  next  three 
weeks." 

"  So  soon  ?  " 

"Well,  it's  none  too  soon  for  me.  But  it  can't  be 
any  sooner.    I  have  taken  a  house  in  a  sirell  looalitiy,  and 
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it  is  being  fitted  up  in  fine  style.  Lenore  has  grand  notions 
for  a  country  girl,  and  I  am  humoring  her  to  the  top  of 
her  bent.  There  won't  be  a  finer  furnished  house  in  the 
city.    You  must  go  with  me  to  see  it  some  day,  Bath." 

**  All  right.  And  yoyr  mother,  how  does  the  idea  of 
this  new  daughter-in-law  suit  her  ?  " 

^*  It  didn't  suit  her  at  all  at  first,  and  she  vowed  she 
would  not  receive  Lenore  as  a  daughter ;  but  of  course, 
she  came  to  terms,  as  I  knew  she  would.  The  old  lady 
wanted  me  to  marry  Aura  Durand,  and  I  don't  know 
but  that  the  girl  expected  it;  but,  good  Lord  I  I  never 
intended  to  marry  A«r." 

"And  yet  tjie  world,  your  world,  called  you  her 
lover,"  said  Bathurst. 

"Well — ^yes,"  laughing  nervously,  "so  they  did,  but* 
a  man  can't  marry  all  his  sweethearts.    And  Aura  can 
find  enough  lovers." 

" But  is  it  true  that  she  reaUy  cared  for  you?"  ' 

"Perhaps — a  man  can't  tell  now-a-days.  She  is  a 
flirt,  that  I  know,"  then  suddenly.  "I  say,  Bath.,  are 
j/au  getting  spooney  in  that  quarter?  " 

"Not  particularly." 

"  I  wish  you  were — just  a  little.     Aura's  a  nice  girl." 

"  Oh,  very." 

"Weill"  rising  hastily,    "I  must  move  on — just 
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dropp«d  in  to  look  at  joa.  I  eaoort  Lenore  and  my 
mother  to  the  Opera  to-night.  Lenore  won't  go  out  at 
all  with  me,  except  when  chaperoned  by  the  old  lady." 

*'  Disoreet  bride  that." 

"  I  should  Bay  bo.  Ton  will  come  to  my  wedding, 
Bath.?  Harried  in  ebiiroh,  you  know,  reception  after 
at  our  own  house.  Lenore  won't  travel.  Ton  will  get 
the  oards  in  a  few  days.     Ton  won't  fail  to  come  ?" 

'*  Of  course  I  shall  come,  old  man.  I  am  getting 
quite  cuiions  about  your  eccentric  beauty." 

"And — I  Bay,  Bath. — would  yon  mind — just  for  a 
friend,  yon  know  — would  yon  mind  finding  ont,  what 
Aura  tfiinks  about  my  marriage.  Tou  can  easily  manage 
that." 

Bathorat  looked  almost  angry,  bat  after  a  moment's 
silence,  replied, 

"  That's  rather  a  delicate  matter ;  but  if  it  comes  in 
my  way  I  will  try  and  draw  Miss  Duraud  out." 

In  a  short  time  Artereldt  took  his  leave,  and  Neil 
Bathurst  sat  alone  thinking. 

"  I  b^in  to  think  that  I  grow  too  obserrant,"  he 
mused ;  "I  am  constautiy  seeing  an  underdrift  in  the 
manners  and  oonversation  of  people  about  me.  What 
can  have  inspired  Arteveldt  to  ask  me  to  sound  Miss 
Durand.     Well,  he  has  piqned  my  cariosity.      I  mil 
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sound  her.  But  it  is  doubtful  if  I  communicate  to  him 
the  result  of  my  investigations.  What  sort  of  a  country 
girl  can  this  be,  this  betrothed  of  his,  who  will  only  go 
out  escorted  by  his  mother,  who  can  relinquish  the 
glories  of  a  bridal  tour,  who  must  have  a  mansion  of 
magnificence,  and  who  declines  to  meet  the  friends  of 
her  bridegroom  elect ;  she  is  carrying  things  with  a  high 
hand  now,  how  will  it  be  when  she  becomes  Mrs. 
Arteveldt." 

How  it  would  be,  he  little  guessed. 

^^  That's  queer  about  Fordham,"  he  muttered,  as  he 
lowered  his  gas  before  setting  out  for  the  Durands,  ^^  I 
must  look  after  him  a  little.'' 

Two  hours  later,  as  he  sat  near  Miss  Durand,  in  the 
rich  man's  stately  drawing-room,  Neil  Bathurst  turned 
toward  her  suddenly,  saying : 

^'  Have  you  seen  the  young  lady  who  is  soon  to  be 
Mrs.  Arteveldt,  MUs  Durand?  " 

The  heiress  lifted  her  eyes  to  his  with  perfect  com- 
posure* 

**I  have  not  had  the  pleasure.  Have  you  seen  her, 
Mr.  Bathurst  ?  " 

**No.  I  have  been  equally  unfortunate.  I  suppose 
then  we  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  taking  our  first  look 
at  her  together." 
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"Indeed  I    How?** 

"  At  the  wedding." 

"To  be  sure,"  with  a  soft  little  laugh,  "I  should  be 
bridesmaid,  Mr.  Arteveldt  and  myself  were  yeiy  good 
friends.  I  think  him  one  of  the  pleasantest  young  men 
I  know." 

"1*11  tell  him  tAo^,"  was  NeiFs  mental  comment. 
"Good  heavens!  if  this  girl  did  love  him,  what  an 
actress  she  must  be."    Then  he  said : 

"Arteveldt  ran  in  upon  me  just  before  I  came -here. 
He  tells  me  that  he  is  fitting  up  a  house  in  elegant  style ; 
they  do  not  intend  to  travel." 

" Indeed!  how  very  odd,"  then,  after  a  pause,  "where 
is  this  house  of  theirs?  " 

^^  I  did  not  learn."  As  he  made  this  reply,  he  turned 
his  face  toward  Miss  Annin,  and  saw  that  the  eyes  of 
that  young  lady  were  bent  upon  Aura  Durand,  in  keen 
scrutiny. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


TWO    WOMBN    PLBAD. 


Liying  had  been  a  new  experiment  to  Lenore  Armyn 
since  that  afternoon  in  the  house  of  Gentleman  Jeff. 
Clarence  Arteveldt  had  been  better  than  his  word ;  he 
had  taken  upon  himself  the  responsibility  of  explaining 
this  delicate  matter  to  Elate  Seaton  and  had  forced  Jess 
to  aid  him  in  so  doing. 

Kate  was  only  too  glad  to  accept  any  explanation,  and 
when  they  told  her  that  they  had  not  visited  a  gambler, 
but  were  in  pursuit  of  a  fortune  teller,  who  occupied 
rooms  on  an  upper  floor,  and  that  Jess  and  Miss  Van 
Buren  were  just  ahead  and  of  the  party,  she  was  satisfied. 

*'  Don't  mention  it,  pray,"  Clarence  had  said  to  her 
in  private ;  ^^  the  fact  is  that  Mrs.  Warren  and  her  friend 
quite  insisted  upon  going,  although  I  felt  that  it  was  not 
quite  the  thing;  I  don't  think  Miss  Armyn  ever  sus- 
pected there  was  a  gambling  house  in  such  close  prox- 
imity." 

Kate  had  never  heard  of  the  fortune  teller,  but  she 

9  N 
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readilj  agreed  not  to  mention  what  he  termed  *^  the  esca- 
pade."   And  80  the  secret  was  safe. 

When,  on  that  memorable  afternoon,  Lenore  Armyn 
had  said,  *'  I  wiU  marry  you ! "  her  traitor  lover  had 
started  forward  with  an  exclamation  of  rapture.  But  she 
waved  him  back. 

**  Wait  I "  she  had  said ;  ^*  reserve  your  caresses  until  I 
am  your  wife ;  it  is  a  part  of  the  penance  I  impose  upon 
you,  in  punishment  for  your  work  of  this  day." 

And  since  then  she  had  not  so  much  as  allowed  him 
to  take  her  hand. 

The  days  now  were  pretty  much  the  same  to  Lenore 
Armyn ;  her  friends  marvelled  at  the  change  in  her,  but 
all  felt  the  influence  of  her  cold,  proud  reserve,  and  no 
one  questioned  her. 

Once,  indeed,  Kate  had  said :  ^^  I  declare,  Lenore,  1 
don't  want  to  be  engaged  if  I  must  become  so  stately  and 
cold ;  but  you  are  a  most  ununtal  bride  elect." 

**'  I  shall  be  an  *  unusual  bride,*  "  replied  Lenore,  and 
Jess,  who  had  been  a  listener,  said  to  her  friend.  Miss 
Van  Buren,  that  evening : 

^*  Depend  upon  it,  we  have  not  heard  the  last  of  this 
affair ;  I  wish  we  had  never  meddled."  To  which  her 
comrade  had  retorted  in  true  woman  fashion :  *^  I  told 
you  it  was  risky.    It  was  your  fault/' 


SHADOWED  BY  THBEIU  195 

The  mother  of  Clarence  Arteveldt  had  indeed  opposed 
this  engagement  between  her  son  and  a  girl  unknown  to 
society,  whose  friends  were  ^'  of  no  social  standing  what- 
ever I  Only  a  bookkeeper's  family."  There  had  been  a 
warm  scene  at  the  Arteveldt  mansion,  ending  in  the 
dogged  announcement  from  the  young  man,  that  he 
*^  would  leave  the  house  that  day,  or  any  day  she  chose 
to  name,  and  she  might  disinherit  him,  or  do  as  she 
would.  But  he  would  marry  Lenore  Armyn  if  Satan 
himself  opposed." 

Without  applying  the  latter  rather  uncomplimentary 
clause  to  herself,  Mrs.  Arteveldt  had  declared  her  inten- 
tion of  going  to  see  this  ^^  scheming  girl,"  and  of  letting 
her  know  that  she  would  not  be  countenanced  by  the 
mother  of  the  man  she  had  entrapped.  This  happened 
two  days  after  the  strange  betrothal. 

Early  in  the  afternoon  of  that  same  day  Lenore 
Armyn  received  the  following  note  from  her  lover: 

Dearest  Lenore: 

\lij  mother  is  deeply  enraged,  and  declares  that  she  will  irisit  yon 
and  persuade  yon  to  give  me  up.  Do  not  be  distarbed  by  what  she  says. 
I  am  independent  of  her  fortune,  and  she  will  soon  come  to  terms.  I  shall 
permit  nothing  to  come  between  ns  now*  Yours*  Clarinci. 

P.S.    She  will  probably  be  there  soon  after  the  receipt  of  this.        C. 

Having  read  this  note,  Lenore  went  down  to  the 
kitchen,  where  Mrs.  Ruthven  was  assiHting  in  the  prepasii* 
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tions  for  the  usual  six  o'clock  dinner,  and  walking  straight 
to  the  range,  she  thiust  the  note  in  among  the  glowing 
coals,  saying  as  she  did  so :  ^^  I  expect  a  call  from  my 
future  mother-in-law ;  if  she  should  come  before  I  have 
completed  my  toilet,  please  ask  her  to  wait.^^ 

Mrs.  Arteveldt  was  as  good  as  her  word.  In  the 
course  of  the  afternoon  a  stately  carriage  drew  up  before 
the  door,  and  a  haughty  looking,  magnificently  attired 
woman  descended  therefrom,  and  rang  the  bell  vigor- 
ously. 

**I  wish  to  see  Miss  Lenore  Armyn,"  said  this  per- 
sonage,  with  an  annihilating  stare  at  little  Mrs.  Buthven, 
who  herself  answered  the  ring. 

^^Walk  in,  madame,"  said  that  overpowered  little 
lady ;   "  I  will  call  Miss  Armyn." 

Mrs.  Arteveldt  cast  a  glance  of  disdain  about  the 
pretty  parlor,  as  she  entered  it,  and  then  seated  herself 
with  an  air  of  infinite  condescension.  In  a  moment  Mrs. 
Ruthven  re-appeared  in  the  parlor. 

**  Miss  Armyn  will  be  down  presently,"  she  said,  and 
disappeared  forthwith. 

^^  Presently !  ^*  Could  Mrs.  Arteveldt  believe  her 
ears?  Was  ^*that  girl''  actually  about  to  keep  her 
waiting? 


EOD  WU>HJU>  lu  SXS  U^'MADAM.' 


8HADOWBD  BV  THBKll.  190 

For  fall  ten  minutea  she  sat  nniBing  her  vrath,  and 
[hen  the  door  opened  and  Lenore  came  quietly  in. 

"Tou  wished  to  see  me,  madame?"  she  said,  coolly. 

Mrs.  Arteveldt  stared  in  surprise.  This  unknown 
countiy  girl  stood  hefote  her  with  the  utmost  self-posses- 
sion. She  was  positiTsly  beaQtifnl,  and  bore  herself  like 
an  eqoaL    *'  Are  yon  Miss  Lenore  Armyu  ?  "  asked  she. 

Lenore  bowed. 

"I  am  Mrs.  Arteveldt,"  anoomioed  the  risitor,  look 
ing  to  see  a  sudden  change  ia  the  demeanor  of  the  girl. 

"Yes?"  said  Lenore,  with  that  provoking  rising 
inflection  often  used  by  skirmishing  women. 

"I  am  Glarenoe  Arteveldt's  mother,"  continued  Mrs. 
Arteveldt,  t^*"l"'"g  the  girl  could  not  have  understood 
her. 

"So  I  supposed ;"  seatii^  herself  with  much  com- 
posure. 

"  I  have  called  to  talk  with  you  about  my  son." 

"You  are  very  good." 

Mrs.  Arteveldt  was  losing  her  temper. 

"  Miss  Armyn,  I  came  to  tell  you  that  I  could  never 
consent  to  my  son's  marriage  with  youl "  she  exclaimed. 

"No?"  with  perfect  iadifTereuoe. 

"  What!  You  do  not  care?" 

"  Not  in  the  least,  madame  1 " 
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••You — you  will  many  him  in  oppoution  to  my 
wishes?" 

"  Asfloredly." 

"You  will  oome  hetween  him  and  his  mother?  Fok, 
who  have  known  him  for  a  few  weeks  only  ?  " 

"  I  will  many  him." 

"You  have  no  thoi^ht  for  met" 

"  No.    I  think  only  of  him." 

"  I  doo't  belieTfl  you ;  your  love  is  bat  pretense." 

*'I  pretend  nothing." 

"  What  I  you  pretend  to  love  him  ?  " 

"No." 

"ff»W.'  what  do  you  mean?  '* 

"  That  I  am  no  hypocrite." 

"Then  you  dare  say  tiiat  you  do  not  love  my  son?  '* 

"1  dare." 

••  Ah  I  I  shall  tell  him  this." 

"  As  you  please." 

"  Do  yon  think  he  will  marry  you,  when  he  knows 
that  you  do  not  love  him  ?  " 

"  Ask  him,  Mrs.  Arteveldt." 

Mrs.  Arteveldt  arose  enr^ed.  "Girl,  take  oare. 
You  think  that  heoause  he  is  all  I  have  I  will  submit  to 
this  impoution?  I  never  will.  You  have  schemed  to 
entrap  my  son  and  his  fortune  ;  mine  shall  not  be  added 
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to  it.  I  will  never  give  you  my  countenance,  and  with- 
out it  society  will  receive  you  ill.  You  have  broken  up  a 
happy  home.  I  will  never  forgive  my  son,  or  tolerate 
you." 

Lenore  arose  and  faced  her,  speaking  calmly : 
'*  Madame,  give  or  withhold  your  countenance,  it  is  all 
one  to  me.  I  would 'not  give  up  Clarence  Arteveldt  if 
you  implored  me  upon  your  bended  knees.  I  will  marry 
him  if  in  doing  so  I  lose  eveiy  friend  I  have  or  hoped  to 
have  on  earth.  You  say  I  do  not  love  him  ; "  her  voice 
became  more  intense,  and  her  eyes  flamed.  ^^Love  is 
weak  compared  with  what  I  feel  for  your  son.  I  care 
nothing  for  your  wealth,  nothing  for  hii*  The  day  will 
come  when  you  will  know  that.'' 

Then  they  faced  each  other  in  silence. 

**I  will  prevent  this  marriage,"  said  the  mother,  turn* 
ing  to  go.  ^^  I  have  no  more  to  say  to  you,  but  I  will 
prevent  this  shameful  marriage.     It  shall  never  be." 

*^  You  can  not  do  that.  The  bond  between  us  is  too 
strong.     Nothing  but  death  can  divide  im." 

With  these  words  ringing  in  her  ears,  Mrs.  Arteveldt 
swept  from  the  room,  and  from  the  house.  There  came 
a  time  when,  clothed  with  a  new  meaning,  they  haunted 
her,  waking  and  sleeping. 

Mrs.  Arteveldt  went  home,  and  for  three  days  waged 
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incessant  warfare  upon  her  son.  She  commanded,  she 
implored,  but  her  wrath  and  her  tears  were  alike  unavail- 
ing.   On  the  third  daj,  Clarence  said : 

^*  It's  no  use,  mother ;  I  can't  stand  this  sort  of  thing. 
I  shall  leave  the  house  to-night,  and  for  good.  If  you 
can't  accept  mj  wife,  you  can't  care  much  for  me. 
Lenore  is  not  a  girl  to  be  ashamed  of.  There  is  not 
another  such  in  all  the  city.  I  shall  have  a  beautiful 
wife,  with  the  manners  of  a  princess.  You  might  well 
be  proud  of  such  a  daughter.  But  if  you  won't,  you 
won't.  Only  let  me  tell  you  this,  if  you  don't  accept 
her  notr,  she  will  not  recognize  you,  once  she  is  my  wife." 

Then  he  went  away  and  left  her  to  think. 

Mrs.  Arteveldt  was  a  yain  old  woman ;  she  idolized 
her  son ;  but  she  loved  society,  and  she  knew  that  her 
reign  was  well  nigh  over ;  she  had  counted  upon  a  hand- 
some, fBishionable  daughter-in-law,  with  whom  she  might 
still  attend  opera  and  ball,  and  who  would  attract  to  her 
drawing-rooms  the  society  which,  without  the  magnet  of 
some  younger  beauty,  would  gradually  fall  away  from 
her  and  them.  If  she  alienated  herself  from  her  son  and 
the  wife  he  had  chosen,  she  must  abandon  all  this.  And 
after  all  Lenore  Armyn  was  beautiful — she  would  grace 
any  drawing-room.  And  Mrs.  Arteveldt  did  not  feel  at 
all  sure  as  to  her  ability  to  keep  so  fine  and  haughty  a 
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bride  from  becoming  the  fashion.  Her  son's  fortune  ren- 
dered them  independent  of  her.  And  then  after  all, 
Lenore  did  love  her  son  —  what  else  oould  her  strange 
words  mean. 

When  Clarence  Arteveldt  came  down  stairs,  after 
packing  his  effects,  his  mother  met  him  and  put  a  note  in 
his  hands. 

^^  Read  it,"  she  said  in  a  subdued  tone,  ^'  and  then 
take  it  to  Miss  Armyn." 

With  a  gleam  of  satisfaction  in  his  eyes,  he  perused  it. 
Thus  it  ran : 


Miss  Atmyn  : 

If  yoQ  cftn  orerlook  tlit  fact  of  our  last  meetiag,  I  can  do  the  lame.  I 
came  to  you  prejudiced.  I  think  I  understand  you  better  now.  Let  us  be 
the  friends  we  should  be,  considering  how  soon  you  will  be  my  son's  wife. 
He  will  gire  you  this,  and  when  next  he  visits  you  I  shall  hope  to  come 
with  hia.  Sincerely,  Eixuf  A&tbvbldt. 


^^  Mother,  you're  a  trump,''  said  the  gratified  Clarence. 
*^Now  then  things  will  be  more  comfortable,"  and  he 
hastened  to  deliver  the  note  to  Lenore. 

After  that  Mrs.  Arteveldt  and  Miss  Armyn  drove 
regularly  together.  Together  they  attended  opera  and 
theater,  escorted  by  Clarence.  Together  they  shopped, 
and  lunched  at  aristocratic,  down-town  restaurants.  So 
the  time  wore  on,  and  there  was  only  a  week  now  inter- 
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yening  before  the  wedding-day.  Mrs.  Arteveldt  had 
chosen  the  tr<m$$eau^  and  the  proud  Lenore  Armyn  had 
made  no  resistance.  The  new  house  was  ready  for  its 
occupants.  Such  a  beautifully  furnished  house  I  It  was 
the  talk  of  the  Arteveldt  set.  It  was  one  of  two  double 
houses,  as  they  are  called.  They  were  recently -built 
structures;  and  had  never  had  a  tenant. 

A  short  time  after  the  one  had  been  secured  by  the 
expectant  bridegroom,  the  other  had  been  taken,  a  little 
to  the  annoyance  of  the  first  renter.  The  second  house 
was  still  uninhabited,  the  lessee  being  tardy  in  taking 
possession.  But  there  was  plenty  of  evidence  that  the 
new  tenant  would  soon  be  settled  on  the  premises. 
Every  day  loads  of  costly  furniture  were  landed  at  the 
door,  and  Clarence  Arteveldt  learned  that  it  was  to  be 
used  for  a  genteel  boarding  house.  He  was  a  little  dis- 
satisfied at  this,  but  it  was  too  late  to  complain,  and  in 
the  city  one  can  not  choose  his  neighbors. 

It  was  a  dreary «•  drizzling  November  day,  just  one 
week  before  the  time  fixed  upon  for  the  wedding ;  Lenore 
had  kept  her  room  all  day,  only  appearing  at  meal  times. 
Dusk  was  coming  on  and  a  strong  wind  whistled  about 
the  corners. 

Just  a  block  away  from  the  Ruthven  abode,  the 
street-cars  jogged  drearily  by,  and  one  of  them  pausing, 
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dfipOHited  a  single  female  passeoger,  who  hastened  on 
through  the  wind  and  rain,  heavily  cloaked  and  closely 
vailed.  Before  the  do9r  bearing  the  name,  Ruthven,  in 
silver  letters  on  a  black  plate,  she  paused  for  a  moment, 
then  hurried  np  the  steps  and  rang  the  bell. 

"  I  wish  to  aee  Misa  Axmyn,"  she  said,  when  the  door 
was  opened.    "  Is  she  at  home  ?" 

Miss  Armyn  was  at  home,  and  the  stranger  was  ush- 
ered into  the  parlor. 

Ignore  Armyu  came  down,  wondering  a  little  who  her 
visitor  could  be.  At  the  same  moment  the  maid  of  all 
work  oame  in,  lighted  the  gas,  drew  the  curtains,  and 
withdrew  herself.  Then  the  visitor  came  forward  and 
gazed  eagerly  at  the  face  of  Lenore  Armyn,  without 
removing  the  vail.     Finally  she  Bud,  as  if  to  herself: 

"She  is  beautiful — very." 

"Who  ara  you?"  asked  Lenore,  "and  what  is  your 
business  with  me  ?  " 

"You  are  about  to  many  Mr.  Arteveldt,"  said  the 
stranger,  in  a  low,  sweet  voice. 

"  Yes." 

"  It  is  of  him  I  wish  to  speak.** 

"Then  proceed." 

"  Miss  Armyn,  Clarence  Arteveldt  is  the  lover,  the 
promiud  husband  of  another  woman." 
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"Weill" 

*'  He  is  bonnd  to  her  by  vrmy  tie  of  honor." 

Lenore  Axmyn  laughed.  "Such  bonds  aie  frail,"  she 
said. 

"  Frail,  indeed  I "  retorted  the  TaQed  one,  bitterly. 
"I  have  come  to  you  as  the  ambassador  of  that  other 
woman.  She  loves  him  to  madness;  she  begs  you  to 
renounce  him." 

"  She  muBt  indeed  loTe  him  to  madness." 

"  Mias  Axmyn,  yon  surely  can  not  wish  to  marry  this 
man,  knowing  the  truth.  I  swear  to  you  he  is  false, 
nn&ithful.    He  has  deceived  you,  and  will  agwn." 

"  You  mistake.     He  never  will." 

"I  say  he  will"  excitedly;  "he  is  by  nature  incon- 
stant. Send  him  from  you,  Miss  Armyn ;  send  him  back 
to  the  woman  he  has  wronged.  You  are  said  to  be  as 
generous  as  yoa  are  beautiful " 

"Then  I  have  been  misrepresented.  There  is  no 
generosity  in  me." 

"  What  I  you  do  not  pity  this  other  one  ?  " 

"No;  why  should  I?  Has  she  not  been  loved  by 
Clarence  Arteveldt  ?  " 

"  Ah  I  And  you  bate  her  for  this ;  you  are  so 
jealous  ?  " 

Again  that  odd  laugh  ttom  the  lips  of  Lenor». 
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**  Yes,"  she  replied ;  ^^  I  am  terribly  jealous." 

The    vailed   woman    moved  a  step '  nearer,  sayiii^ 
eagerly : 

^^Miss  Armyn,  lUten,  If  you  marry  him,  innocent 
blood  will  be  upon  your  head ;  you  will  drive  this  poor 
girl  to  her  death." 

Lenore  started. 

'« Is  it  so  bad  as  that  ? '* 

*^  So  bad  I "  The  voice  became  almost  a  wail,  **  My 
God  I  it  is  worse  than  I  can  tell  you;  it  is  bitter  as^ 
death." 

**  Ah! " — this  one  syllable  with  a  queer  intonation. 

^*  It  is  the  wreck  of  a  life  t " —  the  voice  growing  more 
tragic  — ^*  it  is  the  blackness  of  despair  I  And  you — you, 
so  beautiful ! — you  do  not  love  him  as  —  $he  does." 

Suddenly  Lenore  Armyn  came  to  her  side,  and  laid  a 
hand  upon  her  arm,  saying,  peremptorily : 

**  Please  remove  that  vail  I  " 

The  visitor  drew  back  suddenly, 

^VWhat  t  why  ?  "  she  almost  gasped. 

**  Because  I  want  to  see  your  face.  Because  you  are 
pleading  for  yourself." 

•*  I  am  not." 

**I  know  better.     I  do  not  choose  to  be  theatrical. 
O 
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If  you  wish  to  talk  with  me,  remoye  your  rail  and  tell 
me  who  yon  are.! 

**  Impossible  I 

^*  Then  oar  interview  ends  here,"  taming  toward  the 
door. 

The  stranger  sprang  forward. 

**  What  I "  she  cried ;  **  yon  would  look  upon  my  face 
to  glory  in  my  grief.  Yoa  would  like  to  laugh  with  Aim 
oyer  my  humiliation." 

Lenore  turned  upon  her  fiercely. 

**  What  are  you,  that  you  can  impute  such  motiyes  to 
me?  Clarence  Arteyeldt  will  never  hear  of  your  visit 
from  my  lips.  If  you  want  me  to  hear  you  and  believe 
you,  throw  aside  this  mystery." 

The  stringer  hesitated. 

**  Will  you  swear  to  me  never  to  speak  of  me  to  him 
—never  to  tell  any  one,  under  any  circumstances,  of  my 
visit  to  you  ?  " 

**  If  you  wish  it." 

"  I  do  wish  it." 

"  Then  I  swear." 

The  stranger  moved  nearer  again. 

^  Have  you  ever  heard  him  speak  of  any  lady  friend  ?  " 

**  Tes ;  one." 

^*Who?" 
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••AMissDurand/* 

**  And  I  am  Aura  Durand." 

She  threw  back  the  vail,  and  Lenore  saw  the  fair 
blonde  face  for  the  first  time.  For  a  full  minute  they 
gazed  at  each  other  in  silence,  then  Lenore  said : 

**Sit  down,  Miss  Durand.  Can  it  be  possible  you 
have  come  to  me  on  such  an  errand  ?" 

^^  Tes.  I  have  the  first,  best  right  to  Clarence  Arte- 
yeldt's  love  ;  you  must  give  him  back  to  me." 

**  I  can  not." 

^^But  wait;  you  do  not  know  all  —  I  must  humble 
myself  still  more  —  I  must  tell  you " 

**  Tell  me  nothing.    It  can  make  no  difference/'  ^ 

"It  must.    It  ihall!    Listen " 

"No,"  lifting  her  hand  in  admonition ;  "listen  I  can 
not.    Tou  would  only  humble  yourself  uselessly." 

"  You  will  not  hear  me  ?  " 

"  It  would  be  worse  than  useless.  Tou  are  not  the 
first  who  has  tried  to  make  me  renounce  Clarence 
Arteveldt.  I  reply  to  you  as  I  did  to  that  other  one : 
I  would  not  listen  if  you  knelt  before  me.  Gh)ld  can  not 
buy  me ;  threats  are  of  no  avail.  I  will  marry  Clarence 
Arteveldt ;  nothing,  save  death,  can  prevent  it." 

For  a  moment  Aura  Durand  stood  like  a  statue  before 
her.    For  a  moment  she  looked  as  if  about  to  apring 
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upon  Lenore  and  clatoh  her  throat  with  those  clinched 
baby  hands.  Then  her  form  drooped  suddenly,  her 
hands  £ell  at  her  side ;  she  reeled  as  if  about  to  faint. 

**  So  be  it,"  she  murmured,  in  a  broken  voice.  **  May 
heayen  forgive  you.  All  I  can  ask  then,  is  that  you 
keep  my  secret." 

"  I  will  keep  your  secret.    Have  no  fear." 
With  drooping  head,  and  unsteady  steps,  Aura  Du* 
rand  went  out  into  the  stoim. 
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CHAPTER  XVL 

▲  STBAKGB  BRIDAL  BAKQX7ET 

Neil  Batliurst  bounded  up  the  stairs  which  led  to  his 
rooms  in  the  big  commercial  building,  three  steps  at  a 
time.  It  was  the  evening  of  Clvrence  Arteveldt's  wed- 
ding, and  the  detective,  who  had  been  *^  piping  "  all  day 
had  barely  time  to  prepare  for  the  ceremony.  Plunging 
through  the  great  hall  he  ran  upon  a  half-grown  lad  who 
was  pounding  lustily  at  his  own  door. 

"  Hello,  youngster,"  he  cried.  "  Don't  batter  my 
door  down.    What's  the  row  ?  " 

**  Oh  I  it's  you,  be  it,"  ejaculated  the  gamin,  taking  a 
close  survey  of  him,  by  the  light  from  various  transoms. 
"  I  thought  you  never  would  wake  up." 

*^  Well,  it's  me  or  not,  according  to  who  you  take  me 
for,"  replied  Neil,  at  the  same  time  putting  a  key  in  the 
door. 

^*  I  takes  you  for  the  chap  as  belongs  to  this  *ere  room 

in't  your  name  Bathurst  ?  " 

^*  That's  me,  sonny,"  pushing  open  thA  door. 
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**  Well,  then,  this  is  fer  you,"  presenting  a  crumpled 
note,  and  turning  to  go. 

"  Who  sent  it  ?  " 

"Dunno;"  from  the  hall  without.  **GU)od-by, 
Cap'n."    And  Neil  heard  him  clattering  down  the  stairs. 

Having  closed  his  door,  Neil  opened  the  envelope 
hurriedly.  It  contained  a  half  sheet  of  paper  covered 
with  scrawled  hieroglyphics,  quite  incomprehensible  to 
any,  save  him  for  whom  it  was  intended.  Neil  under- 
stood it  at  a  glance.  It  was  a  letter  in  cypher,  the  key 
of  which  was  held  by  himself  and  Robert  Jocelyn. 
Translated,  the  cypher  read  thus : 

Old  Pord, 

Be  at  Mik^s  to-night  from  seren  until  farther  notice.  I  am  up  to  some 
*'  qaeer  shoring  "  games,  and  can't  work  alone.    Sef  yon  later. 

Neil  uttered  a  low  whistle.  **  Rob  in  town  again,''  he 
muttered.  ^^  Where  will  he  turn  up  at  next  ?  At  Mike's 
at  seven.  Why,  that's  the  wedding  hour.  By  Jove,  fate 
is  against  my  seeing  the  fair  bride.  Arteveldt  will  feel 
hurt,  I  suppose,  at  my  non-appearance,  but  business  is 
business.  I  can't  desert  Rob,  even  for  a  wedding."  And 
he  began  a  queer  sort  of  toilet,  one  not  at  all  in  keeping 
for  a  wedding  guest. 

^^  What  an  odd  fish  Rob  is,"  he  mused,  as  be  prepared 
himself.    **  Turning  up  in  all  sorts  of  places,  and  after 
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all  manner  of  game.  Who  supposed  him  in  the  city 
now.  But  then — as  I  had  not  heard  of  him  for  a  week, 
I  might  haye  expected  it." 

Not  long  after,  a  flashily-dressed  young  man  came 
cautiously  out  from  Neil  Bathurst's  room,  hurried  down 
the  lesser  stairway,  and  turned  his  face  toward  the 
famous  gambling  house,  familiarly  known  as  ^*  Mike's." 
For  a  second  time  Rob  Jooelyn  had,  by  putting  in  a  sud- 
den appearance,  prerented  a  meeting  between  his  friend 
Neil  and  the  fair  Lienore.  The  fair  Lenore  I  How  fair 
she  was,  on  this,  her  bridal  ere. 

There  was  to  be  a  brilliant  ceremony  at  a  stately 
church,  and  later,  a  reception ;  not  at  the  residence  of 
Mrs.  Artereldt  the  elder,  but  at  the  new  home  of  the 
bride  and  groom.  This  was  the  wis|i, — ^the  whim^  Mrs. 
Arteyeldt  called  it— -of  Lenore.  And  Lenore's  wishes 
were  equivalent  to  commands.  She  was  not  to  be  argued 
out  of  this  ^*  whim."  She  would  have  no  reception  at 
the  house  of  her  mother-in-law ;  she  would  receive  her 
own  wedding  guests.  Mrs.  Arteveldt  m^re  among  the 
rest. 

Clarence  had  not  ventured  an  objection  to  this  arrange- 
ment ;  in  truth  he  saw  none.  ^*  What  if  it  is  a  trifle 
unusual,"  he  had  said  to  his  mother,  **  we  must  receive 
in  our  own  house,  and  why  not  on  bur  bridal  night  ?    I 
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am  not  afraid  for  Lenore*  She  may  be  ignorant  in  some 
respects  regarding  society^  but  she  lacks  nothing  that  a 
lady  should  know.  I  tell  you  what,  her  mother  must 
hare  been  not  only  a  lady,  but  a  most  extraordinary 
woman.  Lenore  never  mentions  her,  but  it  is  plain  she 
has  had  no  common  training.  What  our  city  belles  must 
acquire  by  education,  is  second  nature  to  Lenore.  1  be- 
lieve that  Mrs.  Armyn  was  a  traveled  woman,  an  educa* 
ted  woman,  aAd  that  she  has  been  in  the  society  of  the 
best." 

Finding  all  opposition  useless,  Mrs.  Arteveldt  had  set 
about  the  task  of  making  others  think  that  this  new 
departure  was  entirely  to  her  liking ;  and  she  had  done 
one  thing  more.  Feeling  convinced  that  her  prospective 
daughter-in-law  would  not  prove  very  flexible  in  her  hands, 
and  relieved  of  the  fear  that  had  hitherto  haunted  her, 
and  prevented  her  supplying  herself  with  a  pleasant  youth- 
ful companion,  she  had  asked  Kate  Seaton  to  come  to  her 
in  that  capacity.  She  had  been  pleased  and  attracted  by 
Kate's  pretty  face  and  bright,  cheery  ways.  The  girl 
had  a  sweet  soprano  voice,  and  was  also  an  excellent 
reader.  Mrs.  Arteveldt  felt  that  having  once  extended 
her  stately  patronage  to  Lenore,  it  would  not  answer  to 
let  any  barriers  spring  up  between  them.  Lenore  was 
fond  of  Kate,  it  would  put  them  upon  a  pleaaanter  footing 
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to  haye  tihe  girl  in  the  house.  Then,  too,  it  would  render 
Mrs.  Artereldt  a  trifle  more  independent.  A  yonng  lady 
who  waB  patronized  by  her  must  become  popular,  and 
Kate,  when  she  had  acquired  a  little  more  dignity,  would 
become  an  ornament  to  society ;  she  would  soon  acquire 
this  needful  dignity  under  the  Arteveldt  influence. 

Kate  had  accepted  the  lady's  o£Fer  gladly ;  the  Ruth- 
Tens  were  far  from  being  rich,  and  she  had;  more  than 
once,  tried  to  persuade  her  sister  to  let  her  go  and  seek  a 
situation  as  book-keeper  or  clerk,  in  one  of  the  many 
stores  where  young  ladies  were  employed,  but  Mrs.  Ruth- 
yen  would  not  consent  to  this.  Mrs.  Artereldt's  offer 
was  something  quite  different.  Here  was  an  opportunity 
for  Kate  to  better  herself.  The  argument  that  was  most 
to  the  liking  of  Kate's  sister,  was  contained  in  a  speech 
made  by  Mrs.  Arteveldt,  when  settling  the  matter  of 
wages,  or,  as  she  termed  it,  ^^compensation." 

^*  Tou  see,  Mrs.  Ruthven,"  she  had  said,  ^^  the  money 
I  offer  her  is  not  much.  I  named  so  small  a  sum  because 
I  wish  to  reserve  the  privilege  of  furnishing  her  wardrobe 
myself.  She  will,  of  course,  go  out  with  me,  as  well  as 
see  much  of  society  in  my  own  house.  I  want  her  to 
dress  in  accordance,  with  the  society  in  which  she  will  be 
thrown." 

The  arrangements  had  all  been    completed    before 
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Lenore  was  made  aware  of  the  change  in  store  for  Kate. 
She  had  not  displayed  as  much  entbusiastn  over  the  new 
arrangement  as  Kate  had  hoped  for,  and  expected.  But 
then,  Lenore  was  engrossed  with  her  own  affiiirs. 

After  all,  Jess  Warren  did  not  feel  elated  over  the 
success  of  her  plot.  She  had  not  anticipated  anything 
like  the  present  state  of  affairs.  She  had  not  dreamed 
that  Clarence  Arteveldt's  haughty  mother  would,  under 
any  circumstances,  consent  to  receive  Lenore.  She  had 
not  expected  that  Lenore  would  accept  the  situation  with 
such  apparent  composure,  and  afterwards  carry  thiags 
with  such  a  high  hand.  Since  the  affair  at  Geatleman 
Jeff's,  Lenore  had  treated  Jess  with  marked  politeness  in 
the  presence  of  others,  and  had  utterly  ignored  her  exist- 
ence, if  for  a  hrief  moment  the  two  found  themselves 
alone. 

"  Our  turn  will  oome,"  Jess  had  said  at  last,  to  her 
confederate.  '*  When  she  is  married  and  holds  the  purse 
strings,  u>«  can  unloose  them ;  she  won't  want  &ots  to 
leak  out  when  she  has  begun  to  taste  the  sweets  of  society. 
And  if  ihe  won't '  come  down '  the  old  lady  will.  Besides, 
we  shall  have  the  advantage  of  appearing  in  their  draw- 
ing-rooms. They  won't  dare  slight  us."  They  were  des- 
tined to  appear  once,  at  least,  for  they  were  among  the  first 
to  receive  bsaiiHriiUy  engraved  cards  of  iavitalaoa ;  first, 
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to  attend  the  ceremony  of  murine,  and  after  to  attend  at 
the  reception. 

There  was  one  other  odd  feature  at  that  vedding. 
Lenore  would  hare  no  bridesmaids. 

Alone  thej  stood  at  the  altar,  two  splendid  specimens 
of  physical  beautj.  Lenore  Armyn  was  the  fairest  of  all 
fair  brides;  stately  as  a  duchess,  and  cold  as  the  north 
star.  Clarence  Arteveldt  had  never  looked  handsomer, 
his  cheeks  burned  with  excitement,  his  eyes  flashed  tri- 
Umphantly.  More  than  one  fair  belle  envied  Lenore 
Armyn  that  evening ;  more  than  one  of  his  male  friends 
declared  Arteveldt  "  a  lucky  dc^." 

Two  fully  expected  guests  were  absent  from  the 
ceremony,  Neil  Bathurst  and  Aura  Durand. 

It  was  a  brilliant  assembly  that  which  gathered  under 
the  roof  of  Clarence  Arteveldt*s  fine  new  house  ;  not  too 
large,  just  the  cream  of  the  Arteveldt  set.  The  bride's 
friends  being  represented  by  Mrs.  and  Mr.  Ruthven,  Kate 
Seaton  and  —  heaven  save  us  I  —  Jess  Warren  and  Carrie 
VanBuren. 

Reader,  let  us  mingle  with  the  groups  of  bright-robed 
ladies,  and  clerical  looking  men,  who  are  gathered  in  those 
elegant  rooms.  Lenore  Arteveldt,  sorrounded  by  a  group 
of  admiring  new  acquuntances,  stands  at  the  upper  end 
of  the  la^  drawing-room,  her  words  are  very  few,  and 
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her  &ce  somewhat  graver  than  a  bride's  face  should  be, 
but  she  bears  herself  with  perfect  grace,  and  is  a  good 
listener. 

*^  Mrs.  Arteveldt  seems  one  of  your  handsome,  silent 
sort,*'  says  a  gentleman,  to  Jess  Warren,  who  is  arrayed 
in  a  wonderful  garment  of  rose  color  —  bought  with  the 
price  of  Lenore's  wrong. 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  widow.  "  Dear  Lenore  is  always 
silent— of  late."    The  last  two  words  90U0  voce. 

At  almost  the  same  moment  Mrs.  and  Mr.  Durand  are 
turning  away,  after  having  proffered  late  congratulations 
to  the  bride  and  groom.  But  Miss  Annin  lingers  near 
Lenore  and  Clarence. 

^^  Aura  was  so  disappointed  at  finding  herself  unable 
to  come,"  she  says,  looking  up  at  Clarence  Arteveldt. 

^^  I  am  sorry  that  she  is  sick,"  replies  he.  ^^  Hope  it's 
not  serious." 

**  Serious  I  dear  me,  no  1 "  laughing  prettily.  "  Didn't 
you  understand  her  father?  Aura  is  not  sick.  She  has 
sprained  her  ankle." 

^^Ohl  a  sprain!  How  did  that  happen,  and 
when?" 

^^  Last  evening.  Miss  Durand  was  returning  from  the 
theater.  She  slipped  in  getting  from  the  carriage.  They 
had  to  carry  her  in." 
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Others  move  nearer,  and  Miss  Annin  tarns  xwaj.  As 
she  passes  Lenore,  the  latter  puts  out  her  hand. 

"  I  have  not  the  honor  of  Miss  Darand's  acqaaintanoe," 
she  says,  looking  Miss  Annin  straight  in  the  eje ;  "  nerer- 
theless  tall  her  that  I  trost  she  will  find  her  xT^vry  can  be 
amended — in  Hmt." 

MisB  Annin  bows,  and  then  moves  away,  ^rearing  a 
queer  look  upon  her  face, 

"  Ah,  Miss  Aura,"  she  thinks,  "  there  is  a  peculiar 
meaning  in  those  words,  or  I  am  not  good  at  guessing." 

"  Miss  Durand  is  not  here,"  said  a  lady  to  Clarence, 
*'  how  is  this,  Mr.  Aiteveldt  ?  " 

"Miss  Durand  has  sprained  her  ankle,"  replied  the 
bridegroom.  "  I  am  sorry  not  to  see  her  here ;  that  makes 
two  disappointments  for  me,  to-night.  M;  friend,  Bath- 
urst,  is  absent,  too.  You  remember  him,  Lenore,"  turn- 
ing toward  her  and  speaking  in  a  lower  voice — "  The 
detective." 

Carrie  Van  Buren  has  approached,  and,  unnotioed  by 
either,  stands  close  at  the  bride's  elbow.  She  hears  the 
low  spoken  words,  and  she  see  Lenore  Artereldt  start 
suddenly.  At  once  her  thoughts  fly  back  to  the  sunny 
afternoon  when  the  young  man  had  been  pointed  out  to 
Lenore,  while  crossing  Dearborn  street.    Without  making 
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her  proximity  known  she  silently  turns  avay  and  seeks 
ont  Jess  W&rren. 

"Clarence,"  says  the  bride,  a  moment  later,  leaning 
toward  him,  and  speaking  in  a  low  tone,  "  will  you  ar- 
range that  Mr.  Fordbam  shall  escort  Jess  Warren  and 
Miss  Van  Buren  to  the  sapper-room  ?  I  want  them  to  sit 
next  us." 

"But,  Lenore — " 

"  Don't  argue,  please.  Tou  are  in  your  own  boose. 
You  have  only  to  speak  to  Mr.  Fordbam ;  and  I  insist 
upon  it." 

"  Then,  of  course,  it  shall  be  so.  But  I  thought  you 
would  prefer  Kate  —  '* 

"  I  don't  prefer  Eate ;  she  is  best  off  with  your  mother. 
Go  now  and  find  Mr.  Fordham." 

Obedieatly,  yet  reluctantly,  be  leaves  her  aide  to  do 
her  bidding. 

The  guests  are  merry ;  the  bride  is  fair ;  the  groom 
triumphant.     The  moments  speed  by  on  golden  wings. 

At  last  comes  Uie  summons  to  the  bridal  feast.  The 
table  is  laden  with  delicate  and  costly  viands,  rare  exotics 
charm  the  senses  and  perfume  the  air;  fruits  of  every 
clime  are  heaped  about,  a  profusion  of  gorgeooa  color. 
There  is  the  glitter  of  rare  and  costly  plate  ;  the  sparkle 
of  clearest  crystal ;  wines  glowing  with  golden  and  ruby 


8HAD0WXD  BY  THBBB.  225 

fire,  are  flowing  freely  as  vater.  The  guests  are  very 
merty — thej  are  feasting,  jesttng,  laughing,  qnafiSng 
the  glowing  wine.  From  the  lower  end  of  the  table,  a 
gentleman  rises  np,  wineglass  in  hand,  it  is  Mr.  Hale, 
the  lawyer  and  friendly  adviser  of  the  elder  Mrs.  Arte- 
veldt. 

*'  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  a  toast,"  he  says.  "  Let  us 
fill  our  glasses  to  the  health,  long  life,  and  fature  happi- 
ness of  Mrs.  and  Mr.  Clarence  Aiteveldt." 

There  is  a  rustling,  a  murmur  of  approbation,  and  the 
guiglii^  of  wine  flowing  into  many  glasses — then —  a 
sudden  hush — and  startled  eyes  are  turned  toward  the 
upper  end  of  the  table.  The  bride  has  risen  to  her  feet; 
her  head  ia  thrown  back  defiantly  ;  her  face  is  as  colorleas 
as  the  whitest  ivory.  In  one  hand  she  holds  a  wine- 
glass, full  to  the  brim — the  other  she  extends  in  a  com- 
manding gesture.  "  Before  you  drink  that  toast,  hear 
me,"  she  says  in  full,  firm  tones.  "  Hear  how  Clarence 
Arteveldt  won  his  wife.  Before  yon  drink  to  him,  know 
of  what  he  is  capable, — know  that  I,  who  stand  before 
you  to-night  with  a  heart  filled  with  loathing  for  the  man 
whose  wife  I  am — was  entrapped  into  this  marriage.  All 
unfamiliar  with  the  city  and  its  wickedness,  I  was  led  by 
that  man,"  pointing  to  the  bridegroom,  "  and  these,  his 
ecwfederates,"    signifying    Mr.  Fordham  and  the  now 
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guilty-looking  women  on  either  side  of  him,  *^  into  a 
ffambUr^i  den.  Then  I  was  told  that  the  one  way  to  save 
myself  was,  by  becoming  the  wife  of  the  wretch  who 
had  thus  entrapped  me.  Otherwise  my  friends  should 
know  that  I  had  been  a  gambler's  guest,  and  my  honor 
would  thus  be  blackened.  Unknown  to  myself,  I  stood 
that  day  where  no  good  woman  ever  stood  before.  But 
there  behold  two  women  who  lured  me  into  that  place, 
with  their  own  eyes  open.  Two  women  who  were  not 
there  for  the  first  time,  nor  for  the  second.  On  them  let 
the  shame  fsdl  I  Thus  far  their  scheme  has  been  success- 
ful. Clarence  Arteveldt  will  hardly  slander  the  woman 
who  bears  his  name  and  has  been  the  chosen /rt^nd  of  his 
mother.  He  has  won  me  for  his  wife — but  his  wife  in 
name  only.  iKt  roof  can  never  shelter  me  I  I  would  die 
sooner  than  receive  aught  from  his  hand.  He  won  me  by 
fraud — ^but  he  can  hold  me  by  neither  fraud  nor  force  I 
Before  God,  I  swear  that  never  shall  bis  hand  touch  mine ! 
Never  will  I  hear  his  lips  call  me  wife  I  Never  shall  his 
eyes  look  upon  me  after  this  hour !  Clarence  Arteveldt, 
this  evening  has  seen  your  triumph — this  night,  and  all 
the  future,  shall  witness  mine.  When  to-morrow  comes 
let  then  your  friends  and  guests  say,  whether  or  no^  your 
wife  h<is  avenged  herself.** 

The  words  rush  from  her  lips  like  living  fire.    So 
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sadden,  so  unexpected  are  thej,  that  they  strike  every 
listener  dumb.  Clarence  Arteveldt  sits  like  a  man  of 
stone,  but  his  face  tells  its  own  guilt.  Not  one  who 
looks  upon  him  there  doubts  that  Lenore  has  spoken  the 
shameful  truth.  And  the  faces  of  Jess  and  her  confeder- 
ate, and  of  George  Fordham,  corroborate  her  story. 
Already  Lenore  is  avenged,  for  these  four  evil  ones  stand 
before  their  fellow-mortals  as  targets  for  derision  and 
scorn.  For  a  moment  the  stillness  is  death-like ;  then 
the  mother  of  Clarence  Arteveldt  faUs  forward  in  a 
swoon.  This  breaks  the  spell  of  silence,  and  stupefac- 
tion. They  turn  toward  Lenore,  but  the  place  where 
she  stood  is  vacant.  The  bride  has  disappeared.  They 
raise  the  lifeless  form  of  Mrs.  Arteveldt,  and  remove  it 
bom  the  scene  of  confusion ;  they  talk  in  low,  horror- 
stricken  tones.  Clarence  Arteveldt  is  the  last  to  come 
out  of  his  trance ;  blinded,  stunned  by  a  rush  of  strong 
emotions — ^fear,  rage,  bafSed  passion,  despair — ^he  reels 
like  a  drunken  man.  He  stands  alone,  this  wretched 
bridegroom.  The  numerous  friends  who  a  moment  since 
sat  at  his  board  and  quaffed  his  wine,  stand  aloof  now, 
and  favor  him  with  glances  of  curiosity  or  aversion ;  they 
are  all  against  him  to-night,  to-morrow, — ^when  it  will  be 
too  late, — ^they  will  talk  pityingly  of  him,  and  try  to  en- 
dow him  with  the  virtues  that  he  had  not.     All  aaronnd 
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the  board  see  the  full  glasses — filled  for  the  toast  destmed 
never  to  be  honored.  Clarence  Arteveldt  starts  forward 
and  drains  his  glass,  refills  it,  then  fills  it  again.  As  he 
drinks,  a  hand  falls  on  his  arm ;  he  turns.  It  is  his 
mother's  lawyer,  Mr.  Hale. 

"  What  is  to  be  done,  Arteveldt?  '*  he  asks,  in  a  dry, 
unfeeling  voice,  as  if  he  were  acting  from  a  sense  of  duty, 
not  sympathy.  ^'  Tour  mother  is  in  a  swoon,  shall  /act 
for  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  act,  for  God's  sake." 

^^Then  go  to  your  own  room,  and  leave  that  wine 
alone/' 

The  bridegroom  turns  away  with  an  angry  gesture,  and 
fills  and  drains  another  glass. 

** Stop,  man,"  cries  the  lawyer,  sternly.  "Don't  you 
see  that  you  are  damaging  yourself  still  more  in  the  eyes 
of  all  these  people  ?  Come  out  of  that  frenzy  and  tell 
where  your  wife  has  gone.  If  you  can  explain  this  thing 
to  your  own  credit,  for  mercy's  sake  do  so." 

Down  goes  the  wine  glass  with  a  crash,  it  lies  at  the 
feet  of  the  deserted  bridegroom,  shivered  to  atoms. 

"  Did  you  not  hear  her  ?  "  he  cries,  throwing  out  his 
hands  wildly,  "  why  look  for  her  ?  Neither  you  nor  I  will 
ever  find  her.  I  might  have  known  it,  I  might  have 
understood  her  better  I    I  was  a  blind  fool ;  she  has  ruined 
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me,  body  aocl  booI — I  have  lost  her ;  that  is  all.  that  I  care 
for  I  She  is  gone,  goru,  OONb  !  " 

The  last  word  ends  ia  a  despairing  shriek,  he  reels 
backward  and  falls,  striking  his  head  against  the  carved 
leg  of  his  own  dinii^-room  chair.  Then  Mr.  Hale 
assumes  command  of  ererything.  Presently  the  house  is 
quiet,  the  guests  are  gone.  A  physician  has  been  sum- 
moned, and  in  obedience  to  his  command,  Mrs.  Arteveldt 
is  removed  to  her  own  house ;  she  is  home  to  her  carriage, 
accompanied  by  the  terrified  Kate  Seaton. 

Clarence  Artevuldt  is  compelled  to  retire  to  bis  own 
room,  yes,  compelled,  —  the  darling  of  the  drawing-room, 
the  handsome,  the  wealthy,  the  weak-headed,  traitor- 
hearted  husband  of  an  hour,  is  half  mad.  Rage,  disap- 
poiotment  and  wine,  have  mastered  his  reason ;  for  the 
time,  at  least,  he  is  a  maniac  and  requires  a  keeper. 

At  last  they  are  all  gone,  the  doctor,  the  lawyer,  every 
one,  and  the  tired,  excited  servants  are  all  asleep.  In  the 
chamber  destined  for  the  bride,  Clarence  Arteveldt  lies, 
beside  him  a  weary  servant  aits  nodding.  Suddenly  the 
madman  starta  up. 

"  See  I "  he  cries,  with  eyes  distended,  "  she  is  coming, 
I  knew  she  would  finish  her  revenge  I  She  wants  to 
kill  me  now.  Drive  her  away,  John,  don't  let  her 
see  me  I      Here  I    oome   here  ;  see,    I    will  lay  myself 
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upon  her '  pillow, — that  may  moTe  her  pity.  Now  lower 
the  lights  down,  down,  lofver  yet^  her  eyes  gleam  so. 
There  now,  lower  the  curtains  and  lie  down  close  beside 
me ;  pull  the  satin  and  lace  about  you.  There.  Do  it^  I 
tell  you,  and  make  the  room  darker  yet  I  Now,  that  is 
better ;  give  me  some  more  wine,  John/* 

Obediently  the  tired  servant  moves  about,  doing  his 
bidding.  The  doctor  has  said  that  he  must  be  kept 
soothed  and  quiet.  He,  the  servant,  presents  the  weak 
wine,  containing  an  opiate,  and  then  lays  himself  down 
upon  the  bridal  bed.  With  his  own  hands  the  mad  bride- 
groom pulls  the  satin  and  lace  coverings  about  the 
shoulders  and  ears  of  the  servant,  then  he  settles  himself 
down,  saying,  ^^  There,  I  shall  sleep,  now." 
He  will  sleep  now;  yes,  a«  we  all  must  sleep— ohm. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

A  8TABTLIKG  ANNOUKOBMBNT. 

The  two  deteotives  had  spent  the  night  in  the  gam- 
bling-house, as  had  been  appointed  by  Jooelyn  in  his 
cypher  note  to  Neil  Bathurst.  All  night  long  they  had 
been  vigilant,  and  just  before  the  first  hint  of  dawn  was 
visible,  they  repaired  to  thQ  rooms  occupied  by  Bathurst, 
having  first  shadowed  two  of  the  suspected  counterfeiters 
to  tijeir  respective  lairs.  To  do  this  of  coarse  they  had 
found  it  necessaiy  to  separate,  and  when  Rob  Jocehn 
came  to  the  room  where  they  were  to  snatch  a  few  hours 
sleep,  he  found  his  friend  there  before  him. 

Bathurst  had  thrown  off  a  portion  of  his  clothing,  and 
was  abeady  in  a  state  of  semi-unconsciousness. 

^*Come  in  ahead,  did  you,  old  man?*'  said  cheery 
Jocelyn;  **you  look  fagged  out,  and  I  feel  so.  Let's 
defer  explanations  of  any  sort,  until  we  have  slept  a 
little."  They  had  been  unable  to  hold  much  intercourse 
during  the  night  just  past ;  and  each  was  in  ignorance 
concerning  the  doings  of  the  other,  since  that  night, 
weeks  ago,  which  they  had  passed  together  in  the  char- 
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acters  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robbing.  "  I  must  turn  oat  pretty 
early,  however,  Neil;  and  you  must  do  your  sleeping 
accordingly." 

With  this  he  flung  himself  down  beside  his  friend, 
and  soon  they  were  in  the  land  of  Nod.  Notwithstanding 
his  intention  of  rising  with  the  lark,  the  sun  was  high 
when  Bob  Jocalyn  awoke  that  morning.  Muttering 
something  rather  profane,  he  sprang  up  and  awakened 
his  friend. 

"  Come,  old  man,  this  won't  do  I  get  up  and  shake 
yourself  awake;  I'm  going  tq  smoke  the  first  thing,  and 
while  I  smoke,  do  you  talk.  We  must  out  it  short,  too, 
for  I  can't  lose  much  more  of  this  morning.  Here  goes 
then.    First,  how's  your  burglary  case  ?  " 

"  Pretty  well  —  for  the  bui^lar,"  replied  Neil,  rubbing 
his  eyes.  "  Deuce  take  the  burglar.  I  believe  he  went 
away  in  seven  le^ue  boots." 

"  Not  given  him  up,  old  man  ?  " 

*'  Never  a  bit.    He's  getting  some  rest,  however." 

"  And  Bradwardine  ?  " 

"Have  made  memoranda  of  everything  concerning 
him.    Got  time  to  look  at  them?" 

"Not  now.    Give  it  to  as  condensed." 

"  All  right.  After  all,  a  small  nut  shell  will  hold  the 
prime  futa.    As  thp  widow  O'Neil  I  am  still  in  favor 
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with  Mr.  J.  B.  I  have  done  »  great  deal  of  imagiaary 
looking  for  the  woman  who  stole  thoee  papers  —  she,  by 
the  by,  is  oonvaleacing  slowly  in  the  hospital  leoom- 
meoded  by  Dr.  Rice,  while  her  would-be  assassin  lan- 
guishes  in  the  jug.  I  have  had  several  converaationB 
with  her;  she  is  a  woman  to  be  pitied.  I  shall  see  that 
Hr.  J.  B.  does  not  get  his  hands  on  her.  Well  I  I  hare 
satisfied  myself  on  a  few  points.  First,  that  this  man, 
Brady,  as 'he  calls  himself,  it  Bradwardine  beyond  a 
doubt.  Second,  that  the  loss  of  those  papers  is  a  heavy 
blow  to  him.  Third,  that  he  is  an  unscrupulous  man, 
and  intent  upon  mischief  of  some  sort.  Fourth,  that  he 
is  playing  this  game,  whatever  it  is,  to  win  a  fortune; 
and  fifth,  that  he  has  visited  that  New  York  village  before 
you,  and  has  at  this  present  moment  a  private  inquirer 
searching  for  the  hiding  plao<t  of  the  mother  and 
child." 

**  Thanks,"  laughing  lazily,  "  I  found  out  that  last  for 
myself." 

"  Did  you  ?  "  exclaimed  Neil. 

"  Tes ;  they  have  both  been  in  Elm  Valley  before 
me,  Brady  and  the  *  tracker.*  Is  that  the  end  of  your 
budget?" 

"  Pretty  much." 

"Well,  you  have  not  done  badly  ;  but  as  he  may  at 
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any  time  get  news  from  his  private  inquirer,  one  or  the 
other  of  us  must  keep  an  eye  upon  Brady.'' 

"  Of  course." 

^^Well,  here  goes  for  *  Mistress  Bourne;'  the  Ekn 
Valleyites  declare  her  a  foreigner  —  we  knew  that  before, 
however ;  she  was  very  beautiful  and  very  sad ;  lived 
like  a  nun,  at  least  as  secluded,  and  seemed  to  have  plenty 
of  money  —  but  you  know  a  villager's  idea  of  plenty  of 
money  is  not  at  all  an  extravagant  one.  Nobody  knew 
where  they  came  from ;  nobody  knew  where  they  went. 
Opinions  in  regard  to  their  nationality  were  as  varied  as 
they  were  absurd.  The  child  was  then  small,  four  or  five 
years  of  age,  say,  and  must,  therefore,  be  now  a  young 
lady  of  twenty  or  thereabouts." 

**  Did  you  make  use  of  the  picture  ?" 

*^  No;  I  thought  it  best  to  satisfy  myself  by  inquiries. 
Making  allowance  for  the  time  that  must  have  elapsed 
since  the  taking  of  the  woman's  picture  and  the  settle- 
ment of  Mistress  Bourne  in  Elm  Valley,  the  description 
of  that  lady  tallies  exactly  with  the  picture.  I  think  the 
original  and  the  wanderer  are  the  same." 

''It  looks  like  it." 

Jooelyn  gave  a  terrific  yawn,  and  then  consulted  his 
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^It*8  time  for  me  to  move,"  he  said.  **  Inhere  will  I 
tee  yon  to-night,  Neil  ? '' 

**  Here.    I  am  quite  at  leisure  to-night/' 

**  All  right.  Will  you  look  after  Brady  this  after- 
noon ?  *• 

*^  Yes.  I  have  not  much  else  on  hand.  By  the  by, 
Rob,  you  spoiled  a  wedding  for  me  last  night." 

"Did  I?   Sorry  I    How  was  it?" 

**Tou  remember  Arteveldt  ?  " 

"  The  handsome  blood  that  you  introduced,  my  first 
day  in  Chicago  ?  " 

"  The  same.    He  was  married  last  night.'' 

**  Good  Lord.    I  pity  his  wife." 

*^  By  the  by,  he  married  one  of  those  *  pretty  girls '  he 
mentioned  that  day.  I  was  going  out  with  him,  you 
remember,  and  threw  over  the  engagement." 

"  I  remember." 

"  Well,  Arteveldt  met  hi»  fate  that  night,  and  because 
of  you,  old  man  I  was  not  present  at  that  meeting.  He 
nuirrted  her  last  night,  and  because  of  you,  again,  I  have 
not  yet  seen  the  fair  bride." 

**  Upon  my  word,  Neil,  I'm  sorry." 

**Well,  you  need  not  be.  I  was  not  over  anxious 
about  the  matter.  Arteveldt  seems  to  have  conceived  a 
great  liking  for  me,  the  Lord  only  knows  why.    He  would 
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haye  had  ma  onder  his  mother's  roof  all  the  time,  if  he 
could.  I  had  to  be  fussed  over  by  his  lady  mamma,  because 
of  the  little  service  I  happened  to  render  him  once.  If 
you  had  not  turned  up  I  should  have  been  at  the  wed- 
ding, if  only  to  please  Arteveldt.  I  had  a  sort  of  lop- 
sided liking  for  the  fellow,  although  he  was  not  just  of 
my  stripe." 

"  I  should  think  not." 

As  Jocelyn  said  this,  he  arose  to  prepare  himself  for 
departure. 

"  And,  by  the  way,  Neil,  don't  look  for  me  very  early 
to-night ;  I  may  take  another  spin  after  those  ^  shovers.' 
If  anything  keeps  me  later  than,  say  midnight,  will  man- 
age to  let  you  know,  however." 

**  All  right,  Rob  ;  if  you  really  won't  stay  any  longer, 
I  think  J  will  take  another  nap." 

As  soon  as  the  door  closed  behind  Jocelyn,  the  young 
detective  threw  himself  down  with  a  yawn.  "Now  for 
another  snooze/'  he  murmured  contentedly. 

Scarcely  were  the  words  off  his  lips  before  there  came 
to  his  ears  the  sound  of  hurried  steps  outside,  and  in  a 
moment,  a  hasty  knock  upon  his  door. 

"  Who's  there  ?  "  called  he,  rising  quickly. 

"Mrs.  Arteveldt's  coachman,"  replied  an  agitated 
voice ;  "  open,  sir,  for  Ood's  sake  I " 
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Hurriedly  Bathunt  nnlocked  and  opened  the  door, 
and  the  messenger,  pale  and  breathless,  fairly  reeled  into 
the  room. 

**Come  quick,  sir,"  he  gasped,  without  waiting  to 
recover  his  breath.  **  She  won't  leave  off  screaming  until 
you  do  I    Come  quick  I " 

"  Who  won't,  Peter  ?  "  asked  Bathurst,  who  instantly 
comprehended  that  something  unusual  had  occurred. 
"  Who  wants  me  ?  " 

**  She^  sir  I "  panted  the  man.    **  Missus  Arteveldt." 

Bathurst  seized  the  man  by  the  arm  with  a  firm  grip, 
and  pushing  him  toward  a  chair,  said,  with  some  stern- 
ness: 

^^  Sit  down,  and  take  breath  —  there,"  —  as  the 
man  obeyed  him.  **Now  then,  talk  rationally  I  What 
has  happened?" 

**Iwill,  sir;  but  you  must  come  straight  —  Missus 
moans  for  you  every  breath  —  it's  awful,  sir.  They 
came  for  us  an  hour  ago.  And  when  she  got  there  and 
saw  it  —  oh,  but  she  did  go  mad.  *  Send  for  Neil  Bath- 
urst,' she  cries,  ^ he  will  find  who  did  it! '  To  think  of  it 
at  such  a  time  I  And  the  first  thing  she  thinks  of  is 
revenge  I " 

^  Revenge  I    Man,  what  do  you  mean?  " 
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,«« What  I  saj.  She  will  have  the  life  of  that  beaati- 
fdl  oreatnre.    She  wants  jfou  to  find  her/' 

Neil  Bathurst  sprang  toward  the  man  and  shook  him 
fiercely.  **  There,  you  old  fool,'*  he  cried,  angrily,  and 
without  letting  go  his  hold,  *^  stop  ranting,  and  tell  me 
the  exact  truth,  what  hat  happened^  and  none  of  ffour 
extras.'' 

*^  Lord,  I  thought  you  wnder&tood  !  "  howled  the  man, 
his  teeth  rattling  like  castanets.  ^*  This  has  happened : 
Mr.  Clarence  ha»  been  murdered  on  hie  ioedding  nighty  and 

wife  hae  run  awajfl 


>» 
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CHAPTER  XVm. 


A  8T&AKOB  DSATH  BLOW. 


Neil  Bathurst  released  his  hold  so  suddenly  that  the 
man  tumbled  from  his  chair  to  the  floor. 

"  Good  God  I "  he  cried ;  "  can  this  be  true  ?  " 

^^  Yes,  yes ;  true  as  truth,  sir/'  replied  the  man,  gath- 
ering himself  up  with  sudden  alacrity.  *^  Don't  fly  at  me 
again,  sur." 

This  request  was  quite  unnecessary.  The  detective 
was  darting  about  the  room,  completing  his  toilet,  with 
the  rapidity  that  becomes  second  nature  to  men  trained  to 
be  prepared  always   for  emergencies. 

**  Start  straight  back,  Peter,"  he  said,  without  pausing 
in  his  work ;  ^^  it's  useless  for  you  to  try  to  return  with 
me,  your  wind  is  too  short ;  I  shall  be  at  the  house  before 
you.    Stay,  where  is  it —  which  house  ?  '* 

"The  new  one,  sir.'* 

^  Good.  Now^  then,  out  with  you,  Peter ;  I  am  ready 
to  go.'' 

In  another  instant  they  were  outside,  and  the  detec- 
tiret  without  casting  so  much  as  a  glance  at  Peter, 
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hurried  svay,  and  io  a  Irice  was  out  of  the  old  man*! 
sight.  Some  twenty  nuDutes  later  and  he  stood  surrey- 
ing  the  wreck  of  the  bridal  feast,  while  Peter  was  still 
twenty  mioutes  distant. 

Almost  at  the  moment  of  the  detective's  appearance 
on  the  scene,  Mr.  Hale  had  arrived,  and  pausing  helow  _ 
for  just  a  word,  the  two  ascended  the  staira  and  entered, 
the  room  of  horror.  It  was  guarded  by  two  policemen, 
and  as  Neil  Bathurat  appeared  upon  the  threshold  a 
piercing  shriek  rang  through  the  room,  and  the  mother  of 
the  murdered  man  rushed  forward  and  flung  herself  upon 

" Find  her  I  "  she  cried,  wildly.  "Find  her,  and  let 
ns  kill  her  as  she  killed  liim !  You  can  I  Se  said  so  I 
He  said  you  were  brave  and  wise  I  " 

Like  a  flash  there  came  to  the  remembrance  of  Neil 
Bathurst  some  words  spoken  by  Clarence  Arteveldt  one 
day  when  they  sat  together  at  his  mother's  table. 
"  Mother,  if  ever  the  time  comes  when  you  need  the  help 
of  a  detective,  remember,  Bathurst  is  the  uau  to  trust. 
What  he  can't  accomplish,  is  impossible."  They  bad 
laughed  at  the  words  then.  But  now  the  frenzied  mother 
had  conceived  the  idea  that  Neil  Bathurst  could  somehow 
right  this  wrong;  that  nothing  must  be  done  without 
him.    The  man  who  had  been  deemed  so  wise  and  all 
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powerfdl  by  her  son,  became  endowed  with  snperhnmaii 
capabilities,  in  the  eyes  of  the  mother.  Neil  Bathnrst 
was  quick  to  comprehend  this,  and  to  understand  that, 
because  of  it,  he  could  have  a  strong  influence  upon  the 
firantic  woman. 

**  I  will  find  her,  Mrs.  Arteveldt,"  he  said,  in  a  low, 
firm  tone,  and  without  in  the  least  comprehending  her 
full  meaning.  **  If  you  will  aid  me  by  doing  as  I  wish,  I 
will  be  your  helper.'* 

"  I  will— I  will !  •• 

As  she  spoke,  her  head  fell  back,  and  Neil  caught  her 
in  his  arms.  For  the  first  time  during  that  horrible  hour 
she  had  passed  in  the  presence  of  her  murdered  son,  she 
had£Ednted. 

^  That's  a  mercy,"  said  a  little  gray-faced  man,  com- 
ing forward.  **  It  may  be  the  saving  of  her  reason ;  let's 
remove  her  to  another  room,  quick." 

They  lifted  her  tenderly  and  bore  her  from  the  room,, 
followed  by  Kate  Seaton,  and  a  female  servant  who  had 
stood  trembling  in  the  background. 

^*I  will  return  shortly,  gentleman,"  said  Doctor 
Worthing,  the  little  gray  man ;  and  then  the  lawyer  and 
Neil  were  left  with  the  two  policemen,  and  the  deadr 
Without  addressing  a  word  to  them,  Neil  Bathurst  step*^ 
ped  softly  to  the  bedside  and  pulled  back  the  silken  cur- 
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tains.  Clarence  Arteveldt  was  lying  upon  his  side,  with 
his  tAoe  turned  away  from  the  gazer;  the  eyes  were 
closed,  the  features  calm,  the  attitude  that  of  repose. 
One  hand  was  underneath  the  head,  the  slender  fingers 
thrust  in  among  the  rings  of  dark  hair ;  it  was  his  usaal 
attitude  when  sleeping.  Thus  he  had  slumbered  in  boy- 
hood, when  his  heart  was  free  from  the  guileful  passions, 
the  deceitful  and  treacherous  impulses  that  had  woven 
for  him  his  doom.  Thus  he  had  slept,  when,  in  later 
years,  his  dreams  had  been  of  fair  ladies,  of  past  carous- 
als, of  the  madness  of  the  gaming  table,  and  his  cheeks 
had  been  flushed  with  wine.  Thus,  now,  he  was  sleeping 
the  sleep  of  death.  The  attitude  was  that  of  repose,  but 
the  face  was  not  the  face  of  a  sleeper.  There  was  that 
awfol  blueish  tinge  about  the  mouth,  and  just  back  of  the 
temple  a  single  clot  of  blood.  The  detective  bent  down 
and  looked  closely  at  this,  and  then  recoiled  with  a  cry 
of  horror.  That  clot  of  blood  marked  the  smallest  of 
wounds,  where  some  sharp,  slender  instrument  had  been 
driven  deep,  penetrating  to  the  brain. 

The  lawyer,  in  his  turn,  bent  above  the  body,  and 
then  the  four  men  looked  at  each  other  in  silence.  Mr. 
Hale  had  been  hastily  summoned  and  knew  as  little  as 
did  the  detective  concerning  the  tragedy. 

At  length  one  of  the  policemen  spoke. 


8HAD0WBD  BY  THBSB.  247 

*^  You  are  Neil  Bathurst,  the  detective  ? "  he  asked, 
taming  toward  that  young  man,  who  nodded  silently. 

*^  Then  you  will  be  prime  mover  here ;  she,  the  old 
lady,  has  been  taking  on  fearfully  about  you ;  she  expects 
you  to  find  the  party  that  did  this.'* 

Even  there  the  detective  could  feel  annoyed ;  he  had 
held  himself,  as  much  as  possible,  aloof  from  the  mem- 
bers of  the  police  force,  and  few  of  them  knew  him,  save 
by  name.  **  Bathurst,  the  detective,"  was  often  enough 
discussed  at  police  headquarters,  but  he  had  scrupu- 
lously avoided  giving  them  a  sight  of  his  face.  The 
detective  of  fiction  may  stalk  through  the  streets  known 
of  all  men.  The  skillful  and  useful  detective  of  reality, 
conceals  his  identity  as  much  as  may  be ;  knowing  that 
to  court  publicity  is  to  become  a  marked  man,  and  to 
cripple  his  chances  of  success  among  the  people,  with 
whom  he  must  necessarily  deal  ^Mncog."  He  foresaw 
for  himself  a  little  too  much  publicity  in  this  present 
case.  But  it  was  too  late  to  amend  that  now.  .  So  after 
a  moment's  pause,  he  asked, 

**  Is  any  one  suspected  ?  " 

^^Suipeeted!  I  should  think  so;  why,  it's  a  clear 
case,"  replied  the  officer. 

^  Who  is  it  then,  if  the  matter  is  certain  ?  '* 
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**  I  reckon  it's  certain  enough,  she  ran  away  last  night, 
and  can't  be  found/' 

"  What !  "  turning  upon  the  man  quickly ;  "  do  you 
mean  hu  wife  t " 

"  That's  what  I  mean." 

At  this  moment  the  little  doctor  bustled  in. 

^^  I  take  it  that  you  are  the  detectlTe,  sir,"  he  said, 
going  straight  up  to  Bathurst* 

«  Yes." 

*^  Then  I  must  tell  you  that  much  depends  on  you. 
Whatever  you  think,  pray  exert  as  soothing  an  influence 
as  possible  upon  Mrs.  Arteveldt,  she  has  unbounded  faith 
in  you,  and  her  grief  has  all  turned  into  the  not  uncom- 
mon channel  of  revenge.  If  you  do  not  assure  her  that 
you  will  find  the  murderess,  and  keep  her  assured  of  it, 
she  may  lose  life  or  reason.  On  this  subject  she  is  aU 
ready  a  monomaniac." 

The  little  doctor  paused  as  abruptly  as  he  had  begun, 
and  then  the  detective,  who  had  listened  soberly,  turned 
toward  Mr.  Hale. 

**If  I  understood  the  servant  aright,  you  are  Mrs. 
Arteveldt's  lawyer,  sir  ?  " 

**  Yes,  sir,  I  am  her  lawyer ;  my  name  is  Hale,"  re- 
plied Mrs.  Arteveldt's  adviser,  gravely. 

^Then  you  are  the  one  to  take  the  lead  here;  all 
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that  eomes  wiihin  the  scope  of  my  profession  I  will 
readily  undertake,  both  for  his  mother's  sake/*  motion- 
ing toward  the  bed,  ^^  and  for  his  own.  What  is  known 
about  this  terrible  affiEur?"  turning  again  toward  the 
officers. 

*^Not  much,'*  replied  the  spokesman,  **  except  that 
all  the  senrants  and  the  rest  agree  that  his  wife  killed 
him.  There  was  some  sort  of  a  scene  here  last  night  be- 
fore all  the  wedding  guests,  and  in  the  excitement  the 
bride  disappeared.  He,"  jerking  his  thumb  toward  the 
bed,  *^  drank  heavily  and  went  sort  of  wild.  He  made 
one  of  the  servants  lie  down  beside  him,  and  when  the 
fellow  awoke  this  morning,  his  master  lay  just  as  he  does 
now." 

The  detective  pondered  a  moment  and  then  asked, 
** Has  the  coroner  been  summoned?" 

**  Yes,"  replied  Doctor  Worthing ;  "  I  sent  for  him  just 
before  you  two  arrived." 

^*Has  anything  been  moved  or  disturbed  in  this 
room?  "  turning  to  the  policeman. 

^*  No,  sir,"  replied  the  man ;  *^  I  have  looked  out  for 
that." 

**Then,  gentlemen,  let  us  go  into  the  next  room;  rather 

do  you  go,  while  I  make  a  minute  examination  here, 

care  to  disturb  nothing.    Then  we  will  try  and 
II* 
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arrangfl  our  ideas  concerDing  this  mystery ;  for  it  looks  a 
mystery  to  me.  We  can  do  little  more  than  this  until 
after  the  inquest." 

"I  think  I  can  give  our  ideas  the  right  impetus,"  said 
Mr.  Hale,  as  they  turned  to  leave  the  room  in  accordance 
with  the  request  of  the  detective.  "  I  was  a  witness  to 
the  strange  scene  of  last  night." 

Bathurst  nodded,  and  the  four  men  filed  from  the 
room.  Left  alone,  the  detective  examined  everything 
within  the  room  with  the  utmost  care — hut  all  to  no 
purpose.  There  was  not  the  slightest  trace  of  anything 
that  might  be  taken  as  a  cine  upon  which  to  work,  no 
sign  to  indicate  how  the  destroyer  entered  that  room  or 
departed  from  it.  Standing  beside  the  bed,  he  again 
gazed  down  upon  the  corpse. 

"  Arteveldt's  wife  was  supposed  to  be  merely  a  beauti- 
ful village  girl,"  he  mused,  half  aloud.  "If  this  is  true, 
she  never  struck  that  blow.  No  inexperienced  band  could 
make  its  aim  so  unerring  and  deadly."  So  saying,  he 
turned  and  went  softly  out  from  the  chamber  of  death. 

On  the  threshold  hb  met  Kate  Seaton. 

**  Will  you  please  come  to  Mrs.  Arteveldt,  sir,*'  she 
Bald,  with  a  half  sob.  "  We  can  do  nothing  with  her,  her 
nerves  are  in  s  moat  unnatural  state.  Pray  use  youi  will 
to  quiet  her." 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

THB    COOOHER's    VBBDIOT. 


That  was  a  long,  sad,  wearisome  day  for  the  yonng 
detective.  For  two  long  honrs  he  sat  beside  the  couoh 
of  Mrs.  Arteveldt,  holding  her  hands,  listening  to  her 
moana  of  anguish,  that  were  alternated  with  fierce  ont- 
ories  for  yengeance  upon  her  son's  mnrderer,  soothing, 
persuading,  and  finally,  controlling.  At  last,  having 
obtained  from  her  a  promise  that  she  would  remain  quiet, 
and  obey  the  doctor's  orders,  he  arose  to  leave  her. 

"Remember,"  he  said,  as  he  stood  beside  the  couoh, 
**how  necessary  it  is  that  yoa  recover  perfect  self-control. 
If  I  go  oat  upon  this  search  you  must  he  able  to  receive 
and  onderstaad  my  reports ;  remember,  I  am  serving 
under  you.  With  the  aasistance  of  yonr  lawyer,  you 
should  be  able  to  help  me  by  youi  advice  and  council 
This  is  j/oar  search ;  yoa  must  not  be  wantiDg  in  strength 
to  carry  it  on." 

It  was  wonderful  the  effect  his  words  bad  upon  her. 
Wonderful  to  see  the  confidence  she  repobod  in  him. 
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during  this  terrible  trial.  No  other  Toice  could  calm  her, 
no  one  else  influence  her  in  the  least. 

*^I  will  be  strong.  I  will  not  give  up  until  ihe  is 
found,"  she  said.  **'  Tell  the  doctor  I  will  ta^e .  what  he 
pleases  to  give." 

This  was  indeed  a  concession,  and  Kate  hastily  sum- 
moned Doctor  Worthing. 

The  detectiye  now  joined  the  lawyer,  and  from  his 

lips  obtained  a  concise  account  of  the  scene  of  the  previa 

ous  night.  He  listened  in  silence,  and  at  the  end  of  the 
narration  asked, 

^^  Will  you  tell  me  your  exact  impression  at  the  time, 
Mr.  Hale  ?  When  the  bride  was  delivering  her  strange 
address,  how  did  you  feel  toward  her  ?  " 

*^To  be  honest,  I  felt  as  though  she  were  speaking 
the  truth,  and  I  think  this  feeling  was  general ;  in  fact  the 
countenance  of  the  man,  now  dead,  told  its  own  story.  I 
don't  think  any  one  doubted  that  he  had  dealt  unfairly 
by  her." 

Bathurst  pondered  in  silence  for  a  moment,  and  then 
said,  ^^  You  are  a  lawyer.  You  understand  human  nature. 
Do  you  think  this  theory  of  the  murder  is  the  right  one  ?  " 

^^  I  don't  see  grounds  for  a  different  or  a  better  one. 
The  evidence  is  all  against  her." 

^  The  evidence ;  yes,  circumstantial  evidence.'* 
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"  Tme.  And  jet —  her  own  words  would  ooonot  her. 
Toa  most  consider,  she  had  matured  her  pl&ns,  weeks  in 
advance,  perhaps ;  see  how  suddenly  and  effectually  she 
has  disappeared.  This  thirst  for  roTeoge  must  bare  he- 
come  a  monomania  with  her." 

"It  is  possible." 

*'Bnt — ^yon  think  it  improbable?" 

"No.  It  is  the  most  probable  of  theories,  and  yet — 
I  should  be  bnt  a  poor  deteotiTe,  did  I  allow  myself  to 
jump  at  once  to  the  most  probable  conclusion.  While 
there  is  room  for  a  doubt,  there  is  room  for  search  in 
other  directions.  I  have  seen  men  pursued,  whose  guilt 
looked  still  more  probable,  and  because  the  easiest  theory 
was  adopted  by.  all,  the  aotaal  orimiDal  has  escaped." 

"  Upon  my  word,  youag  man,  you  are  a  souod  reasoner. 
Blay  I  be  allowed  to  ask,  what  you  intend  to  do  ?  " 

**  Assuredly.  I  shall  do  nothing  until  the  faroe  — beg 
pardon,  I  mean  the  inquest,  is  over.  After  that,  you 
being  Mrs.  Arteveldt's  adviser,  will  of  course,  examine 
my  reports,  and  be  fully  aware  of  my  movementa." 

The  lawyer  made  no  answer,  and  appeared  lost  in 
thought.  Presently  the  detective  walked  across  the 
room,  and,  throwing  himself  down  upon  a  couch,  re- 
viewed in  his  mind  all  that  he  had  ever  heard  of  Lenore 
Arteveldt   After  all,  it  was  very  little.    He  had  gathered 
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from  the  raVings  of  'Ntis.  Arteveldt  some  idea  of  the  first 
visit  paid  by  that  lady  to  Lenore,  and  of  the  effort  made 
to  induce  the  girl  to  renounce  Clarence.  If^he  could 
only  get  a  fair,  unprejudiced  account  of  that  interview ! 
But  that  was  impossible,  at  least  for  the  present. 

*^  It  seems  as  if  Fate  had  been  against  my  meeting 
that  girl,"  he  mused.  ^^  If  I  could  have  seen  her,  I 
should  know  how  to  judge  her,  perhaps.  It's  a  match 
for  Jocelyn's  murder  case ;  only  I  have  not  the  advan- 
tage of  the  painted  eye.  Well,  I  must  await  the  result 
of  the  inquest ;  then,  if  the  destroyer  of  Clarence  Arte- 
veldt is  to  be  found,  I  will  hunt  down  her  or  him,  as  the 
case  may  be." 

The  inquest  was  of  short  duration  ;  the  evidence  was 
unimpeachable  and  to  the  point,  the  jury  unanimous  in 
their  decision.  Mr.  Hale  and  several  others  testified  as 
to  the  supper-table  scene,  and  there  was  not  the  slightest 
variation  in  their  testimony.  One  after  another  they 
repeated  the  criminating  words  of  the  wronged  bride : 
^^  This  evening  has  witnessed  t/our  triumph ;  to-night  and 
all  the  future  shall  witness  mine.  When  to-morrow  daumtj 
let  these  your  friends  and  guests  say  whether  or  no  your 
wife  has  avenged  herself.''^ 

John  Riley,  the  body  servant  of  the  murdered  man, 
described  the  scene  in  the  bridal  chamber,  told  how  the 
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victim  had  lared  of  his  wife,  how  he  had  declared  that 
she  wanted  to  murder  him,  how  he  had  laid  down  upon 
the  bride's  pillow,  commanded  the  lights  lowered  and  the 
curtains  drawn  close,  and  then  compelled  him  (John)  to 
lie  down  beside  him;  how  Clarence  had  covered  him 
carefully  and  then  laid  himself  down,  saying,  ^^  I  shall 
sleep  now.*'  "  After  that,"  testified  John,  "  I  fell  asleep 
—  I  didn't  mean  to,  but  he  had  been  fidgety  all  day,  and 
I  had  been  unusuaUy  worked ;  besides,  it  was  long  after 
midnight.  I  had  not  intended  lying  down,  and  the  door 
was  not  locked.  I  didn't  know  any  more  until  some  one 
shook  me  and  spoke  in  my  ear.  When  I  opened  my  eyes, 
Philip,  the  footman,  was  standing  over  me..  He  had 
promised  to  come  in  and  relieve  me  before  daylight,  but 
he  had  gone  to  sleep,  and  overslept,  too.  I  jumped  up 
then,  and  drew  back  the  curtains  to  take  a  look  at  my 

master Gentlemen,  he  lay  then  just  as  you  see  him 

now,  cold  and  dead.  I  don't  remember  any  more,  gentle- 
men —  the  thought  that  I  had  been  lying  there  beside  a 
corpse  came  over  me  like  a  flash ;  I  sickened,  and  fell- 
down  in  a  faint." 

The  testimony  of  Philip,  the  footman,  corroborated 
that  of  John  Riley*  Philip  seemed  to  be  a  man  of  some 
aerve  and  sense. 

^I  was  so  shocked,"  he  said,  **that  for  a  full  five 
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minates  I  never  stirred  foot  or  hand ;  then  I  sort  of  came 
to  my  senses  and  dragged  John  out  into  the  hall,  where  I 
doused  him  with  water,  and  left  him  lying  there,  while 
I  ran  to  arouse  all  the  servants.  I  sent  one  for  police- 
men, and,  when  they  came,  put  two  in  thb  room ;  then  I 
went  for  the  doctor  and  Mr.  Hale.  If  it  hadn't  been  that 
I  had  served  in  Mrs.  Arteveldt's  house,  I  should  not  have 
known  what  to  do  or  who  to  send  after.  I  sent  the 
coachman  for  the  doctor  and  lawyer,  and  then  I  shook 
John  into  his  senses,  and  sent  him  for  Mrs.  Arteveldt. 
You  may  say  that  was  wrong,  but  I  knew  that  she  would 
never  forgive  any  of  us  if  we  took  a  single  step  before 
sending  for  her.  I  made  the  women  servants  keep  down 
stairs,  and  kept  everybody  out  of  the  house  except  the 
police.  When  Mrs.  Arteveldt  came,  I  obeyed  her,  and 
sent  for  Mr.  Bathurst.  .1  sent  her  coachman,  and  the  old 
fool  ran  away  on  foot  when  he  might  have  gone  with  the 
carriage  in  half  the  time." 

After  receiving  all  the  testimony,  the  jury  consulted 
for  a  short  time,  and  then  returned  the  verdict,  fully 
expected  by  Bathurst :  Deceased  had  met  his  deatli  ^^  at 
the  hands  of  his  wife,  Lenore  Armyn  Arteveldt." 

^^  There,"  he  muttered,  when  at  last  the  unpleasant 
ceremony  was  done,  and  the  last  juryman  had  vacated 
the  premises.    **  Now  I  can  begin." 
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He  began  by  dropping  his  head  upon  his  hands  and 
sitting  thus  for  nearly  an  hour.  Then  he  roused  himself 
and  drew  forth  a  note-book,  in  which  he  made  several 
entries.  This  done,  he  went  down  to  the  library  and 
summoned  a  servant.  Philip,  the  footman,  answered 
his  ring. 

^^  Come  in  Philip,*'  he  said,  afEably.  *^  Tou  are  a 
shrewd  fellow.    I  want  to  ask  you  a  question  or  two." 

Philip  bowed  like  a  courtier  and  stood  ^^  at  ease." 

^^  I  want  you  to  describe  to  me  this  runaway  bride. 
Can  you  tell  me  how  she  looked?  I  have  never  seen 
her." 

**  She  looked  like  a  picture,  sir,"  replied  Philip,  with 
animation.  ^^  One  wouldn't  ever  suspect  her  of  killing 
any  one — at  least  not  if  they  didn't  see  her  as  she  looked 
tJuit  night.  Then  her  eyes  blazed  enough  to  stab  you 
through  and  through,  and  §he  looked  as  if  she  could  be 
aCraid  of  notliing.  She  was  shortish,  sir,  and  walked 
sort  of  graceful  and  swinging,  but  awful  proud ;  stepped 
as  if  the  ground  was  not  quite  good  enough.  The  first 
time  I  saw  her  she  made  me  think  of  a  story  I  read  some- 
where, about  some  great  man  spreading  down  his  cloak 
for  some  queen  to  walk  over.  Well,  the  walked  as  if  she 
had  been  used  to  stepping  on  great  men's  oloaks  all  her 
life.    She  didn't  have  much  color,  only  in  her  lips,  and 
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they  were  as  red  as  could  be,  and  just  like  a  bow.  Her 
hair  was  all  full  of  ripples,  and  was  a  kind  of  yellowish- 
red,  and  her  eyes  looked  almost  yellow  too,  sometimes ; 
dear,  you  know,  like  Mrs.  Arteveldt's  old  amber  wine. 
I  am  afraid  I  have  not  done  her  justice,  sir.  She  was  a 
regular  beauty,  and  no  mistake." 

The  detectlTe  ooold  scarcely  suppress  a  smile  as  he 
listened  to  this  unique  description. 

^^  Thank  you,  Philip,"  he  said,  making  an  entry  in 
his  note  book.  ^^  Now  then,  who  was  the  first  to  connect 
this  lady  with  her  husband's  death  ?  " 

^*  Why,  sir,  now  I  think  of  it,  nobody  thought  about 
who  did  it,  until  Mrs.  Arteveldt  came.  She  knew  in  an 
instant,  and  we  all  wondered  at  our  stupidity  in  not 
thinking  of  it  ourselves." 

^^  To  be  sure/'  said  the  detective,  with  a  queer  into- 
nation; ^^  can  you  tell  me  precisely  what  your  first  thought 
was,  when  Mrs.  Arteveldt  accused  her  son's  wife  of  the 
murder." 

^*  Why,  sir,  as  true  as  I  live,  I  was  shocked  just,  for  a 
minute.  Then  I  saw  the  sense  of  the  thing.  It  was  no 
burglar,  for  nothing  was  stolen." 

**  Nothing  was  stolen,  eh  ?  Well  now,  Philip,  you 
may  send  John  Riley  here." 

Philip  bowed  himself  oat»  and  presently  John  Riley 
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approached.  The  same  questions  were  put  to  him,  and 
after  him,  to  eveiy  senrant  in  the  house,  in  turn.  As  he 
dismissed  them  he  charged  each  one  to  say  nothing  of  his 
business  with  them,  and  then  he  sent  to  ask  if 
Miss  Kate  Seaton  could  grant  him  an  interview. 
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In  a  yeiy  short  time  the  door  again  opened,  and  Miss 
Seaton  herself  entered  the  room. 

^^  I  am  so  glad  you  sent  for  me,  Mr.  Bathurst/*  she  said, 
coming  straight  toward  him.  ^^  Mrs.  Arteveldt  is  sleep- 
ing now,  under  the  influence  of  Doctor  Worthing's 
opiates.  But  when  she  wakens,  I  fancy  it  will  be  difficult 
for  you  to  hold  interviews  with  anyone,  except  in  her 
presence.  She  has  become  possessed  of  the  idea  that  she 
must  have  a  hand  in  every  thing,  and  —  I  wanted  to  talk 
with  you  alone." 

^^  I  suppose  you  have  me  to  thank  for  inspiring  Mrs. 
Arteveldt  with  the  idea  that  her  aid  is  indispensable," 
replied  the  detective,  bringing  forward  a  chair,  which  she 
promptly  accepted.  ^^  She  must  have  something  to  keep 
her  from  going  quite  mad.  Miss  Seaton  I "  this  with  sud- 
den surprise,  ^^good  heavens,  how  pale  you  look." 

*^  I  have  not  closed  my  eyes  since  Lenore's  strange 
flight,  sir." 

^  What  I  yoa  passed  a  Bleepleas  night,  and  ever  since 
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have  been  bj  that  poor  woman,  and  in  this  honse  of  hor- 
ror. Yon  will  certainly  be  ill."  He  arose  qnickly  and 
rang  the  bell.  **  Bring  some  wine  for  Miss  Seaton,"  he 
said,  to  the  prompt  Philip. 

The  wine  was  brought,  and  Miss  Seaton  drank  it 
without  so  much  as  the  ceremony  of  an  objection. 

"  Now  we  will  talk,"  said  the  detective,  seating  him- 
self near  her.  **  I  want  a  little  help  from  you,  Miss 
Seaton." 

The  girl  looked  startled. 

"  Not — to  hunt  down  Lenore  ?  "  she  almost  gasped. 

**  Not  to  hunt  her  down.  You  were  her  friend,  I  am 
told?" 

*^  I  am  her  friend,  Mr.  Bathurst.  I  wanted  to  talk 
with  you  about  Lenore  —  and,  that  shameful  coroner's 
verdict.  I  want  you  to  believe  that  Lenore  Armyn  is  no 
murderess." 

*^  What  I  In  the  face  of  all  the  evidence  ?  Do  you 
believe  her  innocent  ?  " 

**  In  the  face  of  all  the  evidence  I  In  the  face  of 
everything.    J  do.'"  said  Kate,  excitedly. 

**But — ^what  of  her  words  of  last  night.  Miss  Seaton  ?" 

**  Her  words  I  I  believe  now  that  Lenore  fully  inten-^ 
ded  to  run  away  on  her  bridal  night.  I  believe  that  was 
the  revenge  she  had  planned,  and  that  she  alluded  to. 
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Kow,  when  it  is  too  late,  I  can  recall  many  things  that 
abould  have  sToosed  my  suspicions;  but  I  tell  you,  that  if 
Lenoro  is  alive  to-night,  she  is  as  ignorant  of  the  tmth 
concerning  this  murder,  as  you  or  I." 

*'  If  she  is  alive  1  You  don't  think  she  would  take  her 
own  life  ?  '* 

"  I  don't  know.  I  can  see  now  bow  worthless  life 
most  have  seemed  to  her.  1  ona  conceive  how  she  might 
throw  away  her  own  existence,  but  not  that  she  oould 
rob  another  of  his." 

"  That  is  to  say  yon  can  imagine  yourself  noder  similar 
ciroumstanoes,  taking  refuge  in  a  suicide's  grave.  Women 
invariably  judge  others  of  their  own  sez,  by  themselves." 

Kate  Seaton  colored. 

"  I  have  not  been  able  to  gain  much  of  an  idea  of  Mrs. 
Lenore  Arteveldt,"  went  on  the  detective,  "but  from 
what  I  have  heard  I  should  say  that  she  was  not  the  per- 
son to  destroy  herself;"  then  in  a  lower  and  moreeamest 
tone,  **  Miss  Seaton,  I  sent  for  you  this  evening  to  ask 
for  information  concerning  her.  I  was  not  aw.ire  that 
yon  was  so  firmly  her  friend,  or  that  you  doubted  her  guilt. 
As  for  me,  my  first  task  is  to  find  her,  my  next  to  prove 
her  guilty  or  innocent.  Rest  assured  that  if  she  be  inno- 
cent  she  shall  never  suffer  at  my  bands.  I  want  to  get  a 
correct  idea  of  her,  and  depend  on  your  memory  to  aid 
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in«.  Will  yoa  tell  me,  ae  briefly  as  jou  can,  all  that  you 
can  recall  of  your  friend  since  first  you  knew  her." 

*'  Tes,"  replied  she,  "  for  by  eo  doing  I  sliall  help,  not 
damage  her  cause.'* 

Beginning  at  the  time  vhen  she  had  first  known 
Lenore,  at  the  young  ladies'  school,  Kate  related  reminis- 
cence after  reminiscence  of  the  beautiful  fugitive ;  told 
of  her  beauty,  her  brilliancy,  her  wit,  her  affiectionatenesB, 
her  impulsive  generosity.  She  dwelt  upon  Lenore 's  fierce 
hatred  of  shame  and  deceit,  of  trickery,  treachery,  and  all 
manner  of  petty  meanness ;  told  how  she  was  ever  the 
champion  of  the  right,  and  the  oppressed,  of  the  weak, 
and  those  mentally  deficient.  Suddenly  she  paused;  in 
telling  of  Lfenore's  championship  she  must  needs  say  too 
much  concerning  that  fierce,  fiery  temper,  perhaps  indi- 
rectly she  had  already  said  too  much.  She  reflected  for  a 
moment,  for  in  eepouaing  the  oaose  of  her  friend  little 
Kate  Seaton  was  becoming  wise  as  a  serpent.  The  detect- 
ive, who  had  been  making  notes  &om  time  to  time,  looked 
np  as  she  ceased  speaking,  but  did  not  urge  her  to  pro- 
ceed, seeming  like  herself,  to  be  occupied  with  his  own 
thoughts.     At  last  Kate  looked  up. 

"  I  suppose  you  are  beginning  a  systematio  inveatiga- 
tioB  ?  "  she  said,  seriously. 

"Yes." 
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"And — you  will  question  others  beside  me  concera- 
ing  Lenore." 

The  detective  began  to  see  her  drift.  "  ABBoredly," 
be  said.  '*  I  begin  witb  you,  because  I  wanted  some  infor- 
mation from  tbose  not  prejudiced  against  ber.  I  shall 
BTentoally  bare  to  interview  those  wbo  will  picture  ber 
in  a  mora  lurid  light." 

"You — you  intend  to  talk  witii  Mrs.  Warren — and 
Miss  VanBuren;" 

"  The  women  she  denounced  as  accomplices  witb  Art»- 
▼eldt  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  I  shall  see  them,  of  course." 

"  Then  I  may  as  well  forestall  them ;  they  will  put 
poor  Lenore's  faults  into  the  worst  dress  possible,"  and 
she  baatened  to  give  a  full  account  of  Lenore's  attack 
npon  the  German  wife-beater. 

The  detective  listened  with  keenest  interest.  "What ! " 
he  exclaimed,  "  did  she  actually  strike  the  man  down  ?  " 

"  She  actually  did,  and  he  certainly  deserved  it.  I 
have  told  you  this,  because  I  know  tbey  will  make  capital 
of  Lenore's  furious  temper,  and  use  it  agunst  her.  Jess 
Warren  ran  screaming  home,  and  told  my  sister  that  the 
polioe  had  arrested  Lenore.  We  got  there  just  in  time  to 
hear  ber,  and  Lenore,  who  was  trembling  witb   anger. 
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sud  some  very  cutting  things  to  Jess.  I  think  that  was 
the  fonndation  of  Jesa  Warren's  hatred  for  her.  Now,  let 
me  tell  you  all  I  know  concerning  the  inveigling  of  poor 
Lenore  into  8  gsmbter'a  den,"  and  she  hurriedlj  related 
the  little  that  she  knew  concerning  that  shameful  plot, 
tt^ether  with  the  Bospicions,  amounting  almost  to  certain- 
ties, that  were  the  natural  result  of  Lenore's  spirited 
denunciation  of  the  previous  evening. 

"  I  never  really  liked,  or  trusted,  Mrs.  Warren,"  she 
concluded.  "  And  my  aversion  for  Miss  VaoBuieQ  was 
second  only  to  Lenore'a  dislike  for  her.  Let  m«  rarest, 
Mr.  Bathorst,  that  you  do  not  lose  too  mnch  time,  if  you 
are  determined  to  see  Jess.  I  am  very  muoh  mistaken  in 
my  brother-in-lav  if  he  allows  her  to  remain  nnder  his 
roof." 

"  I  shall  certainly  lose  no  timo,"  replied  he,  smiling  a 
little ;  "  and  now  will  yon  favor  me  with  a  description  of 
the  person  of  this  mysterious  bride  ?  " 

Kate  gave  him  a  vivid,  glowing,  thoroughly  womanly 
word-piotuxe  of  Lenore  ;  and  the  detective  said : 

"  Thank  yon.  Miss  Seaton ;  I  will  detain  you  no 
longer.  By  the  way,  can  yon  tell  me  if  the  baohelor 
effects  of  the  deceased  are  stall  in  his  old  room  at  his 
mother's  house  ?  " 
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"  They  are,  I  believe.  He  had  not  ordered  the  re- 
moval of  anything  except  his  waidrobe." 

"  Well,  I  must  visit  that  room  to-night." 

"To-night!" 

"  Yes.  It  is  nov  seven  o'clock ;  I  mnst  mn  out  for  s 
few  momenta,  meantime  may  I  depend  upon  yon  to  speak 
to  Mr.  Hale  when  he  comes.  If  I  have  not  retnmed  by 
that  time,  ask  him  to  get  the  neoesBary  keys,  and,  if  pos- 
sible, without  disturbing  Mrs.  Arteveldt.  And  to-night 
yon  must  rest,  enn  if  I  have  to  take  your  place  at  the 
bedside." 

*'  You  ?    But  you  are  worn  out  like  myself." 

"  Nonsense  I  I  slept  last  night,  remember.  Besides, 
I  am  trained  to  endure  loss  of  sleep." 

"  It's  an  odd  position  for  a  detective,"  said  Kate, 
wearily.  "  But  I  may  have  to  take  you  at  your  word. 
If  she  does  not  waken  maoh  oalmedf  the  others  would 
find  her  nnmant^eable." 

"  I'm  a  capital  nurse,"  smiled  the  detective.  "  Trust 
me,  you  shall  rest  to-night ;  and  now,  I  will  go,  and  yon 
shall  lie  in  wait  for  Mr.  Hale." 

A  few  more  words  and  then  they  separated,  Kate 
g<Hng  baok  to  her  charge,  with  weary  limbs,  aching  head 
and  a  sad  heart ;  an4  Neil  Bathnrst  hastening  toward  his 
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own  spartments,  where,  if  he  did  not  find  him  alreftdj 
there,  he  must  leave  a  message  for  Jocelyn. 

**  I  shall  have  to  come  the  old  womBD  dodge,  and  pic 
a  piece  of  paper  on  the  door,  telling  where  I  am  and  all 
about  it,"  thought  Neil,  with  a  half  laugh,  as  he  ap- 
proached his  rooms. 

He  bad  hoped  to  find  JooelTD,  or  that  he  would  come 
soon. 

"  I  shall  need  his  help,  perhaps,"  he  mattered,  pat- 
ting his  kej  in  the  lock.  "  If  I  leave  the  oity  I  shall 
want  Rob  to  look  ont  for  things  bereaboats." 

He  pnsbed  open  the  door,  and  entered,  atriking  a 
match  at  almost  the  same  instant.  Reaching  ap,  he 
lighted  the  gas,  and  then  turned  to  close  the  door.  As  it 
swung  forward  his  eye  fell  upon  a  yellow  envelope  that 
bad  evidently  been  pushed  under,  from  without.  Pick- 
ing it  up,  he  saw  that  it  was  a  telegram,  and  opening  it 
wonderii^ly,  hia  eyes  fell  upon  these  words : 

01  J  Man. 

B.  and  leU  luTC  gone  into  tha  conntry ;  length  of  tta;  not  known. 
Write  later.  ROB. 

The  messi^e  was  dated  Ax>m  a  station  some  ten  miles 
out,  on  the  Michigan  Central  Road. 

"  What  luck  I  "  ejaculated  the  detective.  "  Jocelyn 
is  WORM  tlian  Paddy's  flak      WoUi  nqr  business  here  is 
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done,  I  think,  snd  no  need  to  pin  the  old  woman's  tag  to 
the  door.  '  B.  and  self  hare  gone  to  the  country,'  that's 
Rob  all  over.  Bradjr  most  have  had  news  &om  hie  pri- 
▼ate  enqnirer." 

Holdii^  the  tel^ram  ap  to  the  gas  flame,  he  watched 
it  crumble  to  ashes,  and  then  turning  out  his  light,  locked 
his  door  and  retraced  his  steps.  Almost  within  the  same 
hour  he  sat  alone  in  Clareuoe  Arteveldt's  old  dressing- 
room,  carefully  examining  the  contents  of  a  costly  desk. 
There  were  horribly  scrawled  notes  &om  bon  vivantett  and 
horsey  notes  from  well  known  jockeys,  scores  of  billets 
from  fair  ladles ;  many  photographs,  and — of  coarse — 
some  locks  of  hair. 

He  turned  orer  the  photographs ;  there  were  pictures 
of  prominent  actresses,  and  vocalists  ;  some  of  ladies  with 
questionable  faces,  and  many  of  ladies,  who  probahly  at 
one  time  or  another,  had  enjoyed  the  brief  adoration  of 
the  yonug  man,  once  bo  fascinating,  now  shorn  of  all  bis 
oharms  and  sleeping  his  last  sleep.  From  these  he 
turned  to  the  billet  doux.  It  took  a  long  time  to  master 
their  contents,  and  so  much  sweetness  waB.a  trifle  minseat- 
ing ;  nevertheless  he  kept  on.  Having  perused  them  all, 
he  singled  out  one  from  the  mass,  muttering,  as  he  re- 
opened it : 
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*^  This  has  a  slightly  different  flavor ;  but  after  all, 
doesn't  mean  much,  perhaps." 

The  note  was  in  a  fine,  but  firm,  woman's  hand,  and 
was  without  address  or  signature.  It  ran  thus : 

I  begin  to  doubt  yon.  Don't  think  me  blind,  or  that  I  am  one  to 
tnbmit  to  neglect,  after  what  has  been.  Remember,  yon  are  not  dealing  with 
one  friendless,  or  helpless ;  I  must  see  yon  to^gki* 

Angnst  gth,  187-. 

**No  signature,  no  address,"  he  murmured,  **and 
bearing  date  only  three  months  back.    I  will  keep  this." 

He  put  it  carefully  in  his  pocket  and  arose  to  examine 
the  closets  and  dressing  cases. 

From  the  pocket  of  a  coat,  which  hung  in  a  small 
wardrobe,  he  drew  a  few  letters.  He  instantly  recog- 
nized the  garment  as  one  Arteveldt  had  worn  when  last 
he  saw  him.  And  glancing  at  the  dates  of  the  letters,  he 
saw  that  they  were  very  recent. 

^*  That  must  be  the  coat  he  discarded  to  put  on  the 
wedding  garment.  Poor  fellow ;  better  if  he  had  con- 
tinued to  wear  this  coat,"  he  said,  looking  at  it  ruefully. 
^^  Now  for  these  letters." 

There  were  several  bills  from  upholsterers  and  trades- 
men, and  from  one  of  these  a  smaller  missive  dropped. 
Picking  it  up  hastily,  he  glanced  at  the  superscription. 

**  How  is  this  ?  "  he  exclaimed,  at  the  same  diving  in  his 
it^  S 
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pocket  for  the  note  he  had  just  stored  away.    *^AhI*' 
glancing  from  one  to  the  other.     *^It  ii  the  same  writing, 
and  dated  —  just  four  days  ago/' 
Thus  ran  the  second  billet : 

I  hiiTe  leen  the  girl  you  think  to  make  yonr  wife.  And  —  she  d^es  not 
lovtyou — I  swear  it.  I  have  warned  yon  before.  I  repeat  that  warning. 
Break  ofT  this  marriage,  even  at  the  last  moment.  Break  it  off— or  the 
thunderbolt  that  hangs  over  you  will  fall. 

^^Is  this  a  threat,  or  a  warning?"  said  the  detective, 
musingly ;  ^*  the  first  billet  embodies  a  threat,  and  which- 
ever way  this  may  be  intended,  the  thunderbolt  ha$ 
fallen:' 

He  put  the  two  notes  carefully  in  his  pocket,  and 
resumed  his  investigations. 

Every  pocket  of  every  garment  was  searched,  but 
nothing  more  could  be  discovered. 

Approaching  the  grate,  the  quick  eye  of  the  detective 
saw  something  which  made  him  start  forward  suddenly 
Evidently  the  late  occupant  of  the  room  had  been  burn- 
ing papers  on  that  last  evening  of  his  tenantship.  The 
remains  of  that  last  fire  had  not  yet  been  cleared  away, 
and  down  there  among  the  charred  dead  embers  a  scrap 
of  scorched  paper  was  visible.  The  detective  seized  it 
and  scanned  it  eagerly.  It  was  the  fragment  of  a  letter 
in  the  unmistakable  handwriting  of  Clarence  Arte  veldt 
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The  upper  half  of  the  sheet  and  a  portion  of  the  lower 
had  been  burned  away,  so  that  a  part  only  of  the  con- 
cluding lines  were  preserved,  making  of  course  incomplete 
sense. 

The  fragments  of  lines  read  as  follows. 

—  this  day  returned  yoar and  gifts.    Have  retained  nothing  ^-— 

these  useless  threats the  admiration  your  beauty  commands poii- 

tion  warrants.    I  shall  be  your  friend two  must  not  meet. 

This  fragment  bore  no  signature,  and  the  detective 
was  quick  to  connect  it  with  the  other  unsigned  notes. 

^*  This  looks  business  like,"  said  he  to  himself.  ^*  If 
one  could  only  get  at  the  meaning  of  these  documents. 
This  last  which  sounds  like  an  answer  to  the  one  of 
recent  date,  would  indicate  that  the  writer  of  that  one 
did  mean  a  threat  rather  than  a  warning.  If  it  is  a 
threat,  then  the  plot  thickens ;  it  would  seem  that  poor 
Arteveldt  had  injured  more  than  one  woman,  and  that  he 
had  more  than  one  enemy." 

He  finished  his  search,  but  without  making  further 
^coveries,  and  then  closing  the  room  and  locking  it 
carefully,  he  left  the  house  in  the  possession  of  Mrs. 
Arteveldt's  old  and  tried  housekeeper  and  the  under 
servants,  and  hastened  back  to  that  other  house  of  gloom. 

Yesterday  those  two  elegant  dwellings  had  been  glow- 
ing with  ooloTf  and  gay  with  preparations  for  bridal  fe»- 
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tivities.  Surely  never  was  wedding  so  swiftly  followed 
by  desolation  and  gloom.  Only  twenty-four  hours  had 
passed,  and  the  curtains  are  drawn,  stillness  and  deso- 
lation are  everywhere.  The  servants  have  cast  away 
their  wedding  fevow,  as  if  they  were  Uving  deadly 
things,  and  go  about  with  white,  scared  faces.  The  sec- 
ond act  of  Clarence  Arteveldt's  drama  closes  on  a  mur- 
dered bridegroom,  a  fugitive  bride,  a  half-craied  mother, 
and  horror  in  the  hearts  of  all  beholdexs. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

RABTLINO  NBW8,  STBANGBLY  BBOSITBD. 

On  reaching  that  other  house  of  gloom,  the  detective 
goes  straight  to  the  room  where  Mrs.  Arteveldt  lies  in  a 
half  stupor,  and  Kate  Seaton  sits  wearily  watching. 

Opening  the  door  softly,  he  signals  the  g^l  to  oome 
out  to  him,  and  noiselessly,  without  disturbing  her 
charge,  Kate  obeys. 

^*  I  must  have  a  word  with  you,*'  he  says,  as  they 
stand  together  under  the  dimly  burning  hall  chandelier. 
**  I  will  be  as  brief  as  possible.  Can  you  sit  on  that  hall 
chair — uncomfortable  looking  thing — and  answer  a  few 
more  questions  ? '' 

She  bowed,  and,  with  a  sigh  of  utter  weariness,  sank 
upon  the  seat  designated. 

*VWe  are  quite  alone  here/' he  said,  looking  about 
him,  **as  safe  from  interruption  as  if  closeted  in  the 
library.  Now,  then,  please  answer  my  questions  frankly. 
I  am  now  seeking  for  evidence  that  will  turn  the  sus- 
picion away  from  your  friend,  not  for  evidence  against 
her/' 
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Kate  Seaton  started  up  eagerlj. 

" Oh  I  is  it  poiiibley*^  she  cried  —  "is  there  anything 
that  may  he  used  in  her  favor  ?  " 

"  It  is  possible/'  he  replied,  gravely.  "  I  won't  say 
as  to  the  probability,  however;  that's  another  thing. 
But  a  detective  must  neglect  no  shadow  of  evidence  for 
or  against.  If  we  could  prove  that  Clarence  Arteveldt 
had  another  enemy — if  we  could  prove  that  another  had 
breathed  out  threats  against  him,  don't  you  see  that  your 
friend's  case  would  look  a  shade*  less  dark  ?" 

"  Yes-    Oh,  yes  ! " 

"  Then  don't  ask  useless  questions,  but  believe  that 
all  I  do  has  its  meaning.  First,  have  you  some  of  the 
bride's  writing  in  your  possession  ?  " 

'*  Yes ;  we  were  correspondents  after  I  left  school." 

"  In  those  letters  did  she  make  mention  of  any  friends 
whom  she  especially  trusted  or  felt  a  regard  for?" 

"  Do  you  mean  any  lover  ?  " 

"  I  mean  —  any  one." 

"  I  am  sure  Lenore  never  had  a  lover  until  she  came 
to  the  city,  her  mother  guarded  her  so  jealously.  After 
her  mother's  death  she  did  sometimes  speak  of  a  Doctor 
Austin,  who  was  some  sort  of  a  guardian  over  her  prop- 
erty, and  in  whom  her  mother  had  reposed  foUert  con- 
fidence." 
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"Doctor  Austiol  Did  he  live  in  the  samt  village 
with  lier  mother  ?  " 

"Tea,  sir;  he  lived  and,  of  oonzse,  still  lives  at 
Fairlee." 

"You  think  that  your  Mend  trnsted  this  Doctor 
Aostin  ?  " 

"I  know  she  did." 

"  Mids  Seaton,  I  must  ask  for  one  or  two  of  the  letters 
of  your  friend  —  those   referring  to  this  doctor;  auw 
would  aid  me  very  much  in  forming  correct  oonclosionb 
if  you  would  allow  me  to  peruse  the  entire  correspoad- 
ence,  on  her  side." 

Kate  hesitated  a  moment  and  then  arose. 

"  Yes,"  she  said  ;  "  I  mil  let  you  see  Lenore's  letters. 
They  are  gems ;  as  I  said  before,  they  will  help  her  cause, 
not  hurt  it — and  ah,  she  needs  help." 

*'  Yes :  she  needs  help.  When  may  X  have  the 
letters?" 

**  To-morrow.  They  are  looked  in  my  desk  at  the 
other  house." 

"  Thank  you.  Now,  please  use  yonr  memory.  Did 
Miss  Armyn  have,  any  female  acquaintances  —  in  the  oity, 
of  ooorse  —  who  were  strangers  to  you  ?  " 

**  No ;  I  am  sure  she  did  not." 

**  Tou  w«Dt  out  together  mnallv  '  " 
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^  Nearly  alwajB/' 

^  In  jour  walks  or  drives  did  she  erer  meet  and  con- 
Terse  with  any  starange  woman  ?  Did  yon  ever,  at  any 
time,  since  her  engagement  to  Clarence  Arteveldt  espe- 
cially, know  of  her  meeting  with  a  stranger  ?  '* 

For  a  moment  Kate  seems  thinking  intently,  then  a 
light  breaks  over  her  conntenance. 

^*  Why,  yes.  I  do  remember  now,**  she  exdaims ;  *^  I 
admitted  the  woman  myself/* 

^*  Tell  me  about  it,**  eagerly. 

**  I  will.  It  was  one  night,  a  little  more  than  a  week 
before  this  awful  marriage  —  rather  it  was  early  in  the 
evening,  not  yet  fairly  dark.  It  was  raining,  and  the 
wind  was  blowing  dismally.  I  remember  thinking,  when 
1  opened  the  door,  that  it  oould  be  no  pleasure  caller  who 
came  out  in  such  a  storm.  The  hall  was  dimly  lighted, 
and  I  could  not  see  her  plainly ;  but  it  was  a  woman — a 
lady,  I  should  judge.  She  spoke  in  a  very  low  voice,  and 
was  completely  muffled  in  a  huge  cloak  and  thick  vail. 
She  was  not  tall — just  a  little  higher  than  I,  perhaps. 
She  asked  for  Lenore,  and  I  left  her  in  the  parlor  and 
went  up  to  Lenore's  room.  When  I  told  her  that  a 
vailed  stranger  was  down  stairs,  she  seemed  surprised, 
and  then  started  to  go  down,  saying,  in  that  scornful  way 
of  hers,  *  A  vailed  stranger,  in  a  blowing  storm  I    Bah  I  a 
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mere  fieuroe,  I  suppose/  I  wondered  then  what  she  could 
'mean ;  but  she  had  been  so  haughtj  and  reserved  of  late, 
that  I  tiever  dared  question  her  about  any  of  her  odd 
sayings.  The  stranger  stayed  perhaps  twenty  minutes, 
and  Lenore  herself  conducted  her  out.  As  she  dosed  the 
door  and  came  slowly  up  stairs  again,  I  heard  her  laugh, 
the  low,  scornful  laugh  that  was  all  the  mirth  we  had 
ever  heard  from  her  lips  since  that  fatal  engagement. 
She  never  mentioned  the  woman  or  the  object  of  her 
visit,  and  no  one  liked  to  question  her.' 

**  And  that  is  all  you  can  tell  me  ? 

••  That  is  all." 

*^  Thank  you,  Ifiss  Seaton.  Now  I  am  going  to  take 
your  place  by  Mrs.  Arteveldt ;  she  will  be  broad  awake 
soon,  and  you  must  go  and  rest." 

It  is  useless  to  oppose  him ;  Kate  sees  that,  and  she 
breathes  a  sigh  of  thankfulness  as  she  goes  to  seek  the 
repose  she  so  much  needs. 

As  Neil  Bathurst  takes  her  place  by  the  bedside  of 
the  woman,  who  slumbers  as  if  in  a  trance,  then  wakes 
suddenly,  to  rave,  and  cry  piteously,  for  the  dead  idol 
lying  so  motionless,  not  far  away,  his  face  is  shadowed, 
his  brows  are  contracted,  his  lips  compressed.  He  bends 
the  whole  strength  of  his  splendid  intellect  to  the  solution 
of  a  strange,  knotlj,  woful  problem.    While  the  deteo^ 
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tive  watohes  and  ponders,  let  us  look  in  apon  101110  of  the 
inmates  of  the  Durand  mansion. 

In  her  green  and  glittering  boudoir ^  the  lovely  heiress 
of  the  Durand  wealth,  reclines  upon  a  satin-covered 
couch  that  is  drawn  forward  to  catch  the  warmth  from  a 
glowing  grate  fire.  The  room  is  brilliantly  illuminated, 
not  with  the  too  glaring  gas,  but  with  the  soft  light  from 
many  wax  candles,  that  are  upheld  by  numerous  costly 
and  quaint  candelabra.  Aura  Durand  is  a  thorough  syba- 
rite, and  she  knows  better  than  to  mar  the  green  loveliness 
of  her  naiad's  grotto  with  the  cold  glare  of  the  gas  jets. 
She  has  not  left  her  couch  all  day,  and  her  silly  little  maid 
has  been  kept  constantly  at  her  side.  No  one  else  has 
been  admitted  to  her  room.  Hours  have  passed  since  the 
body  of  the  murdered  bridegroom  was  discovered,  and  the 
entire  city  has  rung  with  the  news,  but  it  has  not  pene- 
trated to  the  boudoir  of  Aura  Durand.  Neither  is  she 
aware  of  the  scene  of  last  night  and  of  the  flight  of 
Lenore.  Fussy,  fidgety,  nervous  little  Mrs.  Durand  could 
not  tell  her ;  tender-hearted  Mr.  Durand  would  not,  so  it 
has  been  delegated  to  Miss  Annin  to  break  to  her  the 
news.  Mrs.  Durand  has  kept  her  room  all  day,  only 
sending  to  inquire  after  Aura,  and  Mr.  Durand  has  only 
presented  himself  long  enough  to  make  the  regulation 


8HAD0WSD  BT   THBXB.  28S 


inquirieB,  and  since  has  kept  aloof  firom  the 
portion  of  the  house. 

*^  Aura  is  so  sensitive,"  he  says,  *^  and  she  and  poor 
Arteveldt  were  such  good  friends.  It  will  be  a  shook  to 
her/' 

Perhaps  Ifiss  Annin  also  feared  the  shock  to  Miss 
Durand's  nerves ;  at  all  events,  she  had  held  herself  aloof 
from  Aura  all  that  daj,  and  at  ten  o'clock  that  night  her 
task  of  disagreeable  news  breaking  is  yet  to  be  accom- 
plished. Perhaps  Miss  Annin  is  one  of  those  conscien- 
tious young  ladies  who  can  not  sleep  leaving  a  duty  un- 
performed. For,  now,  late  as  is  the  hour,  she  enters  the 
green  haudoiry  without  knocking,  and  unannounced.  An 
expression  of  annoyance  flits  across  the  face  of  the  invalid, 
and  then  she  says,  with  almost  her  usual  calm, 

**  Oh,  it's  you  I    Where  have  you  been  all  day  ?  '* 

Miss  Annin  crosses  the  room  in  her  easy  fashion  and 
beats  herself  comfortably  where  she  can  have  a  full  view 
of  the  invalid's  face. 

**rve  been  —  making  a  mental  calculation,"  she  re- 
plies, coolly.  **  Isn't  Laura  tired  ?  "  with  a  meaning  glance ; 
*^  she  looks  as  if  it  would  do  her  good  to  run  down  to  the 
kitchen  and  get  a  cup  of  tea.    You  had  better  go,  Laura." 

For  a  moment  it  would  seem  that  Laura's  mistress 
will  coontennand  this  advice,  whioh  amoonta  to  an  order. 
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Then  she  seamB  to  leoonsider  and  qays,  luigoidlj,  "  Tou 
may  go,  Laura  —  for  a  little  while." 

Laura  murmurs  her  thanks,  afid  is  glad  to  go,  and  for 
a  moment  Miss  Dorand  and  het  oompanion  eye  each  other 
in  ailenoe;  aailenoe  whioh  Hiss  Annin  ii  the  first  to 
break. 

*'Hoir  is  your  poor  ankle?"  she  asks,  with  mocking 
solicitude.  The  invalid  atire  impatiently  but  voaohsafes 
no  answer,  asking  a  question  instead. 

"  Have  you  been  out  to-day  ?  " 

"  No,"  carelessly. 

**  What  1  You  are  takii^  things  quietly.  I  thought 
you  were  getting  impatient." 

"So  I  was.  I  have  had  other  things  to  occupy  me 
to-day." 

Miss  Durand  eyes  her  coldly. 

"  If  you  hare  any  thing  to  say  yon  had  better  say  it," 
she  says,  with  a  half  sneer. 

"  What  a  queer  girl  you  are,"  with  an  affectation  of 
intense  astoniahment.  "If  I  hare  anything  to  say  1  Don't 
you  want  to  hear  about  the  wedding  ?  " 

*'No,"  shutting  her  eyes  as  if  the  light  hurt  them. 

**  But  it  was  a  very  strange  ono." 

**  No  matter." 

t^AMAafinalal** 
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Hiss  Duraod  says  nottuDg ;  her  Cms  looks  \vrf  irhite 
under  the  wax  lights. 

"  And  such  s  furore  as  it  created.  No  one  erer  before 
saw  such  a  demoniac  lookii^  bride.  And  then — her 
horrible  revenge." 

Aura  Durand  erects  hei  head  suddenly. 

"What  are  you  talking  about?"  she  ones,  almost 
irildly. 

"  About  the  bride,  who  denounced  her  husband,  and 
ran  away  on  her  wedding  night.  About  the  beautiful 
demon  who  is  missing  two  hours  after  the  wedding,  and 
who  can  not  be  found,  although  she  has  left  a  terrible 
'farewell'  behind  her." 

Aura  Durand  sits  erect,  her  face  is  fiiirly  livid. 

*'Raa  awayl  Missing  !"  she  almost  shrieks.  "What 
do  you  mean?    Explain  instantly,  iiutantltf,'" 

"Then  don't  glare  at  me  so  wildly.  I  am  not  the 
awful  bride.  Lie  down,  and  don't  excite  yourself.  You 
will  only  injure  your  foot  moving  so  carelessly,"  said  Miss 
Annin,  maliciously.  "  I  mean  what  I  say.  Clarence 
Arteveldt's  wife  stood  before  her  guests  at  her  wedding 
feast,  and  declared  that  she  had  been  §ntrapped  into  the 
marriage  ;  declared  that  she  loathed  the  roan  beside  her ; 
that  she  would  never  live  with  him  ;  that  his  eyes  should 
never  look  upon  her  face  again.    She  called  on  heaven 
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to  witness  her  words,  and  swore  that  to-day  all  the 
world  should  know  how  she  had  avenged  herself.  Then 
she  vanished,  as  if  the  earth  had  opened  and  swallowed 
her." 

"YouKel  Taulief' 

The  words  are  almost  a  ahriek.  Again  the  form  of 
the  invalid  becomes  suddenly  erect.  She  looks  as  if  she 
were  going  wild. 

^*  I  wouldn't  I  *'  Miss  Annin  speaks  in  a  low,  steady 
tone,  and  looks  her  straight  in  the  eye.  ^^  One  would 
think  you  were  deeply  interested.    It  Jooks  bad." 

Something  in  the  words,  or  the  look,  or  the  tone^ 
causes  the  invalid  to  sink  suddenly  back  among  her 
cushions,  and  to  lie  there  motionless  and  silent  for  some 
moments.  When  she  speaks  again,  all  the  expression  has 
gone  out  of  her  face,  all  the  intensity  out  of  her  voice. 

*^  Tell  me  what  you  mean  ?  I  believe  you  are  trying 
to  annoy  me." 

*^  No ;  this  is  too  terrible  a  thing  to  jest  about."  Miss 
Annin  draws  her  chair  nearei'  the  couch,  as  she  speaks, 
and  then,  with  hW  eyes  fixed  upon  Aura's  face,  tells  the 
story  of  the  bride's  denunciation  and  disappearance, 
concluding  thus : 

'*  The  bride  was  not  seen  after,  but — last  night  Clar- 
ence Arteveldt,  half  oraaed  with  grief  and  winet  lay 
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down  upon  the  oouoh  prepared  for  his  bride  -^  and  this 
morning  was  found — a  corpse/' 

**  What  I  **  The  voice  is  very  low  this  time,  but  fall 
of  a  horror  unutterable. 

^^  I  repeat  it ;  Clarence  Arteveldt  was  murdered  last 
night." 

^^  My  God  I "  Again  that  horror-stricken  tone.  Miss 
Annin  gazes  and  gazes,  but  the  face  is  locked  in  sphinx- 
like  calm.  Only  the  voice  betrays  emotion/ and  she  does 
not  hear  that  again.  Miss  Durand  lies  like  a  statue 
under  her  gaze.  A  puzzled  expression  comes  into  the 
face  of  Miss  Annin.  She  drawls  from  hex  pocket  a  folded 
paper,  and  throws  it  upon  the  couch. 

^*  There,"  she  says,  in  an  almost  sullen  tone,  ^*  there  is 
the  evening  paper ;  read  for  yourself." 

•*  Thank  you." 

Miss  Annin  rises  and  moves  toward  the  door.  ^  Shall 
I  send  Laura  ?  "  she  asks,  rather  ungraciously. 

**No." 

**  Then  good-night.* 

No  answer ;  Miss  Durand  does  not  so  much  as  glance 
her  way.  When  the  door  has  closed  behind  her,  how- 
ever, Miss  Durand  springs  up  again,  and  clutches  at  the 
paper. 

^It  oan*t  be!    It  can't /^*  she  whispen,  in  horrified 
19  T 
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aspirates.  But  her  eyes  fall  npon  the  awful  head-lines. 
It  is  all  there ;  it  is  true.  With  a  moan  of  anguish,  she* 
flings  the  paper  from  her ;  and  then,  the  crippled  heiressi 
stands  erect  in  the  middle  of  the  beautiful  room;  her 
eyes  are  distended,  her  face  is  livid,  ghastly,  horrible, — 
there  is  not  a  trace  of  beauty  there. 

^*  He  dead  I  He  murdered  I  Clarence,  my  Clarence, 
lying  lifeless  and  cold  I  Oh,  I  am  going  mad  I  His  life 
sacrificed,  and  she  escaped!  Horror  I  horror  I  She 
escaped  I    She— his  murderess  I  Hal  ha!  ha  I  ha  I  hall'* 

She  flings  her  arms  aloft ;  she  writhes  like  a  serpent. 
Then,  with  that  awful,  njlAiiiac  laughter  upon  her  lips, 
falls  senseless. 

Instantly  the  door  is  flung  open;  so  prompt  is  the 
action  that  one  would  think  that  the  intruder  could  not 
have  been  far  from  the  key-hole.  It  is  Miss  Annin,  and 
she  bends  over  the  prostrate  form  with  a  look  of  cold» 
critical  scrutiny.  Closer  she  bends,  and  then  puts  her 
fingers  over  the  heart  and  pulse  of  the  insensible  heiress. 
This  done,  she  lifts  her  face  and  stands  erect,  wearing 
that  bafSed  look  once  more. 

^^This  is  genuine  I"  she  mutters;  ^^and  —  I  don't 
understand  it." 

She  rings  the  bell  then,  and  soon  help  comes^  and  they 
set  to  work  to    restore    their  fainting  mistress.     She 
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renuuns  nneonacions  m  long  time:  so  loi^  that  they 
become  alarmed.  But  at  last  she  reYires,  and  opening 
her  eyes  suddenly  looks  about  her.  When  at  last  she 
speaks,  the  look  on  Nina  Annin's  &ce  teUs  that  the  words 
are  not  what  she  had  expected,  or  hoped,  to  hear. 

**Did  I — fiunt?"  she  mnrmnrs,  in  the  lowest  and 
softest  of  tones.  ^  Yes,  I  remember ;  I  tried  to  get  up, 
and — my  foot  failed  me.'*  Then  she  closed  her  eyes, 
and  seemed  to  fall  asleep.  After  a  time,  Nina  Annin 
tamed  to  Lanra. 

**  Some  one  ought  to  remain  near  Miss  Durand,*'  she 
said,  kindly ;  ^*  and  you  are  too  tired ;  go  and  rest  now, 
and  I  will  lie  down  on  that  conch,  and  be  ready  if  she 
needs  anything.    You  must,  Laura,  I  insist  upon  it.*' 

With  seeming  reluctance,  and  inward  gladness,  Laura 
goes  and  Miss  Annin  commences  her  Y^il  beside  the 
sleeper.  All  night  long  Aura'  Durand  lies  with  closed 
eyes,  and  calm,  upturned  face ;  she  moved  a  little  some- 
times, as  sleepers  will,  but,  although  Miss  Annin  steals  to 
the  bedside  fifty  times  during  the  night,  although  some- 
times she  bends  very  near,  and  waves  a  wax  light  from 
one  of  the  candelabra  in  the  very  eyes  of  the  sleeper, 
although  —  accidentally,  of  course — she  overturns  some- 
thing, or  makes  some  sudden  noise  near  the  bedside,  Aura 
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never  once  opens  her  eyes,  or  gives  evidence  by  any 
restlessness  that  her  repose  is  in  the  least  disturbed. 

At  last  morning  dawns,  and   Miss  Annin,   pale  and 

weary  with  her  vigil,  is.  about  to  steal  from  the  room, 

.  when  the  voice  of  Miss  Durand  calls  ^^Laura,"  and  then, 

as  she  ttims  involuntarily,   ^'  Oh,  it's  you.  Miss  Annin ; 

how  came  you  about  so  early  ?  " 

*^  I  have  been  here  all  night,''  replied  Miss  Annin, 
coming  to  the  bedside;  ^*you  were  so  restless,  and  I 
thought  it  best  not  to  leave  Laura  with  you." 

Miss  Durand  actually  laughed.  ^^Tou  were  very 
thoughtful.  But  I  have  had  a  good  night's  sleep,  I 
think.    Was  I  very  restless  ?  " 

"  Very." 

"Ah  I "  with  a  queer  gleam  in  her  eye.  **  Then  I 
must  have  disturbed  you  more  or  less.  Please  ring  for 
Laura,  I  want  some  breakfast." 

Miss  Annin  summoned  the  maid  and  then  betook  her- 
self  to  her  own  room,  sleepy  and  disappointed. 

"What  a  fool,"  muttered  Miss  Durand,  when  Miss 
Annin  had  left  the  room  ;  then  reaching  out  for  a  little 
hand  mirror  that  lay  near,  she  surveyed  her  face  crit- 
ically. 

"  I  think  that  I  look  very  well,  considering  that  I 
have  not  slept  at  all,"  she  soliloquiaad.      "What  a  satis- 
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&ctioD  it  was  to  hear  that  girl  fidgetii^  «boat  all  night. 
I  have  done  some  needful  thinking  too — but  the  sti&in 
was  Tety  wearing ;  I  must  rest  to-dajr — after  I  have  aat- 
tled  with  her." 

While  she  break&sted  she  penned  a  hasty  note  and 
aent  it  away  by  a  messenger.  Then  Laura  attired  her  in 
bewitching  nSgligt,  and  she  lay  down  upon  her  ooaoh  and 
waited.  An  hour  later  the  footman  oame  to  the  door  and 
presented  a  card. 

*'  Show  him  up  instantly,"  commanded  Miss  Durand, 
glancing  at  it  hastily;  then  as  the  servant  retired,  "Laura, 
if  Miss  Annin  should  come  trom  her  room,  keep  her  away 
from  here ;  tell  her  that  I  am  sleeping." 

A  moment  later  and  Mr.  Qeoige  Fordham  entered 
the  boudoir.  He  looked  flushed  and'annoyed  ;  Lenore's 
denunciation  had  made  him  unpleasantly  notorious, 
and  was  already  exerting  a  dam^ping  influence  against 
him.  He  had  answered  Miss  Dorand's  summons  reluc- 
tantly, sapposit^  that  she  wished  to  question  him  in  re- 
gard to  the  Arteveldt  tr^edy. 

"Sit  down,  Mr.  Fordham,"  said  Aura  Durand,  ab- 
ruptly, as  he  paused  before  her.  "  What  I  wish  to  say, 
must  be  said  quickly ;  I  want  no  one  to  know  of  this 
oonversation,  yon  understand." 

Be  nodded,  and  took  the  seat  indicated. 
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**  When  will  your  house  be  ready  ?  " 

*•  Soon,    Why  ?  " 

*^  Because  I  want  you  to  hasten  the  preparations^ 

^*  What ;  you  have  yourself  retarded  them  hitherto. 
The  sooner  it  is  open  the  better  for  me — ^now/' 

^^Very  well,  then.  Listen,  I  want  you  to  take 
away  Nina  Annin  immediately,  immediately;  do  you 
hear?** 

**  Why.  Has  anything  more  disagreeable  than  usual 
happened  ?  "  with  insolent  ease. 

^^  No  matter  what  has  happened ;  I  won't  haye  her 
here ;  I  won't  I  She  will  go  to-day  if  you  use  your  in- 
fluence.   You  know  that." 

«« Oh  yes,  I  know  that.  I  wish  to  the  Lord  my  in- 
fluence  over  her  would  run  out ;  I'm  heartily  sick  of  it,  I 
tell  you.*' 

**  I  suppose  80.  Being  a  man,  you  could  not  be  ex- 
pected to  remain  true  to  a  woman  for  long.  How  soon 
can  you  take  her  away  ?  " 

**  Soon  as  the  house  is  ready,"  with  a  shrug.     *^  That 

is,  if—** 

*^  If  you  are  well  paid.  Do  you  want  a  thousand  dol- 
lars this  morning  ?  ** 

^  I  should  think  so,  rather  I  '* 

^  Well,  I  will  giye  you  half  that  sum  now,  and  twioe 
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CHAPTER    XXn. 

HOTHBB  GOOSB'S  LOG  BOOK. 

At  last  the  curtain  has  fallen  upon  the  scene  of  Clar- 
enoe  Arteveldt's  life  drama.  At^  last  the  grave  oloses 
oyer  him,  and  the  sorrowing  mother,  the  horror-strioken 
friends  and  the  on-looking  spectators,  turn  their  thoughts 
from  the  murdered  and  buried  yictim,  to  the  finding  of 
the  murderess.  For  every  one,  save  Kate  Seaton,  believes 
in  the  guilt  of  the  fugitive  Lenore.  Even  Kate  has  not 
dared  to  confide  her  belief  to  any  save  the  detective  and 
her  own  sister. 

Mrs.  Arteveldt  would  have  Neil  Bathurst  near  her 
almost  constantly ;  and  because  of  his  influence  over  her, 
the  doctor  has  told  him  it  was  best  to  humor  her,  *^  if  he 
could." 

Mr.  Hale  objected,  averring  that  the  search  for  Lenore 
Armyn  should  be  promptly  commenced,  and  vigorously 
prosecuted.  But  the  detective  had  answered  in  a  way 
that  effectually  silenced  further  objection  on  the  part  of 
the  worthy  lawyer. 

^  Yon  must  allow  me  to  be  the  judge  as  to  how  this 
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work  should  be  done,  sir.  If  the  misaing  voman  is  to  be 
fouDd,  it  will  be  as  easj  tracking  her  one  week  hence,  as 
□ow;  STea  easier.  I  have  some  work  to  do  in  the  oit^, 
yet.  This  I  shall  not  delay.  But  remember  this,  the 
woman  planned  her  flight  so  well,  that  not  a  trace  of  her 
destination  can  be  found;  a  carriage  was  driven  away 
from  the  neighboring  comer,  but  no  one  knows  if  it  took 
her.  I  shall  not  leave  the  city  until  I  have  a  due  to  fol- 
low." 

There  vaa  no  more  to  be  swd  ;  after  that  the  young 
detective  went  about  his  work  in  his  own  way,  and  un- 
questioned. 

A  large  reward  had  been  offered  for  the  apprehension 
of  the  murderess,  and,  one  day,  just  after  the  funeral,  as 
Neil  Bathurst  sat  beside  Mrs.  Arteveldt,  she  astonished 
him  by  saying : 

*'  Neil  Bathurst,  I  want  you  to  work  now  as  you 
never  did  before,  and  I  will  make  your  reward  such  as 
was  never  offered  before.  I  am  now  alone  in  the  world  ; 
I  have  no  near  relatives  ;  there  is  no  one  whom  I  could 
wish  to  see  in  my  stead  when  I  am  gone.  Find  me  my 
son's  murdereBB,  and  the  reward  I  have  offered  shall  be 
doubled ;  and,  when  I  am  done  living,  this  wealth,  mine 
and  my  son's,  shall  become  yours." 

The  detective  stood  astonished,  and  then  replied : 
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"  Too  have  many  years  before  yon  yet,  Mrs,  Arte- 
Teldt,  and  your  wealth  can  benefit  others  more  th&n  it 
ever  can  me.  The  reward  you  offer  I  will  accept,  but 
nothing  more.  Look  about  you  and  find  an  heir  or 
heiress.  I  have  made  money  by  my  profession  ;  I  expect 
to  make  more,  and  —  the  ohanoes  are  that  I  may  die  first. 
The  life  of  a  deteotiTe  is  not  always  a  safe  one." 

"But — you  need  be  a  detective  no  longer  if  you 
become  my  heir.  Find  that  girl  fiend,  and  then  abandon 
the  profession." 

The  detective  laughed. 

*'  I  could  not  give  up  my  profession,  not  even  for  a 
fortune,"  he  replied.  "Let  na  drop  the  subject,  Mrs. 
Arteveldt.  I  will  find  your  son's  destroyer,  and  then 
ve  will  come  to  terms." 

Day  by  day  he  worked  in  his  quiet,  calm  way,  and 
three  days  after  that  he  called  at  Mr.  Hale's  office  and 
handed  him  his  first  report. 

"  I  must  tell  yon,"  he  said,  as  the  lawyer  took  it  from 
hie  hand,  '*  that  this  is  not  what,  in  an  agency,  would  be 
termed  a  complete  report ;  that  is,  one  minute  as  to  the 
smallest  details,  and  giving,  not  only  &cts,  but  ideas  and 
sospicions.  I  have  here  reported  the  little  that  has  been 
actually  acoomplished.  I  have  made  for  my  own  benefit 
oertain  notes,  setting  Eorth  some  qoeer  and  .very  vague 


\ 


^ 


SHAimWKD  BX  THKBl.  801 

Bo^iobna ;  of  these  I  shall  make  no  mention  ontal  tbey 
beoome  less  shadowy.  My  work  here,  for  the  present,  u 
done ;  I  leave  the  oity  to-night.'* 

"  Really  t  Am  I  permitted  to  aak  where  yon  are 
going?" 

"  Certainly,"  replied  Bathorst,  with  a  laogh.  *'  1  am 
going  to  Fairlie,  the  former  home  of  the  mnaway  bride. 
Why  I  am  going  yon  will  know  when  you  read  my  re- 
port. Excuse  me  now,  Mr.  Hale,  my  time  is  limited," 
and  Neil  Bathorst  howed  himself  oat  of  the  lawyer's 
office,  to  be  seen  no  more  in  the  oity  until  the  winter 
snows  Uy  deep  apoa  the  earth  and  »  new  year  had  began 
his  roand. 

Two  hoars  later  Mrs.  Arteveldt  and  Kate  Seatoa  sat 
listening  while  Mr.  Hale  read  aload  the  first  report  of 
the  detectiTe ; 

Cricaoo.  Not.  iq,  iBt^ 
Rifart  »f  NtU  R.  BatAurit,  im  Mtt  #/  m^rdtr  0/  Oarrm*  S.  ArtmUl, 
muuk  U  y.  G.  Halt  Ml  agent />r  Mn.  ArltviUL 

Being  nimmoned  to  the  booie  of  ihe  dead,  within  two  hovn  after  tb* 
ToaiAei  WM  duccrered,  I  nude  «  auefnl  tearch  in  the  room  where  the  deed 
wu  done.  Nothing  had  been  diilnrbed,  no  robbeiy  committed.  Two  facta 
leemed  plain  to  me.  iiL  That  the  murder  was  committed  for  rerenge,  not 
pinnder.  ad.  That  the  deed  waa  done  b^  a  cool  and  ikillAd  hand,  and  wiib 
a  foreign  initnunent  dmilar,  bat  not  Ihe  »ame,  a*  the  itUlello.  I  nade  a 
careful  examination  of  the  bonte,  and  could  find  do  indicationi  of  an;  on* 
■ithar  wterinf  or  learinc  it  after  it  wai  doaed  Cn  tht  niglu.     Ever;  door. 
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window,  or  opening  of  any  sort  wms  closed  and  secnrelj  fastened — with  one 
exception,  of  which  I  shall  presently  speak. 

Daring  the  excitement  following  upon  the  flight  of  the  bride  it  would 
not  have  been  difficult  for  her,  or  another,  to  have  entered  the  house  and 
secreted  herself,  bat  to  have  left  in  any  ordinary  manner  seems  impossible. 
Naturally,  here,  these  thoughts  occur :  The  murder  might  have  been  com- 
mitted by  one  of  the  servants  in  the  house,  or  one  of  them  might  have  been 
bribed  to  admit  the  murderer  and  afterwards  fasten  the  house  again.  These 
theories,  however,  have  their  improbable  side,  and  I  may  as  well  remark 
here  that  I  do  not  entertain  either  of  them,  neither  do  I  believe  that  the 
servants  are  in  any  way  implicated.  I  have  made  close  inquiries  oC  and 
concerning,  them  all ;  and  I  believe  that  they  are  too  honest  and  too 
ignorant  to  plan  and  carry  out  such  a  deed.  Nevertheless,  I  have  placed  a 
watch  upon  their  movements,  and  would  advise  Mrs.  Arteveldt  to  retain 
them,  for  the  present  at  least ;  to  set  her  own  housekeeper  over  them,  and 
keep  the  house  open  until  something  occurs  to  make  the  measure  unnec- 


I  have  made  every  effort  to  trace  the  flight  of  the  fugitive  from  the 
house ;  but  to  no  purpose.  It  is  probable  that  she  escaped  in  the  carriage 
which  was  seen  to  leave  the  vicinity  a  few  moments  after  her  disappearance, 
but  we  have  no  positive  evidence  of  this.  If  she  committed  the  murder, 
and  the  evidence  in  that  direction  is  certainly  strong,  it  is  far  more  likely 
that  she  remained  concealed  in  the  neighborhood  until  after  the  deed  was 
done. 

I  have  said  that  there  was  a  single  exception,  when  stating  that  the 
house  was  securely  fastened.  The  trap  or  hatchway,  opening  out  upon  the 
flat  roof  of  the  building,  was  not  fastened,  probably  never  had  been.  An 
expert  climber,  who  had  a  confederate,  might  have  mounted  to  the  roof  by 
means  of  hooks  and  a  rope  ladder.  I  say,  *'  might,**  for  this  is  quite 
improbable ;  only  the  most  skilled  house  breaker  would  dare  attempt  this 
feat,  and  a  woman  could  not  accomplish  it.  The  houses  on  either  side  have 
similar  hatchways,  but  they,  so  far  as  I  investigated,  were  all  closed  and 
bore  no  traces  of  having  been  recently  opened.  How  the  murderer  or 
murderess  entered  or  escaped  from  the  house,  then,  remains  a  mystery  — 
yet  to  be  solved. 

I  nest  set  myself  to  work  to  obtain  testimony  of  any  and  eveiy  descrip- 
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tion  ocmceniiBg  the  escaped  wonum,  who  is  suspected,  and  with  good  reason, 
of  being  the  murderess.  There  is  much  eyidence,  of  the  circumstantial  sort, 
to  indicate  her  guilt,  and  much  to  prove  that  her  revenge  was  premeditated, 
long  studied,  skillfully  executed,  and  —  that  she  had  a  coadjutor  of  some 
sort  I  have  made  diligent  search,  and  am  convinced  that  she  did  not  leave 
the  city  then,  nor  since,  by  any  railroad,  steamboat,  or  sailing  vessel.  Either 
she  is  far  less  unsophisticated  than  she  is  represented,  or,  she  is  ably  sup- 
ported. 

I  find  that  her  one  friend,  who  might  be  able,  now  or  later,  to  throw  some 
light  on  the  subject,  is  a  Doctor  Austin,  who  lives  in  Fairlie,  the  former 
home  of  Mrs.  Armyn,  now  dead.  This  man  has  charge *of  the  missing 
woman's  property,  and  she  may  sooner  or  later  apply  to  him,  either  directly 
or4hrough  an  agent,  for  funds.  It  now  becomes  necessary  to  see  what  man- 
ner of  man  this  doctor  is,  and  my  next  move  is  to  visit  Fairlie ;  I  shall  go 
to-night,  and  my  next  report  may  be  delayed  one  day  or  more. 

Thus  ended  the  report,  and  the  lawyer  laid  it  aside 
with  great  care.  While  quick-witted  Eate  Seaton 
thought  with  blanching,  cheek,  ^^Good  heavens!  Neil 
Bathurst  must  connect  that  skillful  death  wound,  in 
some  way,  with  Dr.  Austin.  Poor  Lenore.  How  the 
plot  thickens,  and  how  dark  it  looks  for  her." 

In  order  to  better  understand  what  Neil  Bathurst 
meant  when  he  informed  Mr.  Hale  that  he  had  made  for 
himself  certain  notes  setting  forth  some  shadowy  suspi- 
cions that  were  not  yet  to  be  set  forth  in  his  reports,  let 
us  take  a  peep  into  ^^  Mother  Groose^s  Log-Book,"  as  Rob 
Jocelyn  absurdly  called  his  friend's  private  note  book : 

Having  talked  with  Kate  Seaton,  I  felt  one-third  inclined  to  believe 
that  I^enoie  Armyn,  as  I  prefer  to  call  her,  was  aa  innocent  woman.    Hav- 
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ing  lince  ttlked  with  friends,  enemies,  and  indifierent  obierreiB,  and  havinfi; 
perased  dozens  of  letters  written  bj  the  accused,  I  am  now  prepared  to 
assert — to  myself — that  she  is  either  a  pvre-minded,  fiery-tempered,  bat 
high-sonled  martyr,  or  else  she  is  the  keenest,  cleverest,  and  most  dangerous 
criminal  in  America.  lust  at  present  th«  odds  seem  to  favor  the  latter  sop- 
position. 

Thus  read  one  entry,  and  on  some  of  the  preceding 
pages  occurred  the  following: 

Have  talked  with  the  Rnthvens ;  they  had  held  a  high  opinion  of  the 
escaped,  but  now  feel  assured  of  her  guilt  There  was  a  marked  change 
in  her  manner,  after  the  engagement  was  announced ;  she  was  silent  and 
reserved ;  remained  much  alone,  and  seldom  went  out,  except  with  Mrs. 
Arteveldt  and  her  son.  She  never  refused  to  go  with  them,  in  fact,  seemed 
to  desire  to  be  seen  with  them  in  public 

Have  talked  with  the  widow  Warren ;  she  has  been  turned  out  by  her 
very  sensible  brother,  and  has  taken  refuge  with  Miss  VanBuren,  her  worthy 
associate.  It  is  remarkable  that  two  females,  so  thoroughly  contemptible, 
could  do  so  much  mischiel  Miss  Armyn  would  have  risen  in  my  estim^Hon 
if  she  had  killed  off  the  lot.  For  if  she  was  thus  shamefully  betrayed,  then 
Clarence,  if  he  died  at  her  hands,  did  not  die  a  martyr.  Nevertheless, 
justice  must  be  appeased,  and  I  will  find  this  woman  if  she  is  atop  the 
earth. 

I  made  the  Warren  woman  and  her  chum  tremble  a  little,  jdst  for  my 
own  private  satisfaction  —  told  them  that  they  were  liable  to  be  arrested  at 
any  moment ;  and  so  they  are,  most  likely,  being  what  they  are.  I  learned 
from  them  that  the  fugitive  seemed  averse  to  meeting  me.  It  seems  that  I 
have  been  mentioned  to  her,  on  one  or  two  occasions,  and  each  time,  if  I 
am  to  believe  these  women,  she  has  manifested  an  emotion  that  looked  like 
fear.  The  Warren  woman  laughed,  in  making  her  statements,  and  seemed 
trying,  for  some  reason,  to  mislead  me.  The  VanBuren  said  that  she  had 
heard  the  Warren  speak  of  this  peculiarity  m  the  manner  of  the  accused* 
and  on  the  night  of  the  wedding,  just  before  the  direful  supper,  she  over- 
heard Arteveldt  speak  of  my  absence  in  regretful  tones,  mentioning  me, 
•fsinst  my  expressed  wish,  at "  the  detective,"  whereopon  the  bride  tanMd 
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The  case  Ibr  tibe  accosed,  at  present,  stands  abont  like  this:  Her 
levense  may  have  been  ooaspleted  when  she  Ibnook  her  husband  on  her 
bridal  night,  and  she  may  have  witnesses  to  prove  an  alibi. 

Second.  There  is  plaasibilitj  in  the  aignment  that  a  sane  woman 
wonld  hardly  declare  herself  so  pnblidy  if  she  contemplated  such  an  after> 
stroke — bnt  then  an  infuriated  woman  does  not  reason — and  I  have  been 
convinced  that,  whatever  may  be  her  graces  and  virtues,  she  hu  a  volcanie 
temper.  I  fimcy  her  now  knocking  down  that  poor  brute  of  a  Dutchman  — 
if  the  worst  is  proven  against  her,  why,  it's  a  splendid  case  for  an  **  insanity** 
plea.  And  any  ordinary  jury  will  grant  a  verdict  to  that  effect,  in  case  of  a 
young  and  beautiful  woman. 

Third.    Could  such  a  woman  have  struck  so  cool  and  unerring  a  blow, 
cfven  if  she  vnderstood  the  use  of  that  rather  unusual  weapon? 
U 
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Fourth.  There  is  the  chance  of  finding  a  second  party  who  might  have 
had  a  motiTe  of  revenge,  and  there  are  the  two  notes  and  the  secret  which, 
I  know,  Foidham  holds,  as  clues  to  work  upon.  Then  there  if  the  half 
bamed  note,  written  by  the  murdered  man. 

On  the  other  hand,  every  act  of  the  accused,  since  the  day  of  the  scene 
at  Gentleman  JefiTs,  an  account  of  which  I  have  had  from  hu  lips,  will  tell 
against  her ;  every  act. 

Her  refusal  to  dismiss  Clarence,  at  the  request  of  his  mother,  and  the 
manner  of  it  —  her  public  appearances  with  Mrs.  Arteveldt  and  son,  in 
order  to  make  their  after  confusion  more  marked — her  wedding  arrange- 
ments -^  the  absence  of  bridesmaids  —  and  more  than  all,  more  than  enough, 
her  fiery  denunciation  and  her  flight  The  story  of  the  knocked  down 
Dutchman  will  be  dragged  to  light  —  even  her  intellect  and  self  poise  will 
tell  against  her  —  and  her  evident  aversion  to  the  genus  detective,  as  repre 
sented  by  me,  will  weigh  like  iron. 

I  seem  to  see  the  scale  going  down,  down,  down  1  and  the  life  of  the 
1>eastilnl  Ingitm  hanging  in  thfl  balance. 
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CHAPTER  XXm. 

JOHH    JAOOB     AUSTIN. 

The  lumbering  old  stage  coach,  or  **hack/'  as  the 
benighted  ones  called  the  doleful  looking  yehicle  that 
lumbered  through  the  little  inland  Village  of  Fairlie,  four 
times  a  week,  bringing  passengers  from  the  nearest  rail- 
way, five  miles  distant,  drew  up  before  the  only  hotel  the 
hamlet  boasted,  and  deposited  a  single  passenger,  who 
stood  staring  vacantly  about  him  for  a  few  seconds,  then, 
clutching  his  carpet  bag  tightly,  hurried  in  to  the  shabby 
little  hotel. 

^^  Here's  another,**  exclaimed  a  languid -looking  fat 
man,  who  proved  to  be  a  combination  of  porter,  clerk  and 
proprietor,  all  in  one.     *^  Business  is  gettin'  lively." 

As  the  *new  comer  entered,  however,  he  could  see 
nothing  to  indicate  the  growing  liveliness  of  which  the 
languid  landlord  seeemed  almost  inclined  to  complain. 
There  was  nothing  particularly  **  lively  "  in  the  landlord, 
the  hotel,  or  the  village. 

Fairlie  had  a  ''front"  and  a  «'baok"  street,  and, 
evidently,  boasted  an  aristocracy ;  for  the  front  street  was 
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occupied  by  neat  and  pretty  cottages,  and  some,  a  very 
few,  houses  pretentious  enough  to  be  called  dwellings ; 
whUe  the  back  street — well,  that  was  not  much  to  speak 
of.  There  were  two  or  three  prim  churches,  and  a  neat 
new  school-house.  Fairlie  was  certainly  a  pretty  village ; 
a  good  place  to  come  to  if  one  wanted  to  take  a  nap. 
The  villagers  went  away  in  the  dismal  old  stage  coach 
sometimes,  and  always  hurried  back,  as  if  escaping  from 
untold  dangers.  Sometimes,  too,  in  the  lazy  Summer, 
some  one  came  to  visit  a  relative — but  what  could  bring 
strangers  to  this  sleeping  village  was  a  question  to  arouse 
wonder,  even  in  the  sluggish  mind  of  the  fat  landlord. 

The  latest  arrival  was  a  plainly  dressed,  inoffensive 
looking  young  man,  who  bore  a  general  resemblance  to 
Neil  Bathurst,  except  that  the  face  looked  as  stolid  as  a 
potato,  the  eyes  had  a  most  sheepish  expression,  the  skin 
was  somewhat  browned  and  freckled,  the  hands  ditto,  the 
mustache  was  the  scraggiest  of  its  kind,  and  the  hair, 
plastered  low  upon  the  forehead  and  ^^  pomatumed  "  there^ 
looked  as  if  a  rise  in  lard  might  soon  be  expected. 

*^  Just  put  yer  name  down  there,*'  said  the  landlord, 
shoving  toward  the  new  comer  a  greasy  ledger  and  a  time* 
worn  pen.  * " 

The  young  man  examined  the  ledger  with  much  inter- 
nist, and  then  pnahed  ap  bis  cuff,  took  the  pen  in  an  awk- 
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ward  manner,  and,  with  m  many  grimaofls  umI  as  mach 
apparent  effort  as  a  boy  would  oae  in  raaking  hia  first  pot- 
hooks, inscribed  therein  in  great  sprawling  letters,  tha 
name,  John  Jacob  Aostin.  This  done,  he  laid  down  tha 
pen,  with  a  sigh,  and  looked  about  him,  as  if  wondering 
what  he  should  do  next. 

"Stranger  in  these  parts,  ain't  yon?"  queried  the 
landlord. 

"Tes — nther,"  drawled  John  Jaoob  Aoatin. 

"  Goin'  to  stay  long  ?  " 

"We— U  — middlin'." 

**  Ain't  any  related  to  Doctor  Austin,  be  ye?** 

**  K  — not  that  I  —  know  of." 

"  Come  on  bu^ness  f  " 

"  Y — ea  —  rather." 

*'  Ain't  a  runner,  air  ye  ?  *' 

"No,"  replied  the  stranger,  slowly.  "I'm  lookin' 
around ;  maybe  I'll  buy  a  bit  of  land." 

At  this  moment  a  shrill  Toiee  from  kitcfaenward  called 
loudly  for  "  father,"  and  the  landlord  hurried  away,  look- 
ii^  somewhat  appreheneive. 

When  he  was  gone  John  Jaoob  Austin  opened  the 
book  again,  and  ran  his  eye  over  the  registered  names. 
Then  he  gave  a  low  whistle.  Just  over  the  leaf  was  the 
name,  J.  B.  Brady,  and  the  date  of  the  registry  was  in 
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August  last,  while  on  the  new  page  the  entries  ran 
thus: 

**  J.  B.  Brady." 

**  Hiram  Sprague,  State  oensns  taker." 

*•  John  Jacob  Austin." 

**  State  census  taker,"  mused  Mr.  Austin,  ^*  I  should 
like  to  see  a  real  live  census  taker."  Then  he  closed  the 
ledger,  went  languidly  out  upon  the  low  smoke-stained 
veranda,  and  looked  languidly  up  and  down  the  street. 
The  afternoon  sun  was  sinking,  and  things  looked  as  if 
the  inhabitants  had  already  retired  for  the  night.  He 
could  stand  there  and  see  all  there  was  of  the  business 
of  the  village.  Looking  up  and  down,  his  eye  fell  upon 
a  time-worn  sign,  suspended  between  two  windows,  over 
a  grocery  almost  opposite.  Without  a  moment's  hesita- 
tion he  crossed  the  street,  ran  up  the  stairs,  and  tapped  at 
the  door  of  the  room  before  which  swung  the  sign.  The 
door  was  opened  by  a  pleasant-faced  elderly  man,  who 
greeted  the  visitor  with  a  stare  of  surprise,  and  then 
politely  bade  him  enter.  The  visitor  drew  back,  seeming 
to  hesitate  for  a  moment,  and  then  entered  the  office, 
holding  his  hat  awkwardly  between  his  two  hands,  and 
seemingly  much  embarrassed. 

*«  Beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  he  began,  hesitatingly ;  **  bat 
li  this  Doctor  Austin's  office  ?" 
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^  Yes,  nr,"  replied  the  pleasant-fMed  man,  **  and  I  am 
Doctor  Aostm.    Pray  sit  down/' 

The  young  man  took  a  chair  and  sat  fombling  with 
his  hat  in  a  neryons  way,  while  the  dialogue  continued. 

**  I  hope  I  don't  intrude,*'  he  said ;  **  but  I  have  just 
come  in  on  the  ommSiM,  and  I  looked  over  and  saw  your 
sign  and  then  came  right  along.  My  name's  John  Jacob 
Austin,"  and  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  blue  card,  on 
which  was  that  name  was  engrayed  in  gilt  letters,  and 
presented  it  to  the  doctor. 

ft«  You  see,  sir,"  he  hurried  on,  **  I  am  a  stranger  here- 
abouts, and  your  name  looked  home-like ;  besides,  I  want 
to  ask  you  a  question.  Did  yon  eyer  haye  a  brother 
named  Jason  Austin  ?  " 

*^No,"  answered  Doctor  Austin,  looking  grayely  in- 
terested ;  *^  I  neyer  did." 

**  And  you  didn't  neyer  run  away  from  home  to  study 
medicine,  and  neyer  let  anybody  hear  £rom  you  after 
that  ?  "  asked  John  Jacob,  dolefully. 

**  No,"  lai]^hed  the  man  of  medicine ;  '*  I  neyer  did." 

^  Then  I  am  mistaken,"  said  the  young  man,  heaying 
a  deep  sigh.  *^  You  see,  sir,  I'ye  lost  all  my  relatiyes.  I 
neyer  had  any  brothers  and  sbters,  and  my  father  neyer 
had  any,  only  his  brother  Kara.  My  grandfather  liyed  in 
York  State,  and  was  bound  to  make  fiurmers  out  of  the 
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two.  Well,  Ezra  wanted  to  be  a  doctor,  and  he  and 
grandfather  fell  out.  Pretty  soon  Ezra  ran  away,  and 
my  father  never  heard  of  him  any  more.  Father  stayed 
along  on  the  farm,  and  when  he  died  it  came  to  me. 
Pretty  soon  I  sold  out,  for  they  were  all  gone,  and  I 
wanted  to  come  west.  I  had  always  had  a  sort  of  long- 
ing to  study  medicine  myself,  and  father  always  used  to 
say,  *  wait  till  we  find  your  Uncle  Ezra ;  if  he  has  made  a 
doctor  of  himself,  he  may  take  you  in  hand.'  You  see,  I 
have  been  looking  around  some  for  a  place  to  settle,  and 
I  came  here  to  look  at  land.  When  I  looked  over  and 
saw  your  sign  my  heart  jumped  almost  into  my  mouth. 

*  What  if  that  should  be  my  uncle  ? '  I  thought  to  myself; 

*  I  would  just  give  up  the  farming  business  and  go  in  for 
being  a  doctor  too,'  Then  I  ran  right  oyer.  I'm  a  lone- 
some sort  of  a  ohap  you  see,  doctor,"  said  John  Jacob, 
rising  slowly,  **  and  I  really  do  feel  disappointed." 

The  fietce  of  the  good  doctor  presented  a  picture  of 
sympathy. 

*^  I  am  sorry  that  I  have  been  the  means  of  disappoint- 
ing you,"  he  said  kindly.  **  Don't  go,  Mr.  Austin ;  per- 
haps I  can  be  of  some  service  to  you,  even  if  yoa  are  not 
my  nephew." 

So  John  Jaoob  resiuned  his  seat  ^d  conversed  with 
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Dootor  Austin,  until  a  oiaoked  bell  aoroaB  the  way  sig- 
naled that  tea  was  ready. 

As  John  Jacob  Austin  crossed  the  street,  and  again 
entered  the  little  hotel,  he  looked  a  shade  more  cheerful 
than  when  he  had  presented  himself  at  the  office  of 
Doctor  Austin.  He  was  not  thinking  of  the  good  doctor, 
however ;  his  thoughts  ran  about  in  this  wise : 

**  That  J.  B.  Brady  is  unmistakable,  and  what  can  he 
be  doing  here  ?  If  he  is  here,  where  is  Jocelyn  ?  This 
goes  a  little  beyond  my  expectations.  Let's  see  what  the 
supper  table  will  develop.*' 

The  supper  table  was  in  full  operation  when  he  en- 
tered the  dining-room,  and  sat  demurely  down  without 
even  glancing  at  his  fellow  boarders.  That  they  were 
very  few  he  could  tell  without  looking.  He  ate  away, 
somewhat  awkwardly,  and  said  ^^  thank  you ''  to  the  girl 
who  waited,  whenever  the  shadow  of  an  opportunity 
offered  itself.  After  some  time  he  lifted  his  eyes  from  his 
plate  and  looked  sheepishly  about  him.  There  were  two 
or  three  men  who  looked  like  mechanics,  one  with  hair  as 
well  greased  as  John  Jacob's  own,  who  was  evidently  a 
clerk,  one  pretentious  looking  individual  who  proved  to  be 
a  fiurier,  and  next  him  sat  Mr.  Jiuon  Bradwardine.  Next 
him  sat  a  deiioal-looking  ohap«  who  shot  a  mirthful  glaaoa 
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straight  into  the  stolid  eyes  of  John  Jacob,  and  last— 'Wae 
John  Jacob  himself! 

The  fiarrier  and  the  clerical-looking  man  kept  up  a 
brisk  conversation,  during  which  it  came  oat  that  the 
latter  was  none  other  than  Hiram  Spragne,  the  census 
taker. 

After  supper  the  boarders,  with  the  exception  of  the 
gentleman  registered  as  J.  B.  Brady,  lounged  about  and 
smoked,  and  talked ;  and  John  Jacob,  feeling  more  at 
ease,  brightened  up  a  little.  The  census  taker  strolled 
out,  and  presently,  strolled  in  again,  and  soon  became  the 
life  of  the  group  of  loungers.  He  was  not  such  a  solemn 
man  as  he  looked,  after  all,  and  presently  they  were  all 
roaring  at  his  jokes,  John  Jacob  with  the  rest.  After  a 
little,  however,  John  Jacob  arose  and  walked  toward  the 
door. 

*^  Take  a  cigar,  young  man  ?  "  asked  the  affitble  cen- 
sus taker,  holding  one  toward  him. 

**  No,  thanky ;  I  don't  smoke.  In  — in  fact  —  tobacco 
smoke  makes  me  a  little  sick  some  times.  I  —  I  believe 
I'll  just  walk  about  a  bit." 

^  It  w  pretty  dose  here,  that's  a  fact.  Do  you  object 
to  smoke  out-doors,  young  fellow  ?  If  yon  don't,  why  I 
will  take  a  turn  with  you.** 
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**  C^  ais  I  don't  mmd  it  odnda,**  replied  the  joang 
nun,  u  ha  twilled  the  door  handla. 

"  Wdl,  then,  ecHne  alcmg." 

So  BftTing  the  eensiis  takv  lighted  hie  etgei',  eloped 
on  his  hat,  and  followed,  or  rather,  drore  John  Jacob  out 
of  the  room.  Tbaj  walked  on  withoat  speakii^,  until 
they  bad  passed  the  places  of  bosineeB  and  were  walking 
aloi^  past  the  qoiet  cott^ea,  then  the  census  taker  draw 
a  Ijttle  nearer  his  oompanion,  and  asked,  in  a  low  Toioe ; 

"  NeU,  my  boy,  what  the  misohief  are  yon  doing  away 
down  hero  7  " 

**  I  didn't  shadow  yon,  old  num.  I  was  stmck  all  of  a 
heap,  as  they  eay,  when  I  saw  Brady's  name  on  that  dirty 
(dd  register,"  roplied  the  disguised,  or  rather,  disfigured 
Bathorst. 

"  So  yon  didn't  follow  Brad — and  me  7  then  perhapa 
I  bad  better  not  ask  year  basiness." 

"Old  man,  I  got  yoa  out  of  that  old  hive  to  tell  it  to 
you,  and  I  have  got  to  hare  your  help,  eren  if  yoa  have 
to  shake  the  Bradvardine  for  a  time,"  roplied  Neil  Batb- 
nrst,  graTsly. 

*'  Good  Lord,  Neil  I  is  it  a  heavy  ease,  then  ?  " 

"  Tea,  Bob,  it's  as  bad  as  your  BUae  Sohwwti  boai- 
neas." 

•■Whatl  ii it mnrdex? " 
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••  Yes.    It's  murder." 

**  Who  is  the  victim  ?  " 

**  Clarence  Arteveldt," 

**WhatI" 

**  Clarence  Arteveldt.  He  was  murdered  on  his  wed- 
ding night." 

"  Good  God  I  " 

They  had  passed  beyond  the  row  of  cottages  and  were 
now  walking  by  a  fenced-in,  but  vacant  lot.  As  he 
uttered  this  last  exclamation,  Rob  Jocelyn,  for  the  census 
taker  was  none  other,  paused  and  leaned  back  against 
the  fence. 

^^  Let's  stop  here,"  he  said,  after  a  moment's  silence. 
**  We  can  talk  with  more  safety  than  when  moving.  Do 
you  expect  to  find  the  assassin  here,  Neil  ?  " 

^^No.  I  am  after  threads.  Arteveldt's  destroyer  is 
believed  to  be  a  woman." 

**  A  woman  I    What  woman  ?  " 

"  His  wife." 

*^  Heavens !  Tell  me  all  about  it,  Neil.  I  can't  com- 
prehend the  thing." 

*^  Well,  Rob,"  began  Neil  Bathurst,  leaning  nearer  to 
his  friend,  ^^the  morning  after  the  shadowing  at  Mike's, 
you  remember  my  telling  you  that  you  had  spoiled  a 
wedding  for  me,  don't  you? 


»> 
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aa^  h.  knd  a  tape  trnnTititii<m>  Tvxa  Ind  xk4  W^si 
ten  aiantam  wkea  somb  oae  nppei  at  wr  do«w  I 
opeaed  it,  aad  Mis.  Artereldt^s  OMifli— w  sttg^imd  uk 
lookup  £ke  a  gbot/L  He  via  too  aear  cvwr  wttk  fii^t 
to  be  Teiy  lucid,  but  I  naaaged  to  Mk»  out  tlittt  tlMi« 
bad  been  Binder  cGsadttad  at  llie  new  boiase  AHi^T^Mt 
bad  fitted  ^p,  and  I  aet  eff  at  foil  speed*  Amred  tKei^ 
I  went  stnught  to  Uie  btidal  diamber.  Tbe  doctor  iraa 
tiieie  alreadj,  and  old  Mxa.  ArteTeldt  in  bTSterioe  of  the 
woist  aoit,  wbile  on  the  bed,  all  ooTered  up  with  the 
aatin  qinltB  and  finoy,  lay  darence^  just  as  if  he  were 
sleej^ng,  except  that  hia  £aoe  was  liTid,  and  there  was  a 
small,  round  hole  just  back  of  his  tomple«  with  only  a 
dot  of  blood  to  mark  it.*' 

"What?*' 

Rob  Jocelyn  turned  swiftly,  and  olutohed  his  firiend 
by  the  shoulders. 

"  What,  NeU  I "  he  cried, "  a  stylet  wound  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Then,  by  the  Lord,  Neil  Bathurst,  you  wr$  hunting 
slippery  game.  Old  Schwartz,  and  his  sister,  were  kllUu) 
in  just  that  way,  and,  I  believe,  when  you  find  your 
murderess,  I  shall  find  mine*" 

14*  V 
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**  You  think  them  the  same  ?  ** 

"  Yes.  Women  who  use  such  weapons  are  not  plenti- 
ful. Trust  me,  the  hand  that  struck  down  old  Schwartz, 
in  London,  and  the  hand  that  took  the  life  of  young 
Arteveldt,  in  America,  belong  to  the  same  woman,  and  it 
will  take  all  your  wits,  and  all  of  mine,  to  find  her,  if  she 
has  escaped." 

*^  She  has  escaped,  as  mysteriously,  and  e£Fectually,  as 
did  Elise  Schwartz,  the  London  murderess." 

*^  Then  I  saj  again,  she  i$  Elise  Sohwarts.** 


z. 
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CHAPTER    XXIV. 


A  NBW  LINK  IN  THE  OHAQT. 


*•!  don't  know,"  said  Neil  Bathuist.  **Tou  may 
change  jour  opinion  about  that,  Rob,  when  you  have 
heard  the  whole  story ;  and  that  I  can't  tell  you  now.  It 
would  take  too  much  time.  But  I  will  tell  you  this,  there 
is  a  clear  case  of  circumstantial  evidence,  and  that  of  the 
strongest  kind,  against  this  g^rl  that  Arteveldt  married, 
the  yery  night  he  got  that  death  blow.  His  mother  will 
hunt  her  to  the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  I  must  find  her,  and 
give  no  thought  to  anything  else  until  I  do.  Now  then, 
in  a  pell  mell  rush  for  this  girl,  or  woman,  they  are  leay- 
ing  some  loop  holes  open ;  because  they  can't  see  them. 
I  can  see  them,  however,  and  I  tell  you  they  need  looking 
after." 

^*  And  you  want  me  to  stop  up  the  loop  holes  ?  "  asked 
Jocelyn,  with  a  laugh. 

*^I  want  you  to  go  straight  back  to  the  city,  and  worm 
yourself  into  the  confidence  of  that  scamp  Fordham,  who 
knows  some  of  Arteveldt's  secrets,  of  the  off  color  sort. 
And  I  want  you  to  keep  an  eye  on  the  houae  ^bifibL^sXavs^Sa. 
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next  to,  or  rather  is  a  part  of^  the  bnflding  where  the 
marder  was  committed.  FU  giye  yoa  some  points ;  and 
we  mast  contriye  to  haye  a  talk  to-night,  when  all  these 
stapid  people  are  safe  in  bed.'' 

**Yoa  want  me  to  go  to  tiie  citjr?"  said  Bob,  with  a 
puzzled  look.  **  Where  are  you  going,  Neil?'* 

**  I'm  going  to  stay  here.'' 

"Here  I" 

"  Yes,  here !  If  I  can't  get  a  thread  to  follow  in  this 
village,  I  can't  get  one  any  where." 

"Well!  I  suppose  I  must  let  Mr.  Bradwardine  drop 
for  a  while.  However  I  fancy  that  I  possess  about  as 
much  information  as  he  does,  at  the  present  moment. 
He's  waiting  for  something  to  turn  up,  for  he  has  got  to 
the  length  of  his  tether.     What's  your  lay  here,  Neil?" 

**  I'm  cultivating  Dr.  Austin." 

*♦  Doctor  Austin  1 " 

**  Yes.  He  is  the  guardian  of  the  supposed  murderess. 
She  came  to  the  city  a  little  less  than  three  month's  ago, 
fresh  from  this  rural  dell.  Why,  Rob,  she  arrived  the 
very  day  that  you  made  your  appearance.  I  was  to  have 
met  her  that  evening,  at  Ruthven's ;  but  sent  my  regrets 
by  poor  Arteveldt." 

A  very  peculiar  expression  was  creeping  into  the  face 
of  Rob  Jooelyn,  but  the  darknews  concealed  it  from  his 
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oompanion,  who  went  on,  speaking  yery  low,  for  they 
were  moving  toward  the  little  hotel  now. 

**  Well,  as  I  told  you  that  morning,  Arteveldt  met  his 
fate  that  night — ^his  fate  indeed  I  This  Lenore  Armyn— - 
this  country  girl — made  rapid  progress  in  the  city.  I 
fancy  Doctor  Austin  was  not  a  yery  strict  guardian.  I 
wonder  if  he  so  much  as  knows  of  the  marriage  and 
murder." 

"  Don't  know.  But  I  tell  you,  old  boy,  your  head 
was  leyel  when  you  came  here.  I  guess  I  can  giye  you 
something  that  you  may  work  out,  perhaps.  You  know, 
*  Brady '  and  I  arrived  here — ^let  me  see — why,  the  night 
after  the  murder.  Something  took  me  with  the  notion 
that  I  had  better  look  after  Mr.  B. ;  so  I  went  down  the* 
avenue  that  morning,  and  caught  him  just  leaving  the 
house.  I  followed  him  to  an  office,  where  he  inquired 
about  the  trains  to  Fairlie  and  bought  a  ticket ;  then  I 
went  to  my  quarters,  got  myself  up  as  an  honest  census 
taker,  and  came  on  the  same  train.  As  I  was  about  to 
say,  a  man  can't  come  into  this  town,  or  leave  it,  without 
being  observed  more  or  less,  and  it  was  not  strange 
that  I  should  see  Doctor  Austin  riding  opposite  me  in 
the  same  coach  that  brought  me  and  my  game  to  this 
^  district ; '  for  he  did  come  on  that  coach,  and  he  came 
£rom  the  city  by  the  same  train  that  brought  usJ 
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"  He  did  I    Then  my  reasoning  was  sound  ?" 

"  Your  reasoning  generally  is  pretty  sound,  my  boy. 
Now,  I  can  tell  you  a  little  about  Doctor  Austin.  He  is 
the  best  and  kindest  of  men — ^that's  what  all  the  villagers 
think,  and  I  fully  coincide  with  them.  He  is  in  moder* 
ately  comfortable  circumstances,  and  has  a  fat,  jolly  little 
wife,  who  is  universally  popular.  Every  one  here  will 
swear  by  Doctor  Austin.  These  facts  I  have  picked  up 
at  odd  times  while  circulating  about  town.  Have  you 
seen  him?" 

'^Yes;  and  I  think  you  have  hit  him  off  correctly. 
Nevertheless,  I  must  find  the  fugitive  bride  through  him. 
Have  you  heard  any  mention  of  Miss  Armyn  in  your 
rounds,  Rob  ?  *' 

"  Well — ^yes;  I  have  heard  a  little  about  her,"  replied 
Rob,  with  that  peculiar  intonation  which  Neil  knew 
meant  something  suppressed.  ^'But  here  we  are,  Neil; 
let's  change  the  subject ;  and  to-night,  if  you  will  be  so 
good  as  to  leave  your  door  unlocked,  I  will  g^ve  you  a 
call.  I  know  every  corner  of  this  little  trap ;  and  every- 
body except  Brady  goes  to  bed  before  nine  o'clock." 

"  Well,  we  will  follow  their  example  —  temporarily," 
replied  Neil,  with  a  laugh. 

They  entered  the  hotel,  resuming  their  ^*  characters  " 
as  they  did  so,  and,  after  a  few  yawns  and  nervous 
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inquiries  about  burglars,  John  Jacob  retired,  soon  to  be 
followed  by  the  census  taker  and  all  the  rest  of  the  house- 
hold. Jason  Bradwardine  could  be  heard  pacing  rest- 
lessly up  and  down  his  room  till  a  late  hour.  But  finallj^ 
the  sound  of  his  footsteps  ceased,  and  the  little  hotel  was 
profoundly  quiet. 

A  little  after  midnight,  two  forms  might  have  been 
seen  to  emerge  from  a  rear  door  of  the  little  hotel,  and 
glide  away  in  the  direction  of  the  stables.  They  seemed 
to  have  no  designs  upon  the  horses,  however,  for  they 
went  straight  toward  a  wood -pile,  and  seated  themselyes 
thereon,  as  comfortably  as  they  could. 

"  There ! "  said  the  taller  of  the  two ;  **  here  we  are, 
safe  and  comfortable — or  tolerably  so,"  giving  a  hitch,  as 
a  not  particularly  soft  log  rolled  a  little  under  his  weight. 
*'  Such  a  supematurally  quiet  house  is  the  worst  place  in 
the  world  for  private  interviews,  not  to  mention  the 
wafer-like  quality  of  the  walls.  But  nobody  will  look 
for  night-larks  on  the  wood-pile ;  so  begin  at  the  begin- 
ning, Neil,  and  tell  me  all  about  this  business.'' 

Neil  Bathurst  did  begin  at  the  beginning — at  the  very 
moment  when  Jocelyn  had  bidden  him  good  morning, 
and  then  gone  in  pursuit  of  Bradwardine.  He  described 
the  scene  at  the  bridal  banquet,  and  aU  that  followed, 
omitting  nothing.    Then  he  reviewed  the  evidence  for 
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and  against  Lenore,  told  of  his  various  interviews  with 
Kate,  Jess  Warren,  George  Fordham,  and  others ;  of  the 
finding  of  the  mysterious  threatening  notes,  of  the  visit 
of  the  vailed  woman  to  Lenore  Armjn,  of  his  doubts  and 
suspicions,  up  to  the  very  time  when  he  had  set  out  for 
Fairlie. 

Rob  Jocelyn  was  an  attentive  listener,  and  he  inter- 
rupted the  narrator  less  frequently  than  was  his  wont 
when  listening  to  such  a  story.  Neil  Bathurst,  who  knew 
him  so  well,  was  fully  convinced  that  some  idea,  the 
nature  of  which  he  could  not  guess,  was  working  in  the 
brain  of  the  astute  Jocelyn,  and  he. waited  quietly  until 
Rob  should  see  fit  to  develop  it.  When  his  story  was 
done,  they  sat  silent  for  a  long  time,  Jocelyn  seeming  to 
have  an  unusual  amount  of  thinking  on  hand.  At  last 
he  got  up,  reseated  himself  in  a  new  position,  and  then  said : 

^'Welll  and  so  you  think  that  this  next-door  house 
needs  to  be  watched  ?  " 

^^  I  do.  I  have  gathered  this  much  information  con-^ 
cerning  it.  It  was  leased  a  few  days  after  Arteveldt 
took  the  other  one.  Leased  by  a  middle-aged  respectable 
sort  of  widow  woman,  who  intends  opening  an  aristocratic 
boarding  house.  Now,  as  I  told  you,  when  I  examined 
the  premises,  I  quickly  saw  how  easy  it  would  be  for  any 
one  oonoealed  in  that  unoccupied  house  to  get  out  on  the 
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roof  and  enter  Arteyeldt^s  through  tiie  scnttle  holes  or 
hatch,  and  then  go  back  the  same  way,  letting  themselves 
ont  without  diflSculty.  Now  then,  if  I  had  mentioned 
this  idea,  what  would  have  been  the  result?  They  would 
have  insisted  upon  searching  that  house,  and  would  fail 
in  accomplishing  anything  except  to  put  the  party  on 
guard.  Mind,  my  theory  is,  not  that  the  house  was 
entered  by  some  one  who  merely  knew  it  to  be  vacant, 
and  who  had  no  interest  in  it  further,  when  I  repeat 
that  the  house  was  taken  within  the  same  week  that 
Clarence  rented  its  fellow,  and  that,  in  spite  of  the  fact 
that  wliile  his,  Arteveldt's,  house  was  all  ready  for  occu- 
pancy a  week  before  the  wedding,  this  other  house  was 
not  yet  entirely  fitted  up,  and  was,  and  is  still,  unoccu- 
pied, you  will  comprehend  my  idea." 

^^YesI"  replied  Jocelyn,  in  that  short,  quick  way 
usual  with  him  when  his  brain  was  very  busy. 

*^  K I  am  correct,  and  the  party  is  not  alarmed  by  a 
search  warrant,  in  all  probability  they  will  use,  or  some 
one  will  use,  the  house,  for  a  short  time,  at  least.  Do 
you  see  my  drift?  " 

*^  Yesl  and  I'll  take  care  of  the  house.  Go  on,  Neil; 
what  more?** 

^^Fordham;  cultivate  him;  I  have  already  told  you 
aU  that  I  can  to  guide  you  there." 
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•"  All  right !  my  boy.  I'll  set  out  by  the  next  stage* 
And  — I'll  leave  Bradwardine  in  your  charge." 

^^  I  don't  know  about  that,  Rob ;  I  am  a&aid  I  should 
have  to  drop  him." 

"No;  you  won't  have  to  drop  him.  You  have  a 
stronger  reason  for  keeping  a  lookout  on  him  than  ever 
/  had." 

**  I !  how  do  you  make  that  ?  " 

"  Well  —  for  one  thing  —  didn't  you  observe  by  that 
precious  register  that  he  was  here  in  August  last  ?  He 
has  seen  Lenore  Armyn  and  you  have  not." 

"No;  and  I  could  not  get  a  picture  of  her ;  no  one 
had  such  a  thing.  But,  Rob,  that's  not  a  sound  reason 
after  all.     I  think  you  can  give  a  better  one." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Rob  Jocelyn,  "I  can,  my  boy;  and 
here  it  is :  The  woman  who  wrote  those  mysterious  let- 
ters to  Jason  Bradwardine,  years  ago,  was  Mrs.  Armyn, 
who  died  here  some  nine  months  ago.  The  woman  who 
fled  from  Elm  Valley,  and  who  called  herself,  while  there, 
^  Mistress  Bourne,'  was  Mrs.  Armyn.  The  child  he  tried 
to  steal  was  little  Lenore  Armyn.  And  the  game  Jason 
Bradwardine  is  in  search  of  now  is  the  same  that  you  are 
hunting  down  —  Lenore  Armyn  Arteveldt,  the  fugitive 
bride  and  supposed  murderess." 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 


THB   ENGLISH   DETBCTiyB. 


B[ind  reader,  with  the  rapidity  of  thought,  than  which 
nothing  speeds  faster,  let  ns  transport  ourselves,  for  a 
very  little  time,  to  another  country  and  another  scene. 

It  is  the  middle  of  Noyember.  Nay,  it  is  the  very 
day  that  comes  with  the  sun  chariot  at  its  heels,  and  looks 
down  to  behold  Clarence  Arteveldt  a  corpse.  It  is  the 
very  hour  when  over  in  America  that  dreary  inquest  is 
being  held,  and  Lenore  Armyn  is  being  pronounced  a 
murderess. 

But  now  we  are  in  England;  we  stand  upon  the 
threshold  of  Hillary  Hall,  the  stately  country  seat  of  Sir 
Hillary  Massinger,  who  owns  a  splendid  modern  palace 
in  London,  and  a  costly  bifauy  called,  fwhionably,  a 
shooting  box,  in  the  Highlands,  who  is  lord  oyer  many 
acres,  many  servants,  and  many,  many  thousand  pounds 
per  annum. 

We  enter  the  private  cabinet  of  Sir  Hillary  Massinger, 
where  everything  is  stately,  antique,  magnificent,  and 
almost  priceless.    No  stranger  could  enter  there  without 
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gazing  spellbound.  But  the  room  might  be  famished 
in  deal,  so  little  notice  do  its  inmates  take  of  the  beauti- 
ful surroundings. 

The  elder  of  iiie  two  men  who  sit  at  a  carved  table 
strewn  with  business-like  looking  papers  and  letters  innu- 
merable, is  Sir  Hillary  Massinger  himself  —  a  proud, 
stern-looking  old  man,  tall  and  erect,  but  wearing  upon 
his  brow  lines  indicative  of  care  and  trouble,  and,  above 
it,  scanty  locks  of  snow-white  hair. 

The  other  is  a  younger  man  ;  he  may  be  twenty-five 
or  thirty-five,  or  even  older ;  you  can  not  guess  his  age  by 
his  face.  It  is  smooth-shaven,  and  slightly  florid;  the 
eyes  are  not  large,  and  of  a  blue  gray  color ;  they  are  in- 
trospective, inscrutable  eyes,  and — sometimes — ^they  are 
keen  and  restless.  The  hair  is  thick  and  soft;  light- 
brown  in  color,  and  cut  close,  very  close,  to  the  splendidly 
formed  head.  It  is  not  a  handsome  face,  but  it  is  a  strong 
one ;  as  strong  as  if  cast  in  iron — and  yet — there  are 
times  when  the  face,  the  eyes,  the  very  figure  of  the 
man  wear  an  expression  of  unutterable  weariness  and 
profound  melancholy.  He  is  below  the  medium  height; 
broad  shouldered,  and  thoroughly  English  in  build.  And 
he  is  an  Englishman,  and  a  grand  one.  Sir  Hillary  Mas- 
singer's  vM-tf-vM,  and  companion  is  Francis  Ferrars,  the 
first  and  best  of  English  detectives.     He  sits  before  Sir 
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Hillary,  in  the  great  carved  chair,  with  all  the  ease  and 
grace  of  a  drawing-room  hahituS.  And  he  looks  the  old 
nobleman  squarely  in  the  eye,  as  he  says,  in  a  firm  reso- 
lute tone : 

^^  I  hare  waited  upon  you  to-day,  Sir  Hillary,  because 
I  have  some  reason  for  thinking  that  you  are  becoming 
dissatisfied  with  my  work ;  and  I  do  not  choose  to  be 
misunderstood,  or  to  have  my  efforts  undervalued,  even 
by  you.  I  must,  therefore,  trespass  upon  your  time, 
while  I  review,  for  your  benefit,  my  work  for  the  past 
tiiree  years  and  more." 

The  nobleman  moves  uneasily  in  his  chair,  and  one 
aristocratic  hand  toys  nervously  with  a  paper  weight,  as 
he  replies : 

^*You  are  too  sensitive,  Ferrais.  I  may  have  ques- 
tioned the  advisability  of  one  or  two  things,  but  I  have 
had,  and  still  have,  perfect  confidence  in  your  skill. 
Why,  man,  nobody  in  England  doubts  that." 

**  Nevertheless,  Sir  Hillary,  I  must  insist  upon  this 
hearing.  Blunders  have  been  made — shameful  ones. 
But  the  fault  shall  rest  where  it  properly  belongs.  I  will 
take  the  consequences  of  my  mistakes ;  others,  who  deal 
with  me,  must  carry  tiie  burden  of  theirs.  If  I  am  to 
conduct  this  ease  further,  we  must  thoroughly  review  the 
ground,  and  begin  afresh  with  a  better  un< 
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^^j^  you  are  to  oonduot  it!"  broke  in  Sir  Hillary. 
*^  Why,  man,  of  course  yon  are.  I  would  trust  it  to  no 
one  else ;  and  I  will  keep  it  moving  until  I  die." 

^*Then — so  will  I,"  replied  Francis  Ferrars,  all  un- 
conscious that  he  had  well-nigh  uttered  a  prophecy. 

^^  Now,  then.  Sir  Hillary,"  he  resumed  in  that  calm, 
even,  wonderfully  mellow  Toice  of  his,  and  at  the  some 
time  taking  from  his  pocket  a  package  of  papers.  ^*  We 
will  begin,  if  you  please,  at  tiie  beginning." 

^*  Proceed  then,"  said  Sir  Hillary,  sinking  back  with  a 
half  sigh.  **  U  you  must,  you  will,  Ferrars ;  but  I  pro- 
test; it  is  unnecessary." 

**  I  think  I  shall  convince  you  that  it  is  not  unneces- 
sary," replied  the  detective,  tranquilly.  And  opening 
the  packet,  he  took  up  the  first  paper,  to  which  he  refer- 
red from  time  to  time. 

^^  First,  then.  Sir  Hillary,"  he  began.  *^Long  ago, 
some  three  years  and  four  months  since,  you  applied  to 
Scotland  Yard  for  my  services  in  a  private  case,  and  my 
chief  detailed  me  for  as  long  a  time  as  your  case  should 
require.  None  of  us  dreamed  then  that  it  would  be  pro- 
longed year  after  year,  and  take  me  half  over  the  world. 
When  I  came  to  you  for  instructions,  this  is  what  you 
told  me.  Some  fourteen  years  ago,  you  said,  in  a  small 
village  in  the  south  of  France,  there  had  lived  a  woman. 
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young  and  beautiful ;  she  was  supposed  to  be  married  to 
a  young  Englishman  of  good  family,  and  was  herself  of 
good  blood,  on  the  side  of  the  mother,  who  had  been 
guilty  of  a  misalliance.  The  marriage  with  the  English- 
man had  been  a  private  one,  and  they  had  lived  under  an 
assumed  name.  They  had  one  child,  a  girl,  then  more 
than  a  year  old  :  and  seemed  very  happy  in  their  seclu- 
sion. But  one  day  the  husband  disappeared,  and  the 
young  wife  had  good  reason  for  believing  herself  for- 
saken. There  had  been  one  or  two  stormy  scenes  be- 
tween her  and  some  of  the  husband's  relatives,  and  when 
the  husband  forsook  her,  she  conceived  the  idea  that 
sooner  or  later  he  would  rob  her  of  her  child ;  and  she 
fled  from  the  vine  country,  leaving  no  due  to  her  where- 
abouts or  intentions  behind  her.  The  manner  in  which 
you  set  about  this  case  proved  that  you  were  a  novice  in 
such  matters.  You  gave  me  names,  dates,  addresses,  and 
a  picture  of  the  woman.  You  abo  furnished  me  with  the 
names  and  all  that  you  knew  of  her  family — and  yet,  you 
gave  me  only  half  confidence.  Is  not  that  true,  Sir  Hil- 
lary Massinger  ?  " 

Sir  Hillary  had  been  sitting  with  one  hand  shading 
his  fEuse,  and  the  other  working  nervously,  clasping  and 
midaaping  itself,  as  it  lay  on  the  velvet  ann  of  his  chair, 

If  w 
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He  never  looked  up,  as  the  detective  paused  for  a  reply ; 
he  only  said,  in  a  low,  constrained  tone :    . 

"  Yes — ^that  is  true." 

^^  Here  then,  occurred  the  first  mistake,  and  because 
of  it  I  spent  months  of  valuable  time  in  useless  search. 
The  lady  had  been  missing  fourteen  years,  and  I  needed 
everything  that  you  could  tell  me  to  guide  me  in  my 
search — everything.  In  order  to  successfully  follow  such 
missing  ones,  a  detective  should  know  their  antecedents, 
who  their  friends  are,  who  are  their  enemies,  and  what 
their  tastes  and  favorite  pursuits  are.  If  he  does  not  know 
these  things  his  first  task  is  to  learn  them.  You  did  not 
choose  to  tell  me  these  things,  so,  after  eight  months  search, 
I  came  to  you,  and  told  you  what  you  already  knew; 
namely,  that  the  missing  lady  was  the  wife  of  your  only 
son ;  that  you  had  been  at  fii*st  ignorant  of  the  marriage, 
and  that,  when  it  came  to  your  knowledge,  you  took 
measures  which,  whether  you  intended  it  or  not,  had  the 
effect  of  eventually  separating  the  young  husband  and 
wife,  of  wrecking  his  health  and  happiness,  and  of 
making  her  an  outcast  and  a  wanderer." 

**  True,*'  said  Sir  Hillary,  with  a  groan.  **  I  know  it ! 
— ^I  know  it  now  I " 

**  And  yet  —  even  then  you  did  not  tell  me  all,"  re- 
sumed   the    detective,  almost  sternly.      **  Month  after 
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month  passed  away ;  I  scoured  France,  Italy,  Germany, 
Spain ;  I  searched  the  provinces,  and  little  less  than  a 
year  ago  I  came  to  you  and  said  that  I  had  made  one 
discovery,  namely,  that  some  cause  that  I  could  not 
understand  lay  behind  all  that  you  had  told  me  concern- 
ing this  woman,  and  that  I  believed  that  some  one  beside 
yourself  had  been  instrumental  in  bringing  about  her 
trouble.  I  insisted  upon  being  told  of  every  enemy  you 
or  your  son  might  have  had,  and  I  insisted  upon  being 
told  the  true  reason  why  you  desired  now,  at  this  late 
day,  to  find  this  woman  and  her  child.  I  would  have 
nothing  less  than  the  whole  truth,  and  finally,  but  very 
reluctantly,  you  told  me  all,  or  so  I  believed  and  do 
still." 

"  Yes,"  interrupted  Sir  Hillary,  **  I  told  you  the  truth 
then:' 

*^  You  told  me  that  your  son  had  died  estranged  from 
you,  that  you  being  a  widower  had  then  married  a  young 
wife  and  hoped  for  an  heir.  But  your  wife  died  child- 
less, and  within  the  year  almost,  and  then  the  man  who 
would  of  necessity  inherit  after  you  began  to  manifest 
himself.  You  had  always  disliked  the  man  and  with 
good  reason,  and  you  had  never  dreamed  of  his  becom- 
ing your  heir.  There  was  but  one  way  to  prevent  it, 
however;  the  females  of  the  house  of  Massinger  were 
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lawful  inheritors;  this  man  belonged  to  a  very  remote 
branch.  If  you  could  find  your  son's  child  you  would 
have  an  heiress,  and  Jason  Bradwardine  would  be  cut  off. 
Anything  was  better  than  Jason  Bradwardine,  and  so  you 
set  me  to  look  up  the  missing  heiress,  without  telling 
me  that  a  man  who  had  the  strongest  possible  interest  in 
keeping  this  heiress  from  communicating  with  you,  was 
in  existence." 

*^  I  tell  you,  man,  I  never  dreamed  of  such  a  thing, 
and  I  hated  his  very  name.  I  never  thought  of  the 
possibility  of  his  inheriting  after  me  until  my  wife  died. 
And  I  know  that  his  elder  brother  was  alive  until  four  or 
five  years  ago.  I  don't  believe  he  ever  thought  of  the 
succession  until  I  became  a  widower  and  childless." 

^^  You  think  so.  Listen,  Sir  Hillary  Massinger.  For 
more  than  a  year  I  have  been  like  a  sleuth  hound  on  the 
trail  of  that  man.  I  have  been  near  him  when  he  little 
dreamed  it.  I  have  won  the  confidence  of  his  servants 
and  his  friends.  He  is  base,  he  is  treacherous,  he  is  cun- 
ning ;  he  has  schemed  all  these  years  to  become  Sir  Jason 
Massinger,  of  Hillary  Hall.  He  has  borrowed  money  on 
his  expectations,  and  because  you  have  been  blinded,  I 
have  been  following  shadows.  His  elder  brother  died 
nearly  eighteen  years  ago,  and  the  letters  you  have 
received  purporting  to  come  from  him,  have  been  forger- 
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168  on  the  dead,  perpetrated  by  this  schemer.  Jason 
Bradwardme  has  known  where  to  put  his  hand  upon  your 
heiress ;  whether  he  knows  her  whereabouts  now,  is,  I 
think,  doubtfol.  He  has  been  living  in  a  villa  in  one  of 
the  London  suburbs,  and  there  is  now  a  lady  -there  who 
calls  herself  his  wife.  I  happen  to  know  this  to  be  a 
pleasant  fiction  of  hers,  however.  Not  long  ago  I  con- 
trived, no  matter  how,  to  gain  access  to  his  house  and  his 
private  room ;  my  strategy  was  not  a  very  safe  one,  but  I 
took  the  risk,  and  forcing  open  his  private  desk  examined 
its  contents.  It  was  there  I  found  evidence  enough  to 
convince  me  that  he  had,  years  ago,  known  the  hiding- 
place  of  your  son's  wife.  I  may  as  well  tell  you  how  I 
accomplished  my  work,  perhaps.  The  villa  is  very  soli- 
tary, and  few  men  were  in  the  vicinity  at  that  hour.  I 
approached  the  house  as  a  tramp,  and  entered  it  as  a  rob- 
ber. I  frightened  the  woman,  and  the  two  female 
servants,  and  they  submitted  while  I  searched  the  house 
and  their  pockets.  From  the  pocket  of  the  mistress  I 
abstracted  this  letter ;  see,  it  is  in  Jason  Bradwardine's 
hand,  and  is  mailed  from  America,  from  a  place  called 

Fairlie,  in  the  State  of .    It  is  dated  August  last.    I 

had  omitted  to  say  that  while  I  was  lying  ill,  for  a  little 
less  than  a  week,  Bradwardine  had  disappeared.  I  have 
not  seen  him  since  June  last ;  nor  could  I  find  a  clue  to 
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whereabouts  until  I  came  into  possession  of  this 
letter-" 

The  detective  paused  for  a  moment  and  gathered  up 
his  papers,  while  Sir  Hillary  sat  staring  at  him  and 
striving  to  digest  this,  to  him,  startling  revelation  of 
Bradwardine's  cunning. 

*^  I  think  you  will  now  do  me  the  justice  to  say  that 
the  blunders  in  working  this  case  have  not  been  of  my 
making,  Sir  Hillary,"  said  Francis  Ferrars,  rising  as  if 
his  business  were  now  completed. 

^*  No,  by  heavens,  Ferrars  I  "  cried  the  old  man,  rising 
in  his  turn.  ^*  It  has  been  my  fault,  first  and  last  I  I 
have  been  blind,  a  dolt,  a  fool  I  My  accursed  pride  has 
stood  between  me  and  the  only  thing  that  can  make 
happy  one  remaining  hour  of  my  life,  my  last  hour.  And 
now  it  may  be,  it  probably  is,  too  late  to  remedy  the 
wrong  I  have  helped  to  do." 

His  voice  sank  to  a  hopeless  cadence,  and  he  threw 
himself  wearily  back  in  the  great  arm  chair  once  more. 

**'  On  the  contrary,  Sir  Hillary ;  for  the  first  time,  I 
see  a  ray  of  hope  for  us.  My  course  is  mapped  out ;  I 
shall  follow  it  vigorously;  and  —  I  believe  I  shall 
succeed." 

•*  What  are  you  going  to  do?  " 

**  I  am  going  to  America  by  the  first  steamer/' 
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CHAPTER  XXVI, 

JOOBLYN     IKYXSTIGATBa. 

**  The  game  Jason  Bradwaidine  is  in  search  of  b  the 
same  that  yon  are  hunting  down:  Lenore  Armyn- 
Arteyeldt,  the  fugitive  bride  and  supposed  murderess.'* 

These  low-spoken  words  of  Rob  Jocelyn  brought  Neil 
Bathurst  to  his  feet  with  a  bound. 

**RobI  Are  you  in  earnest?''  he  cried,  giving  his 
friend  a  little  shake ;  *^  is  Bradwardine  really  in  search  of 
Lenore  Armyn  ?  " 

**He  really  is,  Neil.  GkK>d  Lord,  man,  let  up  that 
grip  on  my  arm  I "  said  Rob,  jerking  himself  from  the 
tender  clasp  of  Neil's  powerful  hand.  **  Bless  me,  but 
you  are  a  fraud,  old  boy ;  you  don't  look  much  to  speak 
of  beside  me.  I  almost  wish  I  were  not  quite  so  high, 
and  so  wide  myself,  just  for  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the 
victims  stare  out  of  the  eye  that  wasn't  blacked,  when  I 
knocked  'em  down  so  nice  and  easy.  Just  knock  me 
over  once,  Neil ;  I  want  to  see  your  arm  shoot  out." 

^  By  thunder  I  I  will,  if  you  don't  stop  your  nonsense, 
yon  chaffing  old  elephant  I"  replied  Neil,  with  an  im- 
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patient  half  laugh.  ^*  I  want  to  get  down  to  business*  I 
am  thoroughly  astounded.  The  whole  thing,  from  first 
to  last,  seems  like  fatality.  So  those  letters  that  I  picked 
up,  on  general  principles,  as  it  were,  were  written  by  the 
mother  of  my  fugitive?" 

"They  certainly  were,"  replied  Rob,  dropping  his 
jesting  tone. 

"  Tell  me  what  you  know  about  this,  Rob." 

**  Well,  you  see  I  came  here  at  his  very  heels,  and  it 
didn't  take  me  long  to  find  out  that  he  was  trying  to 
come  the  friendly  dodge  on  Doctor  Austin.  He  made  a 
good  many  inquiries  about  Mrs.  Armyn  and  her  daughter 
of  one  and  another,  in  a  sort  of  round-about  way,  and 
then  I  had  him  safe.  He  pretended  that  he  wanted  to 
buy  the  Armyn  cottage  for  a  Summer  residence,  etc. 
Well,  when  I  once  got  my  suspicions  aroused,  it  was  easy 
for  me  as  a  census  taker  to  find  old  women,  and  young 
ones,  too,  for  that  matter,  who  would  ,talk  by  the  yard 
about  anything.  I  found  out  that  the  coming  of  Mrs. 
Armyn  and  child  to  this  village  would  correspond  with 
the  date  on  which  she  left  Elm  Valley ;  then,  too,  the 
descriptions  tallied.  There's  no  doubt  about  the  matter, 
Mrs.  Armyn  is  the  woman  he  was  hunting,  and,  now  that 
•he  is  dead,  he  transfers  his  attentions  tp  the  daughter." 

"  Tou  oan't  guess  his  motives  ?" 
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**  WeR,  I  slKNild  wMj  ih»  wm  in  his  wmj  iiwuhow^.    1 
think  his  aotxre  is  bsdL'* 
•*  No  doubt.'* 

^*Do  joa  tiunk  Bndwudine  knows  of  the  mnrd«i 
Rob?** 

""No;  I  dmi'i.  Wbj,  think,  man,  I  didn't  know  it 
myself;  there  are  so  few  of  the  city  papers  coming  to 
this  ont-of-the-way  place.  All  their  news  seems  to  come 
from  the  State  p^>era.  And  I  don't  think  Biadwardine 
reads  the  papers  much;  he  is  one  of  those  confounded 
bigoted  Englishmen  who  think  American  literature  be- 
neath them.** 

^  Well,  I  hope  he  will  continue  to  think  so,  that  is  all* 
Then  there  is  a  chance  that  Doctor  Austin  is  none  the 
wiser. 

*'  Yes,  a  *  right  smart  chance,*  I  should  say/* 

**  And  Jason  Bradwardine  is  trying  to  win  the  oonfl- 
dence  of  the  old  doctor  ?  " 

^*  Yes ;  and  no  doubt  he  will  do  it  if  you  don't  put  a 
damper  on  him." 

**  I'll  put  a  damper  on  him.  Come,  Mr.  Census-taker- 
man,  it's  almost  morning,  and  we  want  some  sleep." 

**But  I  say,  young  man,  what  wire  do  you  intend 
pulling  here?  How  will  you  work  against  Bradwar- 
dine?" 
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**I'm  John  Jacob  Austin/'  laughed  Neil,  turning 
toward  the  house.  **I  have  laid  the  train  abeady. 
Before  the  week  is  out  I  shall  be  studying  medicine  with 
Doctor  Austin." 

**  Oood  I  Enough  said  I  Write  me  out  those  ad- 
dresses, and  slip  them  to  me  in  the  morning.  I'll  report 
to  you  in  a  day  or  two." 

"Very  good;  but  we  can't  send  much  through  the 
mail;  country  post-ofiSce  curiosity  is  too  keen.  Don't 
send  oftener  than  is  positively  necessary." 

They  re-entered  the  house  as  they  had  left  it,  no  one 
being  the  wiser  because  of  their  consultation  save  them- 
selyes. 

The  next  morning  the  sociable  census  taker  announced 
that  his  labors  there  were  done,  and,  having  bade  every- 
body a  jolly  good-by,  he  drove  away  in  the  rumbling  old 
stage  coach,  en  r(mte  for  the  city. 

Let  OS  follow  him  for  a  little  time.  It  is  evening 
when  he  reaches  the  city,  but  not  late;  and,  having 
refreshed  himself  and  changed  his  costume  somewhat,  he 
sallies  forth  again.  First,  he  saunters  about  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  house  of  Clarence  Arteveldt.  Neil  has 
furnished  him  with  some  notes  and  also  with  the  names 
of  the  places  where  he  will  be  most  likely  to  meet  Oeois^e 
Fordham ;  and  Bob  begins  his  round  with  the  air  of  a 
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man  who  knows  exactly  what  he  is  about.  Ha  smreya 
the  two  houses.  Through  the  basement  wincEows  of  the 
cue  he  knows  to  b«  the  Arteveldt  house,  lights  oan  be 
seen  burning  brightly,  as  if  to  make  cheerful  as  possible 
the  inhabited  portion  of  that  sow  dreary  dwelling.  From 
the  windows  of  the  other  house,  however,  various  lights 
stream  out. 

"  So,  bo  I  *'  mutters  Rob,  under  his  breath.  "  No.  49 
is  in  operation.  I  wonder  if  they  have  got  their  shingle 
out."  He  approached  the  entrance  and  saw,  hanging  upon 
the  door,  a  sign,  the  bright,  new  gilt  letters,  glittering  in 
the  gas-light.  ''Mrs.  Rogers,  private  boarding-house." 
Thus  read  the  gilt  lettering ;  and  without  a  moment's  hes- 
itation detective  Rob  ran  np  the  steps  and  rang  the  bell. 
He  had  plenty  of  time  to  &ame  a  speech  before  the  door 
opened,  and  then  be  was  a  little  sorprised  to  see  that  it 
was  not  a  servant  who  stood  surveying  him  rather  crit- 
ically, not  to  say  unfavorably.  He  looked  like  a  well-to- 
do  young  man  about  town,  as  he  stood,  bat  in  band, 
bowing  before  the  woman  who  had  opened  the  door, 
he  was  s  stout,  floiid-faced,  richly-dressed  matron  of  at 
east  forty-five  years,  and  Rob  at  once  jumped  to  the  oon- 
olnsion  that  this  was  Mrs.  Rogers  herself. 

"  Qood  evening,  madame,"  he  said,  blandly.     "  Am  I 
addreeung  the  lady  of  the  house,  Mrs.  Ro%«n?  " 
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"  Yes ;  I  am  Mrs.  Rogers,"  replied  the  woman,  some- 
what coldly, 

"  I  see  by  this,"  motioning  towdrd  the  door,  "  that 
you  have  rooms  for  desirable  boarders,  and  so  I  called. 
I  am  a  stranger  in  the  city,  and  want  a  first-class  board- 
ing place  in  a  good  locality,  like  this.  Do  you  think  you 
could  accommodate  me?  " 

Mrs.  Rogers  had  been  standing  with  one  hand  on  the 
door  as  if  desirous  of  closing  it  and  the  conversation,  and 
she  did  not  alter  her  position  or  her  general  aspect,  as 
she  replied : 

*^  I  don't  really  know,  sir ;  some  of  my  rooms  are 
engaged ;  all  of  them  were,  but  there  has  been  a  horrible 
afPair  next  door,  and  it  will  hurt  my  house,  I  am  afraid ; 
some  people  are  so  superstitious.  I  shall  know  by  to- 
morrow whether  I  will  have  any  vacant  rooms  or  not ;  I 
suppose  you  can  furnish  good  references  ?  " 

He  laughed  and  shrugged  his  broad  shoulders. 

•*  I  don't  know,"  he  replied.  "  I  am  lately  from  the 
Pacific  Slope :  I  oan  refer  you  to  plenty  of  people  in  Cal- 
ifornia, and  I  oan  satisfy  you  pecuniarily,  I  am  sure  of 
that ;  as  for  the  affair  next  door,  whatever  it  may  have 
been,  it  won't  trouble  me." 

*'  I  am  glad  of  that,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Rogers,  with  more 
afEability  than  she  had  at  first  displayed.     *^  If  you  can 
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make  it  oonvenient  to  call  to-morrow  afternoon,  I  will  give 
you  an  answer ;  I  can't  show  you  my  rooms  to-night.  I 
have  just  moved  in  to-day,  and  they  are  not  ready  for 
visitors.** 

**Time  enough  for  that  to-morrow,  madame,*'  said 
the  gentleman  from  the  Pacific  Slope.  ^*  I  will  call  early 
in  the  afternoon ; "  and  lifting  his  hat  he  turned  and 
walked  leisurely  away. 

What  his  opinion  concerning  the  house  was,  one  could 
hardly  guess  from  the  single  ejaculation  that  fell  from  his 
lips,  for  he  only  muttered : 

**  Humph  I    Old  cat!*' 

He  made  no  effort  to  find  Fordham  that  night,  but 
remained  in  the  vicinity  of  Mrs.  Rogers'  boarding-house 
until  long  past  midnight.  Bright  and  early  on  the  fol- 
lowing morning  he  was  astir,  and  set  himself  about  a  new 
piece  of  work  ;  rather  an  old  one  that  seemed  in  no  way 
connected  with  Mrs.  Rogers.  He  went  about  this  work 
in  his  proper  person,  except  that,  like  Neil  Bathurst,  he 
substituted  a  false  mustache  for  the  one  he  had  sacrificed, 
in  order  to  the  more  safely  shadow  Jason  Bradwardine. 
His  business  took  him  to  several  of  the  first  jewelers' 
establishments,  and  it  was  the  same  in  each ;  invariably 
he  was  received  with  courtesy ;  he  held  a  private  inter- 
view with  the  proprietor  of  each  plaoQ  bft  ^^(Vs^u^^  M^ 
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whom  he  exhibited  certain  documentB  and  papers  con- 
taining what  looked  like  a  list  of  some  sort ;  this  paper 
each  jeweler  took  a  copy  of,  and  then  Rob  Jocelyn 
passed  on  to  the  next  one.  He  had  yisited  six  jewelers 
in  this  manner,  and  now  stood  talking  in  a  low  tone  with 
the  seventh.  His  six  previous  visits  had  been  all  alike, 
beginning  and  ending  the  same.  This  one,  however,  was 
destined  to  have  a  different  ending. 

**Yoa  see,  sir,''  Rob  said,  leaning  over  the  jeweler's 
desk,  **  we  must  move  with  extreme  care  in  these  cases ; 
the  jewels  may  by  this  time  have  fallen  into  innocent 
hands,  and  yet,  through  them  we  may  be  able  to  trace 
the  guilty.  As  I  said  before,  it  is  a  peculiar  case,  and  I 
have  lately  had  strong  reasons  for  thinking  that  the  per- 
son who  stole  the  valuables  is  in  this  city.  Here  is  a  list 
of  the  gems  stolen,  as  near  as  we  were  able  to  make  a 
list.  They  were  all,  as  you  see,  of  the  rare  sort,  and  they 
were  all  of  the  finest  quality." 

The  jeweler  took  the  list  and  ran  his  eye  over  it, 
reading  it  half  aloud. 

**  U — ^m — ^m ;  diamonds  —  rubies  —  sapphires  —  pink 
pearls— opals.*'  Suddenly  he  put  his  head  out  at  the 
side  of  his  desk  and  called, 

**  Smithson,  bring  me  the  order  book.** 

The  book  was  brought  without  delay,  and  then,  with- 
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out  glancing  at  Rob,  the  jeweler  turned  the  leayes  and 
ran  his  eye  down  the  pages  with  great  rapidity. 

"Here  we  are,"  he  said  suddenly,  "Opals!  three 
large,  first-water ;  that's  it,  sir  I  A  young  lady  brought 
three  beautiful  opals  here  more  than  a  week  ago,  to  be 
made  in  a  set.  I  wondered  a  little  at  her  possession  of 
them,  but  she  came  with  a  young  lady  from  one  of  our 
first  families.  So  I  fancy  she  is  all  right  enough.  The 
order — well,  now,  this  is  lucky — the  order  was  to  be 
ready  for  to-day.  She  will  call  for  them,  I  presume,  this 
afternoon." 

"  What  name  ? "  said  Rob  Jocelyn,  with  a  gleam  of 
the  brown  eyes. 

"  Miss  Annin,  sir ;  Miss  N.  S.  Annin.'* 

"  Thank  you ;  I  will  happen  in  this  afternoon,  to  see 
Miss  Annin."  And  Rob  left  the  good  jeweler  wondering 
at  his  coolness,  and  strode  away. 

It  was  almost  noon,  and  Rob  sauntered  into  a  neigh- 
boring restaurant  and  sat  down  to  wait,  and  order  such  a 
dinner  as  would  please  him.  He  had  some  time  to  dis- 
pose of.  The  matter  of  the  opals  required  no  thought, 
for  the  present,  so  he  drew  from  his  pocket  an  envelope 
that  Neil  Bathurst  had  smuggled  into  his  possession  just 
before  he  departed  from  Fairlie,  and  for  a  third  time 
perused  its  contents.    It  read  as  follows: 
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Dear  Old  Man. — I  have  played  the  woman  so  much  I'm  afraid  I  am 
getting  to  be  like  the  rest  I  talk  a  great  deal  and  never  get  it  all  said.  I 
want  to  add  a  postscript  to  our  confab  of  last  night.  In  the  first  place,  en- 
closed find  the  numbers,  addresses,  etc.,  before  I  forget  that,  and  in  case  yon 

forget  them.    Next,  find  a  letter  addressed  Miss  Kate  Seaton,  No.  — , 

Ave.,  Mrs.  Arteveldt's  house.  I  want  you  to  deliver  it  in  person,  not  as  a 
ragman  or  a  census-taker,  understand,  although  these  are  good  in  their  way, 
but  as  Rob.  Jocelyn,  Gent.  Doff  the  detective.  Cultivate  Miss  Seaton ;  she 
is  a  charming,  sensible  girl,  and,  by  the  way,  is  fully  confident  that  Lenore 
Armyn  will  be  yet  found  innocent.  Miss  S.  will  talk  freely  with  you  about 
the  affair,  and  I  want  you  on  a  friendly  footing  there ;  it  may  help  us  to 
know  what  is  going  on  there  sometimes.  My  letter  to  Miss  S.  introduces 
you  as  an  old  and  dear  friend,  lately  arrived,  and  but  little  acquainted  in  the 
city.    A  word  to  the  wise,  you  know.  Yonn,        Bath. 

*' Humph  I'*  said  Rob,  as  he  folded  and  put  away  this 
document.  '*  More  of  Neil's  impudence — and  I  have  got 
my  hand  all  out  of  the  way  of  the  thing.  And  I'm  so 
susceptible,  too,"  heaving  a  sigh  of  whimsical  discontent. 
^*  Well,  I  will  call  on  Miss  Seaton,  of  course ;  but  first, 
dinner ;  next,  the  opal  young  lady,  and  then  I  must  call  on 
Mrs.  Rogers." 

He  was  at  his  post  soon  after  dinner,  having  first  taken 
the  precaution  to  station  a  carriage  near,  bidding  the 
driver  be  in  instant  readiness  to  start.  He  had  waited 
half  an  hour,  when  a  well-dressed  young  lady  entered 
the  store,  and,  as  had  been  pre-arranged,  the  signal  was 
given  that  told  Rob  Jocelyn  this  was  the  looked-for  lady. 
He  immediately  moved  toward  the  entrance,  and  when 
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the  lady  oame  out,  and  crossed  the  payement  to  an  open 
carriage,  he  passed  quickly  to  his,  saying  to  the  driver, 

**  Follow  that  carriage,  and  don't  lose  sight  of  it ;  do 
you  understand  ?  " 

**  Perfectly,  sir,"  replied  the  man,  and  in  a  moment 
more  they  were  speeding  away  from  the  business  portion 
of  the  city. 

On  they  went,  finally  turning  into  the  very  street 
where  Mrs.  Rogers'  boarding  house  was  situated.  A 
moment  later,  the  driver  bent  down  and  said, 

**  They  are  stopping,  sir ;  shall  I  drive  by  ?  '* 

**  Yes ;  drive  slowly." 

In  another  moment,  they  were  passing  the  house 
before  which  the  carriage  was  drawn  up,  and  Rob  Joce- 
lyn  saw,  with  astonished  eyes,  that  the  lady  with  the 
opab,  and  whose  name  was  Miss  N.  S.  Annin,  was  trip^ 
ping  up  the  steps  of  Mrs.  Rogers'  boarding  house. 

Half  an  hour  later,  in  the  character  of  a  gentleman  from 
the  Pacific  slope,  he  stood  ringing  Mrs.  Rogers'  bell. 
As  on  the  previous  occasion,  Mrs.  Rogers  herself  an- 
swered his  ring. 

^*  I  have  called  as  agreed  upon,  madam,"  began  Rob, 
with  a' bow;  but  Mrs.  Rogers  interrupted  the  flow  of  his 
eloquence. 

**My  rooms  are  all  taken,"  she  aaid^  «bat^\  ^"^^^n^ 
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may  find  some  in  the  next  block."    And  she  shut  the  door 
with  a  bang. 

"So  you  won't  let  me  into  your  house,  Mrs. 
Rogers?"  muttered  Rob,  as  he  marched  away.  "Take 
care,  Mrs.  Rogers ;  you  must  be  more  business-like." 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 


FIOKINO  A  POOKBT. 


NoYomber,  December,  January,  the  begioning  of  a 
new  year.  January,  February.  It  is  February  now,  late 
in  the  month,  too.  The  winter  snows  are  melting  away, 
and  a  certain  bear,  who,  according  to  those  yersed  in 
signs  and  tokens,  comes  out  from  his  lair  —  very  much, 
one  might  suppose,  as  the  ring  master  enters  a  circus 
arena  with  his  pronunoiamento  —  and  says  in  his  own 
peculiar  *'  bear  "  way,  ^^  my  fellow  beings,  Spring,  beautiful 
Spring,  is  about  to  appear." 

It  is  late  in  February,  and  the  world  has  kept  moving, 
but  moving  so  smoothly,  for  the  actors  in  our  drama,  that 
they  are  ready  to  declare  it  has  been  standing  still.  All 
that  has  been  accomplislied  by  Rob  Jocelyn,  all  that  has 
transpired,  in  fact,  may  be  gathered  from  the  following 
letter,  from  Rob  to  '^  Mr.  John  Jacob  Austin  '* : 

My  Mmud  J^kn  yaea  : 

If  yon  and  I  didn't  know  what  It  was  to  hvnt  jail  birda  wt  migbt  think 
wamm  vahiable  time  was  getting  away.  But  I  am  as  tranqnil  as  an  infant 
Are  you?  If,  as  yon  say,  **  Mr.  Brady  "  is  still  ignorant  of  the  truth  co«.- 
etiBtng  Lenore  Armyn,  and  thinks  her  mte  lo  ttXur^XA  \A:t  ^E^»^&a^^^ 
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Fairlie,  if  he  gives  her  time  enough,  I  can  understand  how  he  can  poncts  hit 
soul  in  patience.  What  a  rum  time  you  must  have,  keeping  him  at  arm's 
length  from  the  good  doctor,  and  gathering  up  bogus  information  for  him. 
When  are  you  going  to  send  him,  through  me,  another  widow  O'Neil  letter? 
Well,  I  have  not  yet  got  a  chance  inside  Mrs.  Rogers'  boarding  house,  but, 
III  swear  to  one  thing,  there's  something  crooked  about  it  And  Til  locate 
the  "crook  "  pretty  soon.  My  young  lady,  of  the  opals,  is  still  with  Mrs. 
Rogers.  I  don't  lose  sight  of  her,  but  she  keeps  very  quiet  I  have  seen 
her  out  once  or  twice  with  Fordham,  and  he  and  I  stand  pretty  well,  but  for 
tome  reason  he  is  more  than  commonly  cautious.  I  know  that  he  visits  the 
Rogers  house,  but  he  has  no  notion  of  taking  any  one  else  there  ^-  this  may 
be  because  of  the  girl. 

I  have  asked  of  Miss  Seaton  the  particulars  you  laid  out  for  me.  She 
says  that  Miss  Durand  has  been  out  of  town  for  two  months,  but  she  has 
fetnmed  this  week.  Durand !  is  that  the  party  where  the  mjrsterious  buig- 
laxy  was  committed?  It's  odd  that  neither  the  old  doctor  nor  Brad — I  beg 
his  pardon,  Brady — have  blundered  upon  anything  concerning  the  murder. 
But  I  fancy  it's  so  much  more  in  your  favor.  Keep  your  eyes  open,  pard,  I 
believe  the  circle  will  close  in  presently. 

Oh !  by  the  way — yes — I  do  think  Miss  Seaton  is  a  niceish  sort  of  girL 

Yours,  Rob. 

This  was  the  letter  that  John  Jacob  Anstin  held  in 
his  hand  one  February  day,  and  perused  for  the  second 
time,  preparatory  to  consigning  it  to  the  flames,  for, 
although  it  was  written  in  characters  more  mysterious 
than  Hebrew,  to  the  uninitiated,  John  Jacob  knew  better 
than  to  keep  mysterious  looking  documents  about  him 
unnecessarily.  f 

^  There,**  he  ejaculated,  as  he  dropped  the  letter  in 
blazing  oflBce  fire.  **  That  won't  tell  any  tales.  Now  I 
wish  the  dootor  would  come  and  get  his  mail." 
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John  Jacob  stood  high  in  favor  with  Doctor  and  Mi*s. 
Austin;  he  boarded  in  the  family  and  enjoyed  their 
fullest  confidence,  but,  when  he  first  entered  the  office  as 
student,  the  good  doctor  had  said : 

**  There's  one  thing,  John,  that  I  am  a  trifle  notional 
about,  and  that  is  —  my  letters.  I  always  go  after  them 
myself,  and  never  allow  any  one  else  to  take  them  from 
the  office,  unless  sent  by  me.  This  is  not  a  matter  of 
suspicion,  but  of  principle.  I  have  known  much  trouble 
to  ensue  from  the  incautious  handling  of  other  people's 
letters.  I  never  carry  letters  for  others,  and  never  expect 
them  to  do  so  for  me." 

Of  course  John  Jacob  expressed  his  perfect  approval 
of  the  arrangement,  and  it  did  suit  him,  in  a  one-sided 
way.  He  could  receive  his  own  letters  without  exciting 
suspicion,  or  question,  in  the  mind  of  good  Doctor  Austin. 

He  had  not  been  long  in  discovering  that-neither  the 
doctor,  nor  Bradwardine,  knew  of  the  accusation  against 
Lenore  Armyn ;  for,  spite  of  the  fact,  that  the  doctor 
had  been  absent  from  Fairlie  on  the  very  night  of  the 
murder,  and  that  he  had  returned  from  the  city,  on  the 
very  next  day,  the  detective  had  not  long  entertained  the 
idea  that  he  had  been  in  any  manner  accessory  to  the 
dark  deed. 

Doctor  Austin  might  have  been  summoned  to  assist 
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Lenore  to  escape  from  her  husband,  or  his  absence  might 
have  been  a  coincidence ;  but  Neil  Bathurst  felt  that  it 
would  have  been  sheer  absurdity  to  accuse  or  suspect  the 
doctor  of  such  a  crime*  He  had  long  ago  ceased  to  won- 
der that  Doctor  Austin  had  never  stumbled  upon  the 
knowledge  of  Lenore's  blood  guiltiness.  The  good  man 
read  the  weekly  city  paper — that  is,  he  read  all  the  scien- 
tific articles,  all  the  reviews,  and  sermons,  the  quotations,' 
and — must  we  confess  it — the  amusement  gossip.  But 
he  shunned  the  records  of  crime,  the  trials,  horrible  dis- 
asters, suicides,  murders ;  he  shunned  them  and  politics, 
as  he  termed  it,  ^*  on  principle." 

Oood  Mrs.  Austin  never  looked  at  a  newspaper, 
believing  that  they  could  be  better  utilized  on  her  pantry 
shelves.   . 

As  for  Bradwardine,  Rob  had  hit  the  mark  concern- 
ing him.  He  was  too  thoroughly  an  English  snob,  to 
harbor  the  idea  that  an  American  newspaper  could  by  any 
means  prove  entertaining  to  him. 

During  the  three  months  that  had  passed,  Jason  Brad- 
wardine had  written  two  or  three  letters  to  the  widow 
O'NeiL  These  had  been  forwarded  by  Rob,  and  the 
answers  had  been  returned  through  the  same  medium. 
Mrs.  0*Neil  had  not  been  successful  in  finding  the  woman 
who  had  purloined  Mr.  Bradwardine's  wallet,  nevertheless 


•\ 


SHADOWED  BY  THBEB.  868 

the  gentleman  seemed  to  have  a  reason  for  keeping  trace 
of  the  whereabouts  of  that  cleyer  and  agreeable  lady. 

Mr.  Bradwardine  passed  in  the  village  for  a  gentleman 
of  means,  fond  of  retirement  and  of  study,  though  no  one 
could  have  told  what  particular  branch  of  the  sciences,  or 
art,  or  literature,  he  most  affected.  He  had  assiduously 
cultivated  the  acquaintance  of  Doctor  Austin,  but  no 
amount  of  cultivation,  no  questioning,  however  shrewdly 
put,  could  elicit  any  information  concerning  Lenore  Ar- 
myn;  on  that  subject  the  doctor  was  as  stubborn  as  a 
donkey,  and  as  dumb  as  death. 

As  for  the  detective  he  had  not  expected  any  verbal 
communications  from  Doctor  Austin,  he  had  relied  upon 
other  means  of  gaining  information ;  but,  as  yet,  he,  too, 
had  been  unsuccessful. 

Of  late,  Bradwardine  had  made  some  oyertures  toward 
John  Jacob,  and  that  astute  young  man  was  not  slow  in 
putting  two  and  two  together  —  the  Englishman  was  get- 
ting tired  of  country  monotony,  and,  if  he  could  get  a 
hint  of  the  whereabouts  of  Lenore,  would  soon  terminate 
matters  in  some  way. 

« 

Of  course  John  Jacob  had  his  opinion  regarding  the 
doctor's  extreme  reticence  on  this  one  subject.  Either  he 
was  keeping  her  hiding  place  a  secret,  at  the  request  of 
Lenore,  she  having  confided  to  him  in  some  way,  a  por- 
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tioQ  of  the  tniUi;  eoongli,  of  oourse,  to  aroase  Ms  Bym- 
pathies,  or  else  be  bud,  himself,  assisted  her  to  gain 
that  secare  hiding  plaoa. 

"  rm  not  at  all  sore  that  he  would  not  screen  her  just 
the  same  if  he  did  know  of  the  muider,"  mcsed  John 
Jacob,  as  he  sat  alone  by  the  office  fire,  studying,  as  usnal, 
upon  this  knotty  problem;  "at  the  same  time  I  am  ready 
to  affirm  that  he  don't  know  it.  It's  odd  that  there  are  no 
pictures  of  the  girl,  even  here  I  " 

He  arose  with  a  yawn,  glanced  at  his  watch,  and 
seeing  that  it  would  soon  be  time  for  the  doctor's  return, 
stirred  the  fire  to  a  vigorous  bl&ze,  and  took  down  a  huge 
book  which  he  opened  and  placed  beside  him  on  the  table. 
Having  thus  prepared  himself  for  the  expected  arrival,  be 
relapsed  again  into  thought.  It  was  not  long  before  be 
beard  footsteps  ascending  the  stairs,  and  presently  Dootor 
Austin  came  in  like  a  stiff  breese. 

"  Tou  are  back,  air  7  "  said  John  Jacob,  quite  unneoes- 
sarily. 

"  Tes,  John,  I'm  back ;  got  my  hone  in  the  stable,  and 
been  to  the  post  office.  But  I'm  pretty  tired,"  polling  off 
his  coat  and  for  cap.  "There's  a  pretty  brisk  wind  aoross 
the  open  country,  and  I  have  driven  nineteeD  miles.  It 
■Mkes  a  man  feel  sleepy,  this  wind." 

The  dootor  drew  a  obair  to  the  fir«  and  took  som« 
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letters  from  his  pocket.  As  he  drew  them  forth  one  slip- 
ped to  the  floor,  and  instantly  John  Jacob  picked  it  up 
and  restored  it  to  its  owner.  In  that  one  instant,  how- 
ever, he  had  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  superscription,  and 
recognized  the  handwriting,  with  a  thrill  of  delight. 

The  doctor  read  his  letters  and  then  returned  them  to 
his  pocket,  after  which  he  conyersed  very  cheerfully  with 
John  Jacob.  The  doctor  would  talk  so  long  as  he  had  a 
listener,  and  just  now  John  Jacob  preferred  to  have  him 
silent. 

**  If  he  has  no  one  to  talk  to,  he  will  fall  asleep  in  five 
minutes,'*  thought  he,  glancing  furtively  at  the  kindly, 
wind-flushed  face.  Then  rising,  he  said  aloud:  '^I  believe 
I  will  go  out  for  a  bit ;  I  have  been  sitting  here  so  long, 
it  makes  me  feel  dull.'* 

**  That's  right,  that's  right,  John.  Go  out ;  it  will  do 
you  good,"  replied  Doctor  Austin.  And  the  young  mait 
pulled  on  his  greatcoat  and  went. 

Twenty  minutes  later,  he  re-entered  tbe  office  with  a 
step  like  a  cat.  Doctor  Austin  lay  upon  the  lounge, 
breathing  heavily,  and  evidently  very  sound  asleep.  This 
was  what  John  Jacob  had  hoped  for.  Noiselessly  he 
crept  forward,  and  bent  above  the  sleeper.  Lightly  his 
fingers  moved  about  his  breast  for  an  instant,  and  then 
he  stood  erect,  holding  some  letters  in  his  hand.    Sofdy, 
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silently,  he  moved  toward  the  table.  One  glance  sufficed 
to  select  the  right  letter,  and  in  another  moment  he  was 
mastering  its  contents.  Into  his  face  crept  a  look  of 
astonishment  as  he  read,  but  he  finished  the  perusal 
quickly,  wrote  something  on  a  slip  of  paper,  and  then 
crept  back  and,  as  carefully  as  he  had  extracted  them, 
restored  all  the  letters  to  the  pocket  of  the  unconscious 
man.  This  done,  he  went  softly  out  again.  He  walked 
about  for  a  little  while,  seeming  to  have  some  new  and 
agreeable  food  for  thought,  and  then  he  turned  once  more 
toward  the  office.  This  time  he  entered  the  room  some- 
what noisily,  and  Doctor  Austin  started,  broad  awake. 

^^  Mercy  on  me  I "  he  cried,  rubbing  his  eyes ;  ^*  I  have 
been  asleep.    Did  I  sleep  very  long,  John  ?** 

^*  Not  very  long,  sir.  I  just  came  in ;  didn't  suppose 
you  were  asleep,  or  I  would  have  been  more  careful.'' 

**  Nonsense,  John  I  I  should  have  been  awake  and  at 
work.  I  have  some  letters  to  write,"  putting  his  hand  to 
ois  pocket. 

**  Doctor  Austin,"  said  John  Jacob,  sitting  down  near 
the  lounge,  and  looking  uncommonly  grave,  **I  would 
like  to  say  a  few  words  to  you  before  you  begin  to  write, 
if  you  can  spare  me  the  time.'* 

** Certainly — of  course,  John;  speak  right  out.  It's 
nothing  serious,  I  hope  ? 
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**0h,  no,  sir ;  nothing  serious.  The  fact  is,  I  reoeived 
a  letter  to-day  from  an  old  New  York  chum — ^osed  to  live 
on  the  £Eurm  next  me,  you  see.  Well,  he  has  come  to 
Chicago  for  a  little  trip,  and  he  wants  me  to  meet  him 
there,  and  sort  of  go  around  with  him  for  a  week  or  so. 
Fd  like  to  see  Jim  very  much,  and  I'd  like  to  see  more  of 
the  city ;  so,  if  you  don't  object,  why,  I  think  I'll  just  run 
down  and  see  Jim  and  the  rest  of  the  sights." 

Doctor  Austin  smiled  a  little  at  this  climax  to  John 
Jacob's  speech,  but  he  answered,  good-naturedly : 

*^0f  course,  I  don't  ol]|ject,  John;  do  as  you  like; 
only  be  careful  of  yourself.  Chicago  's  a  mighty  bad 
place  for  young  men  sometimes.  Don't  get  into  bad 
company,  and  don't  let  any  of  those  confidence  men  get 
their  hands  on  you." 

**I'll  try  and  take  care  of  myself,  sir.  Fye  been 
around  a  bit  since  I  left  the  fiEinn,  and  I  guess  those  chaps 
won't  catch  me.  And  that  reminds  me  of  the  other  thing 
I  had  to  say."  Here  he  paused,  as  if  in  doubt  how  to 
proceed. 

"Well,  John?" 

"  The — the  fact  is,  sir,  I  want  to  speak  to  you  about 
Mr.  Brady." 

"  About  Mr.  Brady  I  why,  what  of  him,  John  7  " 

^  Ton  see,  sir,"  said  John  Jacob,  as  if  making  a  des- 
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perate  plunge  into  the  subject,  ^^  I — IVe  wanted  to  speak 
about  him  for  a  long  time,  but  I  was  afraid  you  would 
think  me  meddling,  and  I  wouldn't  like  that,"  with  a 
super-virtuous  look,  ^*  I  don't  set  myself  up  for  an  extra 
smart  fellow,  sir,  but  I  guess  Mr.  Brady  has  taken  me  for 
a  bigger  fool  than  I  am,  because  I  can't  use  such  high- 
flown  language  as  he  handles.  At  any  rate,  he  has  taken 
of  late  to  quizzing  me  about  your  private  affidrs,  and  he 
kept  it  up  until  he  aroused  my  suspicions." 

*^  What  I  what  does  he  question  you  about,  John?" 
asked  the  doctor,  much  startled. 

**  Why,  sir,  about  some  young  lady  that  used  to  live 
with  you,  I  guess — ^Lenore,  something,  I  don't  recall  the 
other  name.  He  wants  to  find  out  something  about  her. 
To  tell  the  truth,  when  I  got  suspicious  I  just  let  him  go 
on  a  bit,  and  finally  he  came  out  plump  and  said  if  I  could 
tell  him  or  find  for  him  the  present  address  of  this  lady, 
he  would  make  me  a  present  of  a  hundred  dollars." 

**  Bless  my  heart,"  cried  the  doctor,  bounding  up. 
^'  Bless  my  heart,  John.  Why  didn't  you  tell  me  before  ? 
I  see  it  now ;  he  used  to  quiz  me  a  little,  too.  But  —  " 
sitting  down  again,  suddenly,  ^*  I  don't  know  anything 
about  the  young  lady.    I  dan\  positively.'* 

**  Of  course  you  don't,"  said  John  Jacob,  indignantly, 
I  tell  vou  what»  sir.  it's  my  opinion  that  Mr.  Bradjr 
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iBuvpj  or  a  detective  or  some  sort  of  a  confidenoe  man ; 
and  I  jnst  thought  I  ought  to  tell  you  so,  before  I  went  to 
the  city." 

«« Fm  glad  you  did,  John.  Fm  yery  glad  you  did/* 
said  the  doctor,  still  very  red  in  the  face.  **  When  do 
you  want  to  start,  my  boy  ?*' 

*^  To-morrow,"  said  the  bogus  student,  not  without 
Bundiy  twinges  of  conscience.  **  I  would  like  to  get  there 
at  the  same  time  Jim  does/* 

*^  Well,  well ;  go  and  have  a  good  time.  FU  give  Mr. 
Brady  a  cool  reception  if  he  comes  about  here  any  more. 
Come,  John,  let's  go  to  supper." 

*^  I  reckon  I've  spoked  Brady's  wheel,**  thought  John 
Jacob  as  he  drew  on  his  overcoat ;  ^^  but  who  would  have 
thought  of  hiding  Lenore  Armyn  in  a  mad  house  ?  •* 
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CHAPTER  XXVin. 

ESCAPED  FROM  A  HAD  HOUSE. 

On  the  very  outskirts  of  Chicago,  on  a  certain  street 
which  must  be  natneleas,  stands  a  large  house.  It  is  old, 
but  very  pleasant  of  aspect,  standing  in  its  own  groundsi 
which  are  large,  well  kept,  and  beautiful. 

It  is  a  rambling  irregular  building,  quite  unlike  any- 
thing else  in  the  vicinity,  and  the  occupants  thereof  are 
as  rambling,  irregular,  and  unlike  their  neighbors,  as  is 
the  house  itself.  For  this  is  Doctor  Burton's  private  mad 
house. 

If  ever  you  are  insane,  dear  reader,  go  to  Doctor  Bur- 
ton's. If  your  aspiration  is  to  cut  somebody's  throat,  or  if 
you  are  liable  to  sudden  fancies  of  that  sort,  at  stated 
times,  he  will  clap  you  into  the  straightest  of  straight 
jackets,  and  keep  you  there  until  there  comes  an  improve- 
ment in  your  morals. 

If  your  tendency  to  destructiveness  does  not  extend 
beyond  a  hunger  and  thirst  for  smashing  furniture,  and 
tearing  the  **  products  of  nature  "  up  by  the  roots,  he  will 
furnish  you  with  an  *^  esoort,"  and  let  you  wander  about 
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jonr  «.'k;fc^T  i>  oz  ihe  Biili  ;isKl  kuml^i$»  ^vrt%  v\vu  wiU 
Wzdlr  knjv  ta^  xoa  ar»  uzider  $urTvxu;MK>K    T\^u  iiw^ 

if  there  is  naduQ^  ecodame  in  vv>ur  oMUinM  oar  «(^(^^^t^ 
aiiee,  joa  mar  eren  wmnder  out  xi|x>ii  ihiB^  hi^hxr^  <v\t 
neiemtioii.  In  sbort»  Doctor  Burtoii  will  Wt  Vv^u  \U>  m\y^ 
thing  that  joa  can  do  daeentlj  «nd  in  oid«r^  #>r«ii  it  ih>u 
nre  ^^mnd  as  a  Mareh  haie« 

In  a  large,  pleasant^  seoond-floor  room«  at  IXvAhvr  Rut^ 
ton's,  <m  this  day  of  which  I  writd«  is  a  roui\^  and  (V«^^iU 
looking  girL  The  windows  of  this  room  ovt^rlook  th« 
grounds,  the  front  entrance,  and  tlio  utrtH^t  b«jr\md% 
There  are  no  bars  across  them  to  make  U^em  )\tdiu>tts  un« 
sightly  things ;  neither  is  there  anything  in  U)«  nuun  to 
indicate  that  this  is  the  abiding  place  of  a  lunaUo«  T\\^ 
windows  are  prettily  draped  with  whitoit  Uoo«  antl 
everything  about  the  room  is  pretty,  feminine  and  Indl- 
cative  of  refinement* 

The  girl,  who  is  pacing  slowly  uMRffTTTi^wn  tha  nxun, 
is  very  lorely,  spite  of  her  plainJbMuk  drtiuM,  htir  |m)ti  faoo, 
and  the  look  of  unutterabla  woe  and  wtinrliumM  In  thu 
great  yellow  brown  eyes.  Suddenly  iihci  UIukm  linriielf 
down  in  the  great  oluir  by  ona  of  the  wludowN,  and 
haaves  a  deep  sigh. 
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*^  Oh  I "  she  murmurs  half  aloud,  and  clenching  her 
small  hands  tightly,  *^  what  a  life  to  live  I  and  what  a 
future  to  contemplate.  A  vague  mysterious  shadow  from 
the  first  has  hung  over  my  entire  life,  and  now — this,  this 
curse  has  come  upon  me,  and  I — I  must  submit ;  there  is 
no  help  for  it.  But  oh  I  were  it  not  for  this  other,  older 
dread,  would  I  not  fight  to  the  death,  but  I  must  do 
nothing  to  court  publicity.    I  dare  not.'* 

She  turned  her  eyes  wearily  toward  the  window. 

^*  Oh,  the  world  is  so  large,  and  it  looks  so  bright," 
she  cried ;  ^^  and  here  am  I,  caged  almost,  feigning  a 
lunacy  that  will  soon  become  reality,  perhaps/' 

Caged  she  had  said :  well,  not  to  be  able  to  go  where 
one  wills,  is  to  be  caged,  of  course,  and  in  this  sense  she 
was  caged.  Otherwise,  she  was  Doctor  Burton's  most 
privileged  patient.  She  seldom  chose  to  walk  outside 
the  grounds,  but  when  she  did  desire  a  larger  range  she 
was  free  to  go  out,  and  to  go  unattended. 

once  she  started  up  with  a  half  suppressed  cry 
upon  her  lips/T'g^OQtleman  had  entered  the  grounds,  and 
was  walking  rapidly  mward  the  house — she  looked  again 
closely,  eagerly,  and  then  ahe  drew  suddenly  away  from 
the  window. 

^'  It  is ;  it  ia  that  man,"  she  breathed.  «« If  he  ahould 
hftvo  Men  me;  but  no,  that  is  impofldUa.' 
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She  turned  swiftly  and  shot  the  bolt  of  her  door,  and 
then  sat  down,  as  if  to  think  of  it. 

Meantime  the  approaching  visitor  ascended  the  steps, 
and  rang  the  bell.  It  was  our  friend  Neil  Bathurst  alioi 
John  Jacob  Austin,  once  more. 

But  this  John  Jacob  was  a  degree  brighter  than  the 
John  Jacob  who  had  left  FairUe  two  days  before.  His 
clothes  were  of  better  material  and  better  fit,  his  hair 
was  less  sleek  and  oily  and  more  agreeable  to  the  ciyil- 
ized  sight  and  smell.  His  face  had  lost  its  stolidity,  and 
the  sheepish  look  was  gone  from  the  eyes.  Bren  his 
name  had  been  retouched,  for  the  neat  white  oard, 
which  he  requested  the  servant,  who  admitted  him,  to 
present  forthwith  to  Doctor  Burton,  bore,  in  a  fine  firm 
hand,  the  name  of  John  J.  Austin. 

The  front  rooms  on  either  side  of  the  hall,  being  the 
largest  as  well  as  among  the  pleasantest  rooms  of  the 
house,  were  fitted  up  as  parlors  for  the  use  of  the  patients ; 
and  the  private  office  and  sanctum  was  in  a  wing  midway 
between  the  front  and  rear  entrances,  and  overlooking 
but  a  small  portion  of  the  grounds.  It  was  here  that 
Doctor  Burton  received  his  visitor. 

The  doctor  was  a  fanny,  pleasant  Uttle  man,  who 
after  all,  posaossed  more  huaiaQity  than  aotnal  profea- 
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fiional  skill.  He  was  beloTed  by  the  most  of  his  patients 
and  his  servants  voted  him  the  best  of  masters. 

^^  Be  seated  Mr.  Austin,"  said  the  good  man,  as  his 
visitor  entered  his  presence,  ^^  and  tell  me  in  what  way  I 
can  serve  you." 

The  doctor  was  an  energetic  man,  counting  his  time 
as  valuable,  and,  he  was  famous  for  coming  straight  to 
the  point.  The  young  man  took  the  seat  indicated,  and 
promptly  began  his  business. 

*^  I  have  just  come  up  from  Fairlie,  and  have  called 
upon  you  at  the  request  of  Doctor  Austin." 

**OhI  Tou  come  from  my  friend  the  Doctor!  Is  he 
well,  Mr. — why  bless  me,  your  name  is  Austin,  too.  Are 
you  a  relative  ?  " 

**  A  very  distant  one,  sir.  I  am  studying  with  him, 
and  called  to  inquire  in  his  behalf,  after  the  young  lady 
he  left  in  your  charge  not  long  ago." 

^*  About  Miss  Lee.  Yes,  yes  I  Miss  Lee  is  doing 
splendidly,  splendidly.     Her  malady  was  a  peculiar  one." 

^^  I  never  saw  Miss  Lee,"  said  Mr.  Austin,  frankly, 
«« indeed,  I  hardly  remember  if  my  friend  mentioned  the 
nature  of  her  peculiar  aberration,  as  he  termed  it, 
except  as  an  aberration.  He  desired  me  to  call  and  to 
see  her,  if  you  considered  it  best.'' 

^  Oh,  Miss  Lee  is  well,  comparatively  speaking ;  why 
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fthe  18  as  sane  as  you  or  I,  except  that  at  times  she 
becomes  possessed  of  the  idea  that  she  is  about  to  be 
murdered.  She  has  not  had  this  notion  for  some  time 
now,  and  seems  as  sane  as  anybody.  Shall  I  send  for 
her?*' 

**  If  you  please ;  I  had  hardly  time  to  receive  full 
instructions,  I  came  on  a  matter  of  business,  and  at  a 
moment's  notice,  in  response  to  a  telegram  in  fact,  haying 
barely  time  to  catch  the  stage.  The  doctor's  messages 
were,  necessarily,  very  hurried.  He  wished  me  to  assure 
myself  concerning  her  welfare,  and  ask  when  you  would 
think  it  advisable  to  remove  her." 

^*I  don't  think  it  would  answer  to  take  her  to  any 
public  place,"  said  the  doctor,  gravely.  **  But  if  she 
were  taken  where  she  .would  have  quiet  pleasant  sur- 
roundings, and  see  few  strange  faces,  the  change  might 
be  made  at  any  time." 

**  Indeed  I  Then,  under  your  treatment  the  malady 
has  become  a  mere  idiosyncracy,  I  infer  ?  " 

^*  Merely  that,  Mr.  Austin;  merely  that,"  replied 
Doctor  Burton,  touching  a  little  hand-bell. 

**  Step  up  to  Miss  Lee's  room,  Jane,  and  ask  her  to 
come  down  for  a  moment,"  he  said,  as  an  elderly  woman 
answered  his  summons*    Then,  as  she  went  to  do  his  bid- 
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ding,  ^*  after  yon  have  seen  Miss  Lee,  I  shall  be  happy  tx> 
show  you  some  of  my  other  patients,  Mr.  Austin/' 

Mr.  Austin  signified  his  delight  at  this  arrangement, 
and  they  continued  to  chat  pleasantly  while  waiting  for 
the  arrival  of  Miss  Lee.  Meantime,  Jane  proceeded  up 
stairs  and  rapped  at  the  door  of  the  pretty  front  room. 
There  was  no  sound  from  within,  and  she  rapped  again, 
at  the  same  time  saying : 

*^  Miss  Lee,  are  you  there  ?    It's  I,  Jane." 

Then  she  heard  a  movement  from  the  other  side,  and 
a  soft  voice  asked : 

♦*  What  is  it,  Jane  ?  " 

**  A  message  from  the  doctor,  miss ;  please  open  th« 
door.'' 

In  a  moment  the  door  opened  a  little  way,  and  the 
lovely  young  lady  looked  out. 

^^  Doctor  Burton  says,  will  you  please  come  down  to 
his  office.  Miss  Lee.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  ain't  you 
well?" 

'Tm  a  little  tired,  Jane,  that's  all.  Who  is  with 
Doctor  Burton  ?  " 

*^A  nice-looking  young  man,  miss;  some  of  your 
friends,  I  reckon." 

**  I  suppose  so,"  with  an  odd  laugh. 

^  Did  you  say  they  were  in  the  private  office  ? 
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••  Yes,  miss/' 

**  And — who  is  down  in  the  hall  ?  " 

^*  Nobody  at  all,"  replied  Jane ;  wondering  a  little  at 
the  question. 

^*  Jane,"  said  the  young  lady,  **  I  have  been  writing, 
my  hands  are  aU  inked,  won't  you  just  run  down  the 
back  stairs,  quick,  and  bring  me  a  pitcher  of  warm 
water  ?  " 

**  Tes,  miss.  Shall  I  come  back  by  the  front  and  tell 
the  doctor  you  will  come  ?  " 

**  Tes ;  no ;  bring  the  water  right  up  the  same  way, 
Jane,  I  will  leave  my  door  open,  you  can  put  the  pitcher 
down  outside,  and  then  run  right  down  the  front  stairs, 
now  hurry,  Jane." 

Jane  turned  and  moved  quickly  toward  the  rear  stair- 
way. Scarcely  had  she  disappeared  when  the  young  lady 
snatched  up  a  hat  and  shawl  that  lay  in  readiness,  and 
leaving  her  door  ajar,  ran  lightly  down  the  front  stairs, 
opened  the  door  softly,  and  in  another  instant,  was  speed- 
ing down  the  path  leading  to  a  small  side  gate ;  through 
this  she  hurried,  and  then,  casting  one  swift  glanoe  be- 
hind her,  turned  her  face  city-ward.  Meanwhile,  Jane 
fulfilled  her  bidding  to  the  veiy  letter ;  she  came  puffing 
up  from  the  kitchen  and  deposited  the  pitcher  on  the 
floor  as  directed. 
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Utile  man,  snd  said,  in  a  stem  tone :  ^^  I  am  a  detective, 
doing  my  duty ;  stand  aside,  Doctor  Burton,  and  let  me 
pass." 

Then  he  set  the  doctor  aside  as  if  he  had  been  a 
wooden  man,  and  rushed  out  and  up  the  stairs. 

As  soon  as  he  could  recover  his  breath.  Doctor  Bur- 
ton scampered  after  him,  and  Jane  followed  at  his 
heels. 

^^Sir,"  he  panted,  entering  the  room,  which  Jane's 
mention  of  the  open  door  and  the  pitcher  had  enabled  the 
detective  to  identify  as  the  room  of  Miss  Lfoe,  ^*  explain 
yourself;  did  Doctor  Austin  send  you  here  ?  dare  you  say 
that  he  would  bring  a  criminal  to  my  house  ?  Bless  my 
soul  I "  puffed  the  little  man,  ^^  if  I  don't  think  you  are  a 
madman." 

*^  Doctor  Austin  did  not  send  me  here,  sir ;  neither  is 
that  good  man  aware  of  the  charge  which  stands  against 
this  girl.    Jane,  come  here  ;  is  there  any  thing  missing 
from  this  room  ?  "  he  asked  quickly. 
Jane  glanced  about  her. 

^^  I  saw  her  hat  and  shawl  lying  on  that  chair,  sir. 
when  she  opened  the  door  and  sent  me  for  the  water ;  I 
expect  she  wore  them." 

^*  Wore  them  I  Doctor,  quick,  how  much  liberty  does 
this  girl,  this  patient,  have  ? 
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**  Liberty !  bless  my  soul  I  she  has  perfect  liberty ;  she 
goes  in  and  out  as  she  pleases/' 

'♦  What  I  out  of  the  grounds  7  ^ 

*•  Yes,  anywhere." 

Muttering  a  remark  not  at  all  complimentary  to  the 
doctor  and  his  system,  the  detectiye,  without  the  cere- 
mony of  an  adieu,  rushed  down  the  stairs  and  burst  in 
among  the  few  mild  maniacs,  sitting  in  one  of  the  parlors. 

*^  Ladies,  I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  said,  suddenly 
recoyering  his  politeness,  *^did  you  see  a  lady  go  out 
from  the  grounds,  a  little  while  ago  ?  " 

*^Do  you  mean  the  proud  woman  with  the  yellow 
eyes?"  asked  a  young  girl,  who  was  religion  crazed. 
**  She  went  down  that  path  fast,  yery  fast,  and  then  she 
went  out  at  the  gate  and  flew  up,  up,  up;  she  is  in 
heayen  by  this  time. 

*^She  didn't  fly  up,"  said  an  elderly  woman,  testily; 
she  ran,  ran,  ran ;  I  saw  her." 

On  one  point  the  two  lunatics  had  not  differed,  and 
the  detectiye,  resolying  to  accept  their  testimony,  dashed 
open  the  street  door  and  hurried  on  to  the  side  entrance. 

**  Bless  my  soul  I "  cried  the  doctor,  looking  after  him. 
*«  I  must  write  to  Doctor  Austin  right  away.  Bless  —  my 
— aouL" 
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CHAPTER   XXIX. 

THB  BALL  TOSSBB'B  DAXTOHTBB. 

For  two  or  three  blooks  the  fljing  girl  kept  on  in  a 
straight  course,  and  then  she  paused  and  looked  irreso- 
lute. She  could  not  keep  straight  on  like  this;  she 
she  could  not  tell  how  soon  a  pursuer  would  be  on  her 
track.  At  this  moment  the  tinkle  of  a  bell,  sounding 
two  blocks  distant,  struck  her  ear  —  the  street  cars ;  if 
she  took  the  first  one,  it  would  be  far  down  toward  the 
busy  part  of  the  city  before  the  next  would  overtake  it ; 
and  her  pursuer  had  not  brought  a  carriage. 

She  turned  down  the  side  street  and  ran  swiftly ;  it 
is  safe  enough  to  run  when  one  runs  toward  a  street  car, 
and  her  speed  brought  her  to  the  track  just  as  a  down- 
car  was  passing ;  she  hailed  it,  and  soon,  panting  and 
breathless  still,  was  jogging  along  *^  down  town." 

They  were  a  long  way  out  as  yet,  and,  it  being  too  late 
for  many  people  to  be  going  down  town,  and  too  early 
for  them  to  be  coming  home,  there  were  only  one  or  two 
passengers  in  the  car.    Nevertheleia,  the  fleeing  one  drew 
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her  Tail  earefully  over  her  bce^  and  tried  to  look  m  indif- 
event  as  possible. 

Where  was  she  gomg  ?  She  hardly  knew ;  if  she  but 
dared  to  go  straight  to  some  railroad  depot;  bnt  she 
knew  that  by  so  doing  she  would  incur  heavy  risk; 
besides,  she  did  not  know  where  to  go  if  she  left  the  city. 
Sitting  there,  she  thought  of  her  first  ride  in  a  street  car, 
and  of  Kate  Seaton's  laughing  plea,  **  Tou  won't  disap- 
pear soon,  will  you,  Nora?"  And  she  had  replied  that 
she  would  **  not  ride  away  on  a  broomstick.''  She  would 
break  even  that  promise  now  if  she  could.  Oh,  to  be 
able  to  disappear  I  to  vanish  utterly  I 

On  the  seat,  not  far  from  her,  lay  a  onimpled  news- 
paper, one  that  had  been  abandoned,  probably,  by  some 
passenger  who  had  no  use  for  a  paper  ten  hours  old.  She 
put  out  her  hand  and  drew  it  toward  her ;  if  it  would 
only  tell  her  where  to  go  I 

Probably  the  last  reader  had  been  perusing  the  adver- 
tising page,  for  it  was  turned  outward,  and  the  eyes  of 
the  girl  fell  upon  a  column  of  wants,  wanted,  wanted, 
wanted.  It  was  the  miscellaneous  column,  and  presently 
she  paused,  and  considered  over  this  advertisement: 


W'AHTED  XMIOEDIATKLT— WAITTED,  TWSNTT  TOUMB 
ladles  for  the  ballet  Also,  private  lessons  sItsd  In  all 
tamcbes  of  the  theatrical  professloiu  Applf  to  MBSL  A. 
HABBIS»401S St. 
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"  I  wonder  where  it  is/'  mused  the  girl.  "  I  could  go 
there  and  rely  upon  chance  for  my  next  inspiration.  It 
is  the  last  place  one  would  think  of  looking  for  me." 

A  moment  later  the  conductor  entered  from  the  rear 
platform,  and  she  leaned  toward  him  and  asked  in  a  low 
voice : 

"  Where  is  S street  ?  " 

"S street?    About   seven    blocks   away.      We 

cross  it." 

"  I  will  get  off  there,  please." 

"  How  fortunate,"  she  thought ;  "  I  can't  have  far  to 
walk,  either."  She  left  the  car  at  the  street  designated, 
and  after  looking  up  and  down  for  a  moment,  to  ascertain 
how  the  numbers  ran,  she  turned  and  walked  briskly 
southward;  three,  four,  five  blocks,  and  then  she  paused 
before  No.  401.  Mercy,  what  a  shabby  little  house  it  was, 
standing  a  little  back  from  its  loftier  neighbors ;  and  what 
a  very  muddy  entrance ;  it  looked  as  if  people  had  been 
tramping  to  and  from  it  through  an  ocean  of  mud,  for 
ages  and  ages. 

Miss  Lee,  or  Lenore  Armyn,  as  we  may  as  well  call 
her,  became  conscious  at  this  stage  in  her  observations, 
that  a  feminine  face  was  looking  out  at  her  through  the 
not  particularly  clean  window  ;  and  with  a  mental  resolve 
that  let  come  what  would,  no  one  should  see  her  play  the 
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ooward,  she  drew  her  shawl  closer  about  her,  and  reso- 
lutely approached  the  door.  More  than  once  since  her 
voluntary  imprisonment  at  Doctor  Burton's,  had  she 
fancied  herself  in  a  position  similar  to  this  her  present  one, 
and  she  was  not  altogether  unprepared  for  this  portion  of 
the  emergency.  She  had  had  no  forewarning  of  the 
ballet  mistress,  of  course ;  but  she  had  thought  it  possible 
she  might  be  traced,  even  to  a  mad-house;  and  she  had 
fancied  herself  as  she  was  now,  wandering  alone  and  ask- 
ing for  some  secure  hiding  place.  She  had  eyen  prepared 
her  **  little  story,"  and  now,  with  a  few  impromptu  alter- 
ations, she  must  tell  that  story  to  the  mistress  of  this,  the 
shabbiest  abode  she  had  ever  entered. 

«« Does  Mrs.  A.  Harris  live  here  ?  "  she  asked  of  the 
woman  who  had  been  looking  from  the  window,  and  who 
now  beamed  on  her  from  the  half  open  doorway ;  not 
quite  half  open,  either,  for  the  woman's  form  filled  up  the 
opening,  and  it  was  a  very  meagre  form,  indeed. 

*^  I  am  Mrs.  Harris,"  replied  the  woman,  opening  the 
door  an  inch  or  two  wider,  and  scanning  her  visitor 
closely.  **  Do  you  want  to  see  me  ? "  This  last,  after 
having  assured  herself  that  the  young  lady's  plain  gar- 
ments were  of  rich  material,  and  that  she  was  not  one  of 
the  ^*  profession." 

**  TeSv  madame,"  and  now  the  woman  observed  that 
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the  vailed  stranger  spoke  with  a  slight  foreign  accent,  **  if 
I  may  talk  with  you  alone." 

**  I  am  alone/'  said  Mrs.  Harris,  stepping  away  from 
the  opening ;  ^*  come  in,  please." 

Lenore  was  only  too  glad  to  get  out  of  the  street,  and 
she  glided  in  quickly. 

**I  understand  that  you  want  some  pupils  for  the 
stage,  madame  ?  "  she  said  without  lifting  her  yail. 

^*I  take  a  few  pupils,"  replied  the  ballet  mistress, 
loftily,  and  at  the  same  time  removing  some  show  bills 
and  papers  from  the  only  really  safe  looking  chair  in  the 
room ;  ^*  take  a  seat,  miss." 

Lenore  seated  herself  and  took  a  rapid  survey  of  her 
surroundings.  There  was,  first,  a  very  dirty  and  very 
much  worn  carpet ;  a  table,  that  creaked  when  you  touched 
it,  was  covered  with  an  ink-stained  scarlet  cloth,  and 
littered  with  old  play-bills,  older  looking  letters,  two  or 
three  play-books,  a  quantity  of  photographs  of  the  ^*  pro- 
fession," one  or  two  shabby  bound  volumes,  and  a  pile  of 
printed  business  cards,  that  looked  as  if  fresh  from  the 
press ;  pens  and  ink  and  a  big  ledger  completed  the  con- 
tents of  this  table.  Above  it  hung  a  few  cheaply  framed 
pictures  of  scantily  clad  actresses,  and  one  larger  than 
the  rest,  and  better  framed,  of  Mrs.  Harris  herself  arrayed 
as  the  goddess  of  Libertj. 
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A  mstj  stove  that  looked  like  an  elongated  barrel,  and 
gave  ont  a  little  more  heat  than  does  a  refrigerator,  stood 
nearly  in  the  center  of  the  room.  A  piano,  the  smallest 
and  oldest,  and  most  hopelessly  tuneless  of  its  kind,  stood 
opposite  the  table,  and  six  cane  chairs,  all  more  or  less 
deorepid,  were  ranged  along  the  walls.  And  this  was  the 
drawing-room,  receiving-room,  and  private  office  of  ^'  Mrs 
A.  Harris,  Ballet  Mistress.'' 

Mrs.  Harris  herself  was  a  little  ferret-eyed  woman, 
with  sandy  hair,  sallow  complexion,  sharp  features,  and 
figure  to  match ;  and  was  apparently  on  the  border  land 
of  her  fortieth  year. 

An  observer  of-  ordinary  intelligence  oould  hardly  fail 
to  interpret  aright  some  of  the  characteristics  of  Mrs. 
Harris.  Her  surroundings  g^ve  evidence  that  she  was  not 
overburdened  with  riches,  while  Lenore,  who  was  some- 
thing more  than  an  ordinary  observer,  quickly  decided 
that  she  was  keen,  cunning,  and  avaricious.  A  woman, 
whose  affections  and  sympathies  would  be  quickly  drawn, 
toward  a  full  purse.  Having  taken  a  hasty  inventory  of 
the  lady  and  her  surroundings,  Lenore  renewed  where 
she  had  left  off. 

^*  I  called  in  response  to  an  advertbement,  madame," 
she  said,  as  if  duly  impressed  with  the  majesty  of  Mrs. 
Harris.    ^*  Have  you — ^room  for  any  more  pupils  ?  " 

IT* 


Mn.  Harris  looked  dnbioas* 

^I  hare  s  pretty  laige  ebei  cm  hand,**  dhe  and,  a  if 
fcnr  lafge  claw  weie  at  pieaept  aecoiely  packed  in  aaw- 
dagtt  and  earefullj  put  swaj.  **  Wbat  fanuich  do  joo 
want  to  stadj  ?  ^ 

^Beallj!  I  hardly  know,**  replied  Lenore,  ffingii^ 
back  her  rail,  aa  if  she  had  just  thought  of  it.  ^  I  am 
qttite  ignorant  regarding  these  matters.  What  do  yon 
teaeh^Krs.  Harris?*' 

^  Brerything  I ''  With  s  comprehenaTe  flourish  of 
ten  bony  fingers*  **  Acting,  singing,  burlesque,  song  and 
^iMice,  clog,  jig,  club  swinging,  ballet  dandi^,  trapeze/' 

While  Mrs.  Harris  was  running  through  with  this  list 
of  ** branches''  she  had  been  mentally  catalogueing 
Lenore,  after  this  fsshion : 

**  Handsome,  educated,  no  fool,  little  feet  and  hands, 
nice  form,  lovely  voice,  dressed  awful  dowdy,  but  rich ; 
may  have  a  little  money,  but  still  green-^one  could  make 
a  fortune  off  her,  if  one  could  catch  her." 

All  unconscious  of  this  mental  review  and  ultimatum, 
on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Harris,  Lenore  sat  struggling  to 
recall  the  list  of  accomplishments  as  given  by  her,  and 
wondering  vaguely  if  she  taught  them  all  herself;  this 
question  shaped  itself  into  words. 
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««Do  yon  teach  all  these  —  branches  yourself,"  she 
asked. 

*^  Oh,  no.  I  can  teach  eyerything  but  trapeze  and 
club  swinging,  I  have  several  teachers ;  but  some  of  my 
pupils  do  not  care  to  have  a  gentleman  teacher,  and  so  I 
take  them  myself." 

**  I  should  not  like  a  gentleman  to  teach  me,"  said 
Lenore. 

^^No,  I  suppose  not."  With  a  nod  of  approval. 
"  What  do  you  think  you  would  like  to  study  ?  " 

^^  I — I  think  I  would  prefer  acting." 

**OhI  dramatic  lessons." 

♦•Yes." 

*•  Let  me  see.    How  is  your  elocution  ?  " 

"  I  am  a  graduate,  madame,  and  am  considered  a  fair 
elocutionist." 

**  Oh,"  suddenly  losing  her  animation  on  this  subject. 
**  Well,  you  can  do  as  you  like.  May  I  ask  your  motive 
for  taking  lessons ;  do  you  want  to  go  on  the  stage  ?  " 

*^  Why— oh,  yes,  of  course,  Mrs.  Harris.  The  stage 
is  my  ambition,"  adding  iotto  voee^  ^^for  the  present." 

**'  Well  then,  I'll  tell  you  frankly  that  dramatic  acting 
is  poorly  patronized  and  worse  paid.  Tou  can  make 
double  the  money  in  some  other  branches,  that  you  can 
in  the  dramatic  business*" 
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**  Indeed — ^then  perhape  you  can  advise  me  wkat  to 
study." 

**  Can  yon  sing  ?  ** 

♦*  Yes — that  is — a  very  little." 

"  Do  yon  play  the  piano  7  " 

"  Not— much.** 

Mrs.  Harris,  being  a  close  observer,  here  made  this 
mental  note : 

"I  believe  she  lies" — then  aloud,  "You  have  a 
fine  stage  presence,  and  a  nice  form ;  I  think  you  would 
make  a  decided  success  as  a  song  and  dance  lady." 

"  I — ^I'm  afraid  I  don't  quite  understand,"  hesitated 
Lenore. 

"Why I  It's  a  branch  of  the  variety  b^i^^ss,  you 
see,  and  variety  is  the  only  business  that  pays  in  these 
times.  In  &ct  it  is  the  rage.  I  presume  you  could  sing 
enoi^h  for  that,  and  the  steps  are  very  easy.  You  would 
look  splendid  in  a  song  and  dance  suit." 

"  What  kind  of  a  suit  is  that  ?  " 

^^Why — ^knee  breeches,  you  know,  and  a  cut-away 
eoat— " 

"  Do  you  mean  dressed  like  a  boy  ?  " 

*•  Well — ^yes,  similar ;  only  you  wear  satin,  etc." 

In  spite  of  the  shadows  of  her  past,  and  the  uncer- 
tainty of  her  future,  Lenore  almost  laughed ;  she  had  a 
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keen  flense  of  the  ladicrons,  and,  as  is  the  case  with  all 
frank,  fearless  natures,  a  decided  taste  for  adventnrea  of 
the  odd  and  absurd  sort.  But  she  saw  that  Mrs.  Harris 
had  quite  set  her  heart  on  the  song  and  dance  business, 
and  she  was  desirous  aboye  all  things  to  propitiate  Mrs. 
Harris.    So  she  said,  after  a  moment's  reflection : 

**  I  will  leaye  it  with  you,  Mrs.  Harris.  Your  judg- 
ment is  better  than  mine.  If  you  really  think  that  I  will 
do  nicely  in  that  line  I  will  try  and  learn.  But  I  may 
prove  stupid." 

**  If  I  didn't  think  so  I  should  not  say  so,"  replied  Mrs. 
Harris,  with  her  lofty  air,  at  the  same  time  drawing  her 
chair  to  the  table,  opening  the  big  ledger  with  much 
alacrity,  and  taking  up  the  pen.  ^^  Do  you  wish  to  give 
me  your  name  to-day,  and  begin  immediately  ?  " 

**  Yes,"  looking  curiously  at  the  big  book.  ^^  My  name 
is  Lena  Voss." 

Mrs.  Harris  bit  the  end  of  her  pen,  and  sat  as  if  wait- 
ing ;  finally  she  said : 

^*  Then,  ahem — ^I  suppose  you  will  wish  to  make  a 
payment  ?  " 

Lenore  at  once  saw  her  cue.  Of  course  this  ballet 
mistress  must  haye  money.  She  promptly  drew  out  a 
well  filled  purse,  and  did  not  fail  to  mark  the  hungry 
k>ok  in  the  eyes  of  Mrs.  Harris  as  they  saw  it  appear. 
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**  ThiB  woman  wanta  money,  needs  it  too,  I  should 
think,"  thought  Lenore*  **  So  much  the  better  for  me." 
Then  she  said : 

*^I  had  neglected  to  ask  your  terms,  Mrs.  Harris. 
What  am  I  to  pay  you  ?" 

^^  I  shall  charge  you  twenty-five  dollars  for  a  course 
of  twelve  lessons,"  said  Mrs.  Harris,  rising  unblushingly 
from  her  usual  price  of  fifteen  dollars.  *^  And  I  find  it 
necessary  to  require  at  least  ten  dollars  in  advance." 

Lenore  promptly  opened  her  purse  and  took  out  a  roll 
of  bills,  from  which  she  drew  a  crisp  ten  dollar  note 
and  passed  it  to  Mrs.  Harris. 

^^  Now,  then,  Mrs.  Harris,  I  may  be  intruding  upon 
your  time  if  I  talk  too  long,  and  I  want  to  consult 
you,  or  ask  your  advice,  when  we  have  settled  about  the 
lessons,"  she  said. 

Mrs.  Harris  wrote  out  a  receipt  for  the  ten  dollars 
with  a  flourish,  and  handed  it  to  Lenore  before  she 
replied. 

*^  There  is  nothing  to  settle  except  when  you  will  take 
your  first  lesson.  You  must  get  the  steps  the  first  thing. 
So  I  am  ready  to  hear  whatever  you  wish  to  say." 

*^The  truth  is,  Mrs.  Harris,"  began  Lenore  insinuat- 
ingly, ^*  I  am  in  want  of  a  friend  and  advice  very  much 
just  now*    I  am  alone  and  an  entire  stnmger  in  the  oity. 
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and  I  want  a  qnkt  pbee  to  boaid  sL  I  sliaD  be  ghdl  to 
pay  yoa  for  any  eztza  tiooble  I  may  cause  in  aakiaK 
advice  or  aid  bam  yon.  I  am  not  withont  ineoBOi  but  I 
am  in  a  little  tionhle  at  preBent." 

Mrs.  Harris  began  to  look  interested.  It  was  not 
onnsoal,  by  any  means,  for  Mrs.  Harris  to  come  in  con- 
tact with  yonng  ladies  who  were  in  a  little  trouble*  In 
fiict  among  the  yonng  ladies  who  applied  to  Mis«  Harris 
for  ** sitoaticxis'*  on  the  stage,  those  who  were  in  ^^a  little 
troable,"  were  the  role,  not  the  exception.  But  young 
ladies  who  were  in  trouble,  and  yet  carried  a  full  purse, 
were  exceptional  characters,  and  to  be  treated  as  such, 
therefore,  lifrs.  Harris  bestowed  upon  Lenore  a  look  of 
beaming  interest  and  her  undivided  attention. 

**  I  shall  have  to  tell  you  a  very  little  about  myself,** 
went  on  Lenore,  who  had  not  once  forgotten  her  foreign 
accent.  ^  I  am,  ss  you  perceive,  a  foreigner.  I  am  also 
an  orphan ;  I  have  a  small  fortune  in  my  own  right,  and 
it  is  so  arranged  that  no  one  can  prevent  my  drawing  the 
interest  of  it,  so  long  as  I  retain  my  liberty.  But  my 
guardians,  who  are  also  foreigners,  decided  German  in 
foot,  have  foirly  lived  upon  my  income,  and  have  sup- 
ported, and  partially  educated,  their  own  son  and  daughter 
at  my  expense,  and  I  have  submitted,  because  I  knew  no 
one  who  could  help  me — ^had  no  acquaintances,  in  faat. 

As 
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They  move  frequently,  and  give  me  no  chance  to  make 
friends  ;  and  about  a  month  ago  they  came  to  this  city. 
Welly  last  night  I  overheard  them  planning  to  try  and 
m'ake  me  promise  to  marry  their  son,  and  I  found  that,  to 
put  me  more  in  their  power,  they  had  given  their  neigh- 
bors the  impression  that  I  was  partially  deranged ;  saying 
that  they  had  only  to  watch  me  in  order  to  be  convinced 
of  my  insanity.  Well,  to-day  I  had  to  draw  my  money, 
and  my  guardian's  wife  came  with  me  to  get  it.  I  had 
made  up  my  mind  to  leave  them  for  good,  for  I  knew  that 
they  would  shut  me  up  if  they  could  not  make  me  marry 
their  Hans  in  any  other  way,  and  I  was  very  unhappy 
there.  I  had  seen  your  advertisement,  and  made  up  my 
mind  to  come  to  you,  and  if  I  could  become  an  actress  I 
would  go  away  somewhere  where  they  would  never  find 
me.  We  went  into  a  store,  and  while  the  woman  was 
looking  at  some  silk,  I  stepped  out  and  found  my  way 
here.  These  people  will  look  everywhere  for  me,  but  if 
I  can  find  a  safe  place  to  stay  in,  I  can  pursue  my  studies 
for  the  stage  unmolested ;  and  the  banker,  who  pays  my 
income  to  me,  will  never  reveal  my  hiding  place — ^indeed, 
he  need  not  know  it." 

Lenore  had  hurried  on,  determined  to  get  her  story 
told  all  at  once,  and,  by  the  time  it  was  told,  she  began 
to  believe  herself  quite  an  actress  already.     It  was  not  a 
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Teiy  original  story,  to  be  sure,  but  it  was  original  for 
Lenore.  Meanwhile,  the  ballet  mistress  sat  listening  in- 
tently, and  her  imagination  began  to  lay  its  greedy  h^nds 
upon  many  more  ten-dollar  bills  from  the  purse  of  the 
young  lady  in  want  of  a  friend.  She  was  inwardly  re- 
gretting that  her  house  was  not  more  commodious,  but 
back  of  this  ^^  place  of  business,"  there  was  only  a  small 
kitchen,  and  a  smaller  sleeping  room ;  and  compared 
with  the  furniture,  not  to  mention  the  cleanliness,  of 
these  more  private  rooms,  this  front  parlor  was  a  palace. 
But  let  us  not  be  unjust,  poverty  is  a  hard  task-master, 
and  Mrs.  Harris  had  learned  her  worldliness  while  strug- 
gling, hand  to  hand,  with  fate,  for  her  daily  bread.  The 
time  had  been  when  Mrs.  Harris  had  been  young  and 
pretty ;  when  she  had  pirouetted  behind  the  foot-lights, 
in  the  pinkest  of  tights,  and  the  airiest  of  gossamer,  and 
when  life  had  for  her  some  downy  places  ;  the  down  may 
have  been  of  a  somewhat  questionable  quality,  but  of 
that  we  need  not  speak.  Mrs.  Harris  had  known  some 
generous  impulses  in  her  palmy  days,  and,  if  she  could 
have  afforded  it,  would  have  been  generous  now  ;  as  she 
could  not  afford  to  be  genuinely  generous,  she  began  to 
evoke  from  her  ^^  inner  consciousness,"  a  feeling  made 
up  of  two  parts  avarice,  and  one  part  admiration ;  and 
this  combination  she  termed  affection,  and  promptly  prof- 
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fered  it  to  Lenore.    She  pondered  a  moment,  and  her 
ready  wit  soon  put  her  in  possession  of  a  bright  idea. 

**  Let  me  see,"  she  said,  as  if  she  had  not  already 
made  up  her  mind.  ^^  Your  story  has  interested  me  won- 
derfully, and  you  may  rely  on  me  to  do  all  for  you  that 
lies  in  my  power.  My  place  is  very  small,  or  I  would 
offer  you  a  home  with  me.  You  don't  want  to  go  out 
much,  I  suppose  ?  " 

^^  Oh,  not  at  all,  madame  ! " 

"  And  you  will  want  to  be  pretty  near  me,  then  ?  " 

"  Yes,  if  possible."  • 

*^  Then,  I  think  I  have  the  idea.  There  is  a  lady  liv- 
ing on  the  very  next  street,  who  has  one  or  two  very 
pleasant  rooms  ;  I  have  been  of  some  service  to  her,  and 
she  will  be  glad  to  do  me  a  favor.  I  can  get  you  in  there, 
I  think.  But  we  must  use  caution,  we  must  not  tell  her 
your  story." 

**  Then  I  must  trust  you  to  invent  one,'*  said  Lenore. 

^'Then  I  would  suggest  something  like  this,"  said 
Mrs.  Harris,  becoming  very  confidential  and  business 
like,  in  her  tone  and  manner.  ^^I  will  tell  Mrs.  Home 
that  your  father  is  a  German  ball  tosser." 

^^  What's  that,"  interrupted  Lenore. 

**  A  performer  who  juggles  cannon  balls  with  his  feet, 
70a  ignorant  child,"  laughed  the  now  elated  Mrs.  Harris. 
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^  Oh !  well,  my  father  is  a  cannon  ball  tosser,  is  he  ? 
go  on  Mrs.  Harris." 

^  I  will  tell  her  that  he  is  traveling  with  a  circns ** 

"  A  circus  ?  " 

^  Of  coarse  I  Ball  tossers  always  go  with  circnses/* 

**  Oh,  do  they  ?  Well,  I  won't  interrupt  you  again, 
Mrs.  Harris." 

*^  I  will  say  that  he  is  away  with  a  circus,  and  that 
you  have  been  in  a  convent  school ;  that  now  your  edu- 
cation is  finished,  and  he  intends  fitting  you  for  the  stage ; 
as  he  is  constantly  traveling,  he  has  put  you  in  my 
charge ;  don't  you  see  ?  " 

•*  Oh,  yes ;  that's  excellent.*' 

**  Well,  if  you  are  known  to  have  money,  some  sus- 
picion may  be  excited,  so,  as  your  guardian,  you  had  bet- 
ter put  some  money  in  my  hands,  from  time  to  time,  and 
let  me  attend  to  all  expenses ;  this  will  be  safer  for  you 
all  around." 

**  And  will  please  me  better,  too,"  said  Lenore,  as  if 
she  did  not  see  through  this  proposition.  ^^  You  make  all 
the  necessary  arrangements,  Mrs.  Harris,  and  I  will  let 
you  attend  to  all  the  business,  and  be  glad." 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

PETBBKIK'S    WABKIKa. 

Doctor  and  Mrs.  Austin  were  early  risers ;  not  con- 
tent with  rising  with  the  son,  thej  sometimes  got  up  a 
long  time  before  it.  The  doctor  arose  just  a  little  later 
than  usual,  however,  on  the  morning  of  the  fourth  day 
after  the  departure  of  John  Jacob,  for  he  had  been  beside 
a  patient  until  very  late,  and  had  driven  home  after 
eleven  o*clock  at  night.  Mrs.  Austin  had  arisen  at  her 
usual  hour,  she  never  varied  much,  and  the  breakfast  was 
well  under  way  when  the  doctor  entered  the  kitchen. 

^^Why  did  you  not  sleep  longer,  Thomas?"  asked 
his  wife,  looking  up  from  her  beef-steak. 

'^  You  know  I  can*t  sleep  when  any  one  is  up,  in  the 
house,  mother,'*  replied  the  doctor,  with  his  cheery 
smile.  **  Besides,  I  am  getting  rather  hungry,  to  tell  the 
truth.    I  wonder  if  the  Smiths  are  up  yet." 

^  Tes,  their  chimney  is  smoking ;  why,  Thomas  ?  ** 

^  Why,  my  trip  yesterday  took  me  o£f  before  mail 
time,  and  I  was  thinking  we  ought  to  have  a  letter  from 
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John  9  he  said  he  would  write.  I  believe  I  will  mn  over 
to  Smith's  while  you  are  oooking  the  steak." 

"  Well,  you  have  time  if  you  hurry.  I  would  like  to 
hear  from  John,"  said  good  Mrs.  Austin.  And  the  doc- 
tor, without  more  ado,  threw  on  his  hat  and  hurried  off 
to  the  postoffice.  Smith's  postofBce  and  dwelling  were 
under  one  roof,  and  so,  although  it  was  early,  Smith  was 
found  at  his  post.  There  were  two  letters  for  Doctor 
Austin,  and  he  came  briskly  back,  wondering  a  little  as 
to  their  contents. 

The  first  that  he  opened  was  from  Doctor  Burton, 
and  it  struck  consternation  to  the  heart  of  its  recipient. 
It  contained  these  few  lines  s 

Dr.  Thomai  Austin  —  Dtw  Sir  mmd  FHmi:  Gome  to  town  im- 
medUtely.  Miss  Lee  hms  fled  from  my  honse.  ThU  aftenoon  ft  young  man 
calling  himself  John  J.  Austin  cftUed,  and  said  he  had  been  sent  by  yon  to 
see  Miss  Lee.  I  sent  for  her,  but  she  had  seen  him,  it  is  supposed,  and  she 
was  not  to  be  found.  Thereupon  this  stranger  declared  himself  a  detectiTe, 
and  said  that  Miss  Lee  was  accused  of  some  crime.  He  rushed  away  In 
hot  pursuit ;  but  so  far  as  I  can  learn  she  has  not  been  found.  I  am  at  a 
loss  what  steps  to  take  in  the  matter,  so  pray  come  up. 

Toon  la  difficulty, 

S.  P.  BUBTON . 

The  other  letter  was  from  the  peifidions  John  Jacob 
himself,  and  read  as  follows : 

DocToa  Kawnxk-^Dmr  Sir:  Kaoiwfaig  that  Doctor  Burton  will  write 
Is  yov,  if  he  has  not  already  dont  lOb  I  pen  yea  this.    I  beg  that  yea  will 
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not  Jndgt  me  vntil  this  affair  has  been  sifted  to  the  bottom ;  when,  I 
beliere,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  I  won  yoor  confidence  by  practicing  deceit, 
yon  will  admit  that  I  have  been,  as  much  as  I  could  be,  your  friend.  Do 
not  seek  to  more  in  this  matter ;  believe  me  I  am  speaking  for  yonr  good 
when  I  say  that  by  so  doing  yon  will  injure  yourself  and  your  ward  as  welL 
Also  remember  my  warning  against  Mr.  Brady.  I  am  the  detective  but  I 
am  neither  your  enemy  nor  Miss  Armyn's.    Mr.  Brady  is.    Yours,    , 

John  Jacob  Austin. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  feelings  with  which 
Doctor  Austin  read  these  letters.  His  wife,  who  knew 
little  or  nothing  of  the  actual  state  of  Lenore  Armyn's 
affairs,  must  not  be  alarmed  or  enlightened.  So  he  sat  in 
silence  until  he  could  speak  with  tolerable  calmness,  and 
then  rising  he  said, 

'^  Mother,  I  must  start  for  the  city  this  morning,  and 
it's  a  blessed  thing  the  stage  goes  **  to-day.  Just  wait 
breakfast  while  I  run  and  tell  the  driyer  to  wait  or  call 
for  me,  and  meanwhile  toss  a  few  things  into  my  small 
yalise."  And  before  Mrs.  Austin  could  open  her  mouth 
to  ask  a  question  he  was  out  of  the  house. 

As  he  closed  his  door  a  man  who  was  passing  the  gate 
at  the  moment  looked  up  quickly. 

*^  6oot  mominks,"  he  said,  aflEsibly.  ^^  I  hobes  I  sees 
you  veil  ?  " 

**  Quite  well,  Peterkin,*'  replied  the  doctor.  **  Ooin^ 
to  the  hotel?" 

M  Tah ;  ahust  took  a  sthroU  pefore  eading.** 
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*^Then,  Peterkin,  won't  you  just  tell  Marks,  the 
stage  driver,  tliat  1  want  him  to  oall  for  me  this  morning- 
It  will  oblige  me  very  much  ?  **  said  the  doctor. 

^^  Ton't  vant  oplige  I  To  it  ver  nodings,  mooch  bleas- 
ure,  ferry.'*  And  the  Teuton  resumed  his  march  toward 
the  hotel. 

Peterkin  was  a  paok-peddler,  who  had  made  his  ap- 
pearance in  the  neighborhood  a  little  more  than  a  month 
before,  since  when  he  had  made  Fairlie  his  headquar- 
ters ;  tramping  off  bright  and  early  mornings  and  usually 
returning  at  night. 

While  Doctor  Austin  returned  to  his  wife  and  his 
breakfast,  Peterkin  trudged  on  toward  the  little  hotel. 
The  breakfast  bell  was  sounding  when  he  reached  the 
place,  but  Peterkin  went  straight  up  to  his  room  where 
he  remained  full  ten  minutes.  Then  he  lumbered  down 
stairs  and  noisily  entered  the  breakfast  room. 

Everybody  was  at  breakfast — even  Mr.  J.  B.  Brady. 
Peterkin  sat  down  and  began  to  eat  ravenously.  Then 
he  looked  up  and  bawled  out  suddenly : 

*^  Shay  I  you  mishter  vip  shnapper,  how  soon  pefore 
your  vagon  stards  ?  " 

^  Half  an  hour,  dutchy.    Want  to  go  ? '' 

^  Yell  den,  I  told  you  do  sthop  vor  Dogdor  Anshtin ; 
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he  salt  80.**  And  Peterkin  made  a  longe  at  a  hnge 
potato. 

Fiye  minutes  afterwards  Mr.  J.  B.  Brady  arose  and 
quitted  the  room. 

*^  Yonder  vot  mate  him  losht  his  abbedide,"  said  the 
German,  gazing  after  him  wonderingly. 

Mr.  Brady's  **  abbedide  "  had  failed  rather  suddenly. 

When  Marks  drove  out  of  the  stable-yard  with  the 
rickety  old  coach,  Mr.  Brady  stood,  with  a  huge  travel- 
ing-bag beside  him,  ready  for  a  start,  and  just  as  he  took 
his  seat,  Peterkin  came  scrambling  down  stairs  pack  and 
aU. 

"  Vait  I "  he  shouted ;  "  ton't  you  see  me  gomin'  ?  " 

Marks  both  saw  and  heard  him,  and  soon  Peterkin  too 
sat  within  the  coach,  grinning  complacently  at  Brady  the 
while. 

^^  I  yill  haf  goompany  on  de  vay,"  he  said,  affably ; 
^' ferry  bleasand,  ferry."  But  Mr.  Brady  scorned  to 
reply. 

When  Dr.  Austin  came  out  to  take  his  seat,  great  was 
his  surprise,  not  to  say  annoyance,  to  find  that  Brady  was 
his  fellow-passenger.  He  wondered  too  that  Peterkin 
had  not  informed  him  of  his  intentions  to  be  his  com- 
panion on  the  journey.  He  nodded  stiffly  to  Brady,  and 
than,  as  the  coach  rumbled  off.  addressed  the  German : 
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**  So  70a  are  going  away,  Peterkin ;  goh^  far  ?  ** 

^^  Eoink  do  te  pig  down,  sir.  I  haf  god  oud  of  every- 
dinks." 

^*  Oh,  going  to  fill  np  your  pack,"  said  the  dootor, 
and  then  he  relapsed  into  silence.  Presently  he  looked 
up,  as  if  he  had  eyolyed  an  idea  out  of  a  medley  of 
thooght,  and  addressed  Brady  : 

**  You  are  not  quitting  Fairlie  for  good,  Mr.  Brady  ?  '* 
he  inquired. 

^-  Oh  no,"  said  Brady,  carelessly;  '*  only  taking  a  Uttle 
run  into  the  city.    Do  you  go  as  far  ?  " 

**  Why  yes.  To-night  is  the  first  of  Darley's  famous 
course  of  medical  lectures,  and  I  would  not  miss  them. 
Shall  you  attend,  sir  ?  " 

*^  Hardly.    I'm  not  much  in  that  line." 

**  Too  bad,  really  I  I  should  like  to  have  you  attend 
to-night  with  me,  it  would  seem  social  like." 

^*  Oh  I  since  you  are  so  kind  I  may  avail  myself  of  the 
invitation.    Where  do  you  stop,  doctor?  " 

^*  At  the  Sherman.  Happy  to  see  you  there."  Then 
the  doctor  took  from  his  pocket  a  medical  pamphlet  and 
began  to  read. 

When  they  arrived  at  the  station,  which  they  did,  of 
course,  half  an  hour  too  early.  Doctor  Austin  watched  for 
an  opportunity  to  whiiper  to  Peterkin  t 


412 

*^  Follow  me  to  the  platform  I  want  to  speak  with 
you." 

He  saantered  awaj  in  the  direction  indicated,  and 
presently  Peterkin  lounged  along. 

^v  When  you  gave  my  message  to  the  driver,  Peterkin,'* 
«aid  the  doctor,  gravely,  **  did  any  one  else  hear  you  ? 
Think,  now.** 

Peterkin  looked  down  at  his  boots  and  up  at  the  sky, 
and  then  he  said,  slowly : 

^^  Vy,  so  helb  me  gracious  I  I  vend  righd  straighd  in 
mid  de  dable,  ant  dold  dot  tam  vool  so  effery  poty  coot 
hear.    Dit  you  dinks  I  vorgat  him?  *' 

"  No,"  replied  the  doctor,  smiling  slightly.  "  Did — ^Mr. 
Brady  hear  you,  Peterkin  ?  ** 

Peterkin  reflected.  *^  Yaas,*'  he  said.  **  I  reggollecd, 
pecause  I  said  id  just  pefore  Mishter  Prady  god  up  und 
lefd  de  dables,  und  I  salt  he  had  lost  his  abbedide.  Ho, 
ho,  ho !  •* 

*     *^  Just  after  you  told  Marks,  he  left  the  table,  did  he  ? 
Well,  it's  aU  right,  Peterkin.'*. 

*^  Yah  !  id*s  all  righd ! "  then  in  a  lower  tone  still, 
•«  Loog  here,  to  you  lige  Mishter  Prady  ?  '* 

^*  Do  you,  Peterkin  ?  "  retorted  the  doctor,  somewhat 
taken  aback  by  the  inquiry. 

**  Nix  I  I  ton'd.  Und,  loog  here,  he*8h  a  pad  man,  toa*d 
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you  haf  nodinks  to  do  vid  him,"  and  before  the  doctor 
could  frame  a  reply,  Peterkin  waddled  away,  and  never 
oame  near  him  again  during  the  entire  journey. 

^^Grood  heavens,"  muttered  the  doctor,  ^Hhat's  just 
what  John  —  I  mean  that  rascally  detective  — said.  What 
can  Peterkin  know  about  Brady  ?  " 

But  Peterkin  gave  him  no  chance  to  ask  that  question ; 
neither  did  Brady  appear  over  anxious  to  converse ;  and 
so  they  hurried  on  toward  the  city,  the  doctor  busy  with 
his  own  thoughts,  Brady  wrapped  in  a  cloud  of  smoke, 
and  Peterkin  smoking  and  jabbering  with  every  one  who 
would  talk  or  listen. 

*^  Have  a  carriage,  sir?  "  said  a  slouching  looking  fel- 
low, appearing  at  Brady's  elbow,  as  soon  as  his  feet  had 
touched  the  platform  of  the  depot.  ^^  Carriage  to  any  part 
of  the  city,  sir."  But  Mr.  Brady  turned  impatiently 
away,  and  seemed  to  be  looking  for  some  one  in  the 
crowd. 

**Ooing  my  way?"  asked  Doctor  Austin,  aflhbly, 
coming  to  the  side  of  the  Englishman. 

*^  Well — no,  doctor  —  I'm  looking  for  a  friend  to  meet 
me,"  replied  Brady,  still  gazing  about  him. 

**  Carriage,  sir,"  said  the  slouching  man,  pressing  np  to 
the  doctor's  side;  but  Doctor  Austin  grasped  his  little 
valise  firmly,  and  hurried  on.    As  he  walked 'quickly 
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away,  Mr.  Brady  seemed  to  have  abandoned  all  hope  of 
finding  his  friend,  for  he  set  his  face  in  the  same  direction, 
and  followed  in  the  wake  of  the  doctor. 

**  Carriage,  sir,"  said  the  slouching  man  to  Peterkin, 
who  now  came  shuffling  along,  not  far  behind  Brady. 
**  Carriage  to  any  part  of  city,  sir."  But  Peterkin 
trudged  along,  and  never  heeded  him. 

Doctor  Austin  was  the  first  to  emerge  from  the 
depot.  He  looked  up  and  down  at  the  waiting  hacks  and 
brawling  hackmen  for  a  moment,  and  then  motioned  to 
one  of  the  men,  whispered  an  address  in  his  ear,  and 
entered  the  vehicle.  Before  the  driver  could  mount  his 
box,  Mr.  Brady  stepped  out  from  a  sheltering  doorway, 
and  seizing  the  arm  of  a  second  driver,  pointed  to  the  first: 

«« Do  you  see  that  man?  follow  him,  quick ;  don't  lose 
sight  of  that  carriage  an  instant,"  he  said,  and  springing 
into  the  carriage  closed  the  door  behind  him.  At  the 
same  moment  the  slovenly  man,  who  had  clambered  upon 
his  box  minus  a  fare,  stooped  to  gather  up  Ms  reins. 

^^  Sthop  till  I  gid  in,"  cried  a  voice  beside  him.  And 
looking  down,  the  man  beheld  Peterkin,  gesticulating 
•trangely.  **  Loog  here,"  said  Peterkin.  "  To  you  see  dat 
hack  ?  follow  it  like  tam."  And  Peterkin  pointed  to  the 
hack  containing  Mr.  Brady,  and  then  sprang  within  thif 
one,  so  unceremoniously  chartered  by  himself. 
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Away  rolled  the  carriage  containing  Doctor  Austin. 
Away  rolled  the  second  and  porsning  carriage,  containing 
Mr.  Jason  Bradwardine.  And  away  rolled  the  third 
carriage,  driven  by  Rob  Jocelyn,  who  sat  whistling  upon 
the  box,  all  nnconscioos  that  his  passenger  was  the  man 
of  all  others  whom  he  most  desired  to  aoey  Francis  Fer- 
rais,  the  English  detectiTe. 
18^  Bi 
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'  CHAPTER   XXXI. 

IH    THB    GBBBK    BOUDOIB. 

Neil  Bathnrst  had  been  baffled  at  the  outset,  m  his 
search  for  Lenore.  From  the  moment  when  she  had 
passed  out  from  the  grounds  of  the  Asylum,  not  a  trace 
of  her  could  he  find.  He  felt  almost  inclined  to  accept 
the  statement  of  the  insane  girl,  that  she  had  flown  *^  up, 
up,  up,"  as  truth.  All  the  street-car  conductors  had 
been  interviewed,  but  no  one  oould  remember  having 
carried  a  passenger  answering  to  the  description  of 
Lenore.  The  man  who  had  carried  Lenore,  being  the 
most  obtuse  of  his  kind,  never  once  connected  the  hand- 
some, well-dressed  girl,  described  by  the  detective,  with 
the  passenger  he  had  mentally  set  down  as  a  **  dowdy 
school  girl,"  for  each  man  sees  with  his  own  eyes,  and 
ever  will.  And  so  the  first  and  only  clue  to  Lenore 's 
whereabouts  was  hopelessly  lost.  But  the  detective  was 
far  from  being  discouraged.  One  thing  was  now  certain, 
Lenore  Armyn  was  in  the  city  somewhere,  and — she 
would  not  be  apt  to  escape  from  the  city.  He  had 
promptly  summoned  Rob  Jocelyn  to  his  assistance,  and 
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they  had  set  themselyes  the  task  of  cutting  off  the  retreat 
of  Lenore ;  if  she  presented  herself  at  any  depot,  if  she 
attempted  to  leave  the  city  by  any  of  the  public  thorough- 
ts^esy  her  arrest  was  certain.  And,  now,  haying  made 
sure  that  she  was  within  their  circle,  they  began  the  nar- 
rowing process,  a  systematic  search  of  the  city  must 
sooner  or  later  unearth  their  game.  Having  decided 
upon  this  course  of  action,  they  commenced  their  work, 
vigorously. 

Neil  Bathurst  had  written  the  doctor,  knowing  that 
he  would  immediately  be  notified  by  Doctor  Burton.  He 
knew  that  now  Lenore  must  rely  upon  her  own  resources. 
Doctor  Austin  was  as  ignorant  of  her  whereabouts  as 
was  Bathurst  himself.  But  he,  Neil,  did  not  doubt  but 
that  the  doctor  would  come  immediately  to  the  city ;  and 
he  felt  equally  sure  that  Jason  Bradwardine  would  follow 
him  as  fast  as  possible.  So  Rob  Jocelyn  stationed  him- 
self on  the  lookout,  with  what  result  we  have  seen  in  the 
last  chapter. 

Doctor  Austin  had  driven  straight  to  the  Asylum,  fol- 
lowed of  course  by  the  other  two  carriages,  and,  as  he 
had  dismissed  his  carriage  there,  and  entered,  valise  in 
hand,  Bradwardine  had  very  sensibly  concluded  that  he 
would  not  be  found  at  the  *^  Sherman,"  and  then  had 
ordered  his  driver  to  take  him  to  hia  Wabash  avenue 


420  THB  LAKKBTDE  8SBIE8. 

boarding-house,  whither  he  was  closely  followed  by  Bob, 
and  his  eccentric  fare. 

When  Peterkin  had  seen  his  game  safely  within  the 
walls  of  his  boarding-house,  he  had  ordered  Rob  to  drive 
him  to  the  nearest  German  hotel ;  and  this  Rob  did  at 
once,  wondering  much  what  this  *^  old  Dutchman  "  could 
have  in  common  with  the  elegant  Jason  Bradwardine. 

^*  It's  a  queer  lay  out,"  idused  Rob,  as  he  di*ove  his 
horses  stableward.  **  I  shs^  run  around  and  look  after 
little  Dutchy,  as  soon  as  possible." 

But  when  Rob  looked  in  at  the  ^^  lager  beer  house," 
the  ^*  little  Dutchy,"  with  his  pack,  had  vanished. 

Of  course  Neil  Bathurst  was  now  satisfied  that  Lenore 
Armyn  had  seen  him,  and  his  thoughts,  naturally,  re- 
verted to  his  interview  with  Jess  Warren,  and  the  pecu- 
liarity of  her  manner  when  stating  that  Lenore  had 
seemed  to  desire  not  to  meet  him.  At  his  earliest  oppor- 
tunity he  called  upon  the  blonde  widow,  and  a  few 
judicious  arguments  convinced  the  lady  that  it  would  be 
to  her  interest  not  to  attempt  throwing  any  more  straws 
in  the  way  of  Mr.  Bathurst.  She  admitted  that  Lenore 
had  seen  him,  and  described  the  occasion.  Neil  was  not 
slow  in  making  another  discovery,  which,  although  it  was 
a  side  issue,  at  present,  was  interesting  to  him,  namely, 
that  Rob  Jooelyn  and  Kate  Seaton,  during  the  three 
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months  of  his  absence,  had  become  wonderfully  good 
friends.  One  day,  during  a  call  at  Mrs.  Arteveldt's, 
Eate  Seaton  had  put  a  note  into  Neil's  hand,  saying : 

**  Here  is  a  note,  Mr.  Bathurst,  which  Miss  Durand 
gave  me  the  last  time  she  was  here,  and  requested  me  to 
give  to  you." 

Neil  took  the  note  from  her  hand,  feeling  not  a  little 
surprised,  and  he  said  carelessly : 

^*So  Miss  Durand  and  yourself  are  on  very  good 
terms,  Miss  Seaton." 

**II  N — No.  Not  exactly,  Mr.  Bathurst;  Miss 
Durand  is  a  great  favorite  with  Mrs.  Arteveldt;  she 
calls  here  very  often  to  see  her." 

Neil  said  no  more,  but  he  made  this  mental  comment: 

**Miss  Seaton  and  Miss  Durand  do  not  approve  of 
each  other." 

Miss  Durand's  note  was  brief;  it  contained  Miss 
Durand's  compliments,  and  a  request  that  Mr.  Bathurst 
would  call  on  her  at  his  earliest  convenience ;  the  note 
was  written  on  the  daintiest  of  perfumed  paper,  and 
Neil  thought  that  the  hand-writing  was  characterless 
and  insipid  in  the  extreme.  Neil  was  a  believer  in  the 
individuality  of  penmanship.  The  day  following  the 
receipt  of  this  note  the  young  detective  turned  bis  steps 
in  the  direction  of  the  Durand  mansion. 
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**  It's  just  as  I  expected,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  as 
he  ascended  the  steps.  *^  This  Arteyeldt'  affiiir  has  pub- 
lished me;  now  every  one  here  will  know  me  for  the 
detective  who  tried  at  Durand's  burglary  case." 

He  entered  the  house,  and  was  about  to  send  his 
name  up  to  Miss  Durand,  when  Mr.  Durand,  the  host, 
came  down  the  stairs,  and  extended  to  him  a  warm 
welcome, 

^* Nonsense;  he  should  not  go  up  to  Miss  Aura's 
boudoir  until  he  had  chatted  with  him ;  Miss  Aura  could 
wait  a  little;  he  must  come  in  and  see  Mrs.  Durand. 
She  was  quite  an  invalid  at  present;  nothing  serious,  of 
course,  but  a  little  company  now  and  then  cheered  her." 

There  was  no  help  for  it.  Neil  was  ushered  into  the 
presence  of  Mrs.  Durand  before  he  could  frame  an 
excuse.  He  was  startled  at  the  change  in  her.  She  was 
at  best  a  fussy,  nervous  body,  given  to  indulging  in  harm- 
less maladies,  but  now  she  looked  really  ill. 

Mrs.  Durand  belonged  to  that  class  of  women  who 
are  given  to  regaling  their  friends  with  a  detailed  account 
of  their  symptoms  and  sufferings;  and  she  found  Neil 
Bathurst  an  attentive  listener.  He  even  asked  one  or 
two  questions,  and  when  he  arose  to  leave  the  invalid's 
room,  his  face  seemed  a  shade  graver  than  when  he  had 
entered  it.    When  they  were  safely  out  of  hearing  of 
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the  invalid,  Neil  turned  to  Mr.  Durand,  and  said  in  a  low 
tone: 

^^Ifr.  Dorand,  I  must  request  a  private  interview 
with  you  as  soon  as  I  can  find  time  for  it.  I  am  working 
night  and  day  now.  But  there  is  a  matter  that  must  &e 
put  before  you  at  the  earliest  possible  moment.  I  called 
to-day,  by  appointment  with  Miss  Durand.  I  will  not 
come  here  to  see  you,  but  I  beg  of  you,  when  I  send  for 
you,  meet  me  promptly,  and  without  fail." 

Without  stopping  for  a  reply,  he  signalled  to  the 
waiting  servant,  and  requested  to  be  shown  to  Miss 
Durand's  presence. 

Daintiest  of  beauties  was  Aura  Durand,  as  she  arose 
to  receive  him ;  and  Neil  Bathurst  could  not  repress  an 
admiring  glance  as  he  looked  upon  her.  How  lovely 
she  was,  and  how  wonderfully  well  the  green  magnifi- 
cence of  the  room  harmonized  with  that  loveliness. 

Her  reception  of  the  detective  was  as  cordial  as  it  was 
charming ;  and  they  chatted  very  pleasantly ;  first  about 
the  lady  herself,  and  her  health,  then  about  Neil ;  and 
how  cunningly  Miss  Durand  had  surmised  that  he  was 
the  detective  who  had  tried  to  find  a  clue  to  "Poor 
papa's  stolen  money,"  then  about  the  Arteveldt  tragedy ; 
and  while  they  were  upon  this  subject,  Aura  said : 

^  To  tell  the  truth,  Mr.  Bathurst,  it  was,  in  part,  to 
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hear  you  talk  of  this,  that  I  took  the  liberty  of  asking 
you  to  call  on  me.  Poor  Clarence  and  I  were  very  good 
friends,  you  know.  Poor  fellow;  his  love  affiedrs  have 
been  most  unfortunate." 

**EUs  love  a£EEiirsI  Am  I  to  infer  that  there  were 
other  a£Eairs?  I  had  heard  that  he  was  once  most 
devoted  to  you,  Miss  Durand;  did  you  treat  him  so 
cruelly  ?  " 

Her  eyes  dilated,  and  just  for  one  instant,  her  face 
paled ;  then  she  answered,  with  a  rippling  little  laugh : 

*^What  an  absurd  report!  Excuse  me,  Mr.  Bath- 
arst,  but  how  our  deeds  of  friendship  will  be  misinter- 
preted; I  will  confide  this  much  in  you ;  I  was  aware  of 
a  love  affidr  of  Mr.  Arteveldt's,  one  that  would  have 
displeased  his  mother  very  much,  had  she  known  it. 
Poor  Clarence  used  to  confide  in  me  sometimes,  and  the 
young  lady  was,  after  a  fashion,  my  friend.  I  was  sorry 
that  I  had  to  know  anything  of  the  afiGedr,  so  many 
people  insisted  upon  mistaking  me  for  the  principal 
figure.  But  I  could  not  avoid  it — under  the  circum- 
stances.** 

**  Am  I  to  understand.  Miss  Durand,  that  your  friend 
or  companion.  Miss  Annin,  was  the  object  of  Mr.  Arte- 
veldt's affections  at  one  time  ?  " 

**Toii  are  to  understand  nothing,"  cried  Miss  Durand, 
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with  a  pretty  pout.  ^  See,  now.  what  a  blunderer  I  am ! 
I  never  intended  to  tell  you  the  identity  of  the  lady/' 

**  WeU,  you  did  not  mention  the  name  of  Miss  An<« 
nm. 

Aura  became  suddenly  graye.  She  leaned  toward  the 
detective  and  said,  half  beseechingly,  ^^  Mr.  Bathurst,  let 
us  not  talk  of  Miss  Annin.  She  is  not  with  me  now*  I 
had  to  give  her  up,  and  I  did  like  her  so  much.** 

On  the  detective's  side,  at  least,  there  had  been  an 
undercurrent  to  all  this  conversation,  and  be  now  asked 
almost  abruptly : 

^*  Are  you  and  Bfiss  Annin  divided  in  friendship?** 

**  No,"  said  Miss  Durand  mournfully,  **  I  want  to  be 
poor  Nina's  friend.  But — I  could  not  keep  her  in  this 
house  after — ^Mr.  Bathurst  I  will  trust  you  thus  far,  poor 
Nina  had  an  insatiate  longing  for  dress  and  jewels.  I 
could  bear  my  own  losses,  but  not  to  see  others  losers." 

A  strange  look  came  into  the  face  of  Neil  Bathurst. 

*^  Do  you  know  where  Miss  Annin  lives  now  ? "  he 
asked. 

**  Yes — she  lives  with  a  Mrs.  Rogers,  an  aunt,  I  be- 
Ueve." 

**  Do  you  know  Mrs.  Rogers  ?  ** 

**I?    Mercy  no  I" 

**  Miss  Durand,"  said  the  detective  after  a  moment's 
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silence,  **  please  be  frank  with  me.  Have  you  any  of 
Miss  Annin's  handwriting  in  yoor  possession  ?  " 

Again  that  startled  look  in  the  eyes  of  Aura  Durand. 

•*  I — ^must  have,  of  course,  somewhere.    Why  ?  '* 

**  May  I  ask  you  to  give  me  something,  anything,  in 
her  handwriting  ?  " 

The  girl  considered  for  a  moment. 

'*I  don't  just  know  where  to  put  my  hand  on  her 
writing  just  now,  Mr.  Bathurst,  but  I  will  search  for 
something  written  by  her,  and  you  shall  have  it." 

*^  Thanks.    May  I  call  for  it  some  evening  soon  ?  " 

^'  I  shall  be  glad  to  have  you  do  so.  You  are  always 
welcome,  Mr.  Bathurst." 

"  Then — ^I  may  come  oftener." 

She  smiled  at  this,  but  made  no  reply.  At  this 
moment  the  footman  entered  the  room,  saying :  ^^  Miss 
Annin  is  here.  Miss  Durand.  She  says  she  must  see 
you. 

A  strange  look  came  into  the  fi^e  of  Miss  Durand. 

**  Tell  her  I  am  not  at  home,"  she  said,  quite  sternly. 

«« Yes,  miss."  The  footman  turned,  and  there  in  the 
doorway  stood  Miss  Annin. 

**  I  felt  so  much  at  home  that  I  came  right  up,  Aura," 
she  said,  entering  the  room  with  perfect  composure. 
^*  Oh,  Mr.  Bathurst  I  I  did  not  know  that  you  were  here. 
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I  am  really  glad  to  see  yoa.    I  am  afraid  that  I  intrude/' 
at  the  same  time  seating  herself  nonchalantly. 

^*  Not  in  the  least,"  replied  the  detective,  arising.  **  I 
was  just  taking  my  leave.  Miss  Annin,  when  we  meet 
again  I  hope  it  won't  be  to  part  so  soon." 

Then  he  said  adieu  to  Aura  Durand,  who  had  not  ad- 
dressed one  word  to  Miss  Annin  and  followed  the  servant 
from  the  room.  At  the  head  of  the  stairs  he  halted 
suddenly. 

^*  I  have  dropped  my  glove,"  he  said,  and  before  the 
the  servant  could  perform  the  office,  stepped  back  to  the 
door  of  the  green  boudoir.  The  glove  lay  on  the  very 
threshold,  and  as  he  stooped  to  recover  it,  he  caught  these 
words : 

*^  What  do  you  want  now  ?"  It  was  Miss  Durand's 
voice  with  all  the  coo  and  softness  gone  out  of  it. 

*^  One  thousand  dollars,"  replied  the  cool  voice  of  Miss 
Annin. 

"What  I    More  money  ?  " 

The  detective  lifted  his  head  and  came  away,  the  glove 
in  his  hand  and  a  peculiar  smile  hovering  about  his 
mouth. 

Half  an  hour  later  he  burst  into  the  presence  of  Rob 
Jocelyn,  with  these  enigmatical  words  upon  his  lips: 
^  The  next  time  my  imagination  runs  off  into  a  nightmare 
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I  won't  throw  cold  water  on  her.  I'll  run  after  with  all 
the  legs  I  possess." 

Then  he  closed  his  mouth  and  utterly  refused  to  open 
it  again  on  the  subject.  But  later  Rob  might  have  heard 
him  muttering  as  if  to  some  invisible  charmer: 

**  My  dear,  wait  a  biti  I'll  teach  you  to  tcy  to  oat- 
wit  a  detecfeiYe  I " 


«n 


CHAPTER  XXXn. 
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For  nemily  a  week  Lenoie,  in  the  eliM«eler»ef  the 
^*  Ball-toeeer's  dao^ter/'  had  been  domioiled  at  Mts* 
Home's,  and  the  Teiy  stiangenees  of  her  qnarteis  gmTe 
her  a  senae  of  seeoiitj.  Mrs.  Home  was  a  fortune  teU 
ler ;  a  reader  of  the  planets;  and  was  altogether  a  remark^ 
able  woman.  She  was  a  laige,  fine  looking  person,  and 
her  manners  and  conyersation  were  refined  to  the  last 
d^;iee.  She  made  a  fiur  living  hj  reading  the  stars  for 
the  benefit  of  the  oredolous  ones,  and  made  merrj  at 
their  expense  when  in  the  bosom  of  her  fomily.  Between 
Mrs.  Home  and  Mrs.  Harris  there  existed  an  affinity 
which  Lenore  recognized,  but  could  not  comprehend. 

Two  yeiy  pleasant  rooms,  in  the  retired  portion  of 
Mrs.  Home's  house,  had  been  placed  at  Lenore's  disposal, 
and  here  Mrs.  Harris  came  every  day,  and  twice  a  day, 
to  **  show  her  the  steps,"  and  afterwards  regale  her  ears 
with  wonderful  tales  of  stage  successes,  all  tending  in  one 
direction. 

Mrs.  Harris  had  dreamed  a  dream ;  she  had  fsnoied 
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herself  able  to  win  Lenoie's  oonsent  to  allow  her 
to  act  as  her  guardian  and  agent;  she  knew  that  the 
beauty,  grace  and  intelligence  of  the  girl  would  quickly 
make  for  her  a  prominent  position  among  the  best  of  the 
profession,  which,  as  she  averred,  was  ^^  making  all  the 
money  in  the  business." 

Lenore  was  to  become  a  vocalist  and  dancer ;  she  was 
to  sign  an  agreement,  giving  Mrs.  Harris  full  control  over 
her  for  a  year,  at  least,  and  that  lady  was  to  reap  a 
golden  harvest,  traveling  comfortably  with  Lenore,  draw- 
ing her  salary,  and  pocketing  the  lion's  share.  This  was 
the  dream  of  Mrs.  Harris,  and  to  this  end  all  her  argu- 
ments tended. 

Lenore  had  but  one  desire,  one  thought:  to  vanish 
from  the  world  that  had  known  her,  to  lose  her  identity 
entirely.  She  was  not  blind  to  the  motive  which  actuated 
Mrs.  Harris ;  the  keen  wit  of  that  lady  seemed  to  react 
upon  her  proKgS  ;  neither  was  she  dazzled  by  the  allure- 
ments of  the  stage,  as  pictured  by  the  ballet  mistress. 
But  she  saw  in  such  a  life  the  opportunity  she  sought,  of 
losing  herself.  No  one  would  dream  of  looking  for 
Lenore  Armyn  upon  the  variety  stage.  And  she  be- 
lieved that  she  could  adopt  that  profession  and  still  be 
her  best  self.  Let  Mrs«  Harris  reap  the  benefit;  what 
she  wanted  was  safety  for  herself. 
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Mrs.  Harris  was  a  tenacious  woman,  and  her  shrewd- 
ness had  its  weak  points.  She  was  known  to  nearlj^Werj 
performer  in  her  particular  branch  of  the  profession. 
Mrs.  Harris  was  not  a  dramatic  actress  and  never  had 
been.  Every  performer  in  the  city  then  knew  her,  as 
they  knew  managers,  property  men,  and  bill  posters,  and 
Mrs.  Harris  had  a  certain  pride.  Lenore  had  expressed 
a  wish  to  be  seen  by  no  one,  and  Lenore  would  not  come 
to  the  house  of  Mrs.  Harris,  to  be  displayed  to  the  friends 
of  that  lady  as  her  new  pet  and  protSgS.  Mrs.  Harris 
looked  upon  Lenore  as  a  prize,  and  she  wished  to  display 
her  as  such. 

**  There's  no  earthly  chance  of  any  of  your  people 

seeing  you,"  argued  Mrs.  Harris,  **  and  it  will  do  you 

good  to  see  some  of  these  people.    I'm  going  to  speak 

for  a  box  at  B — 's  to-night,  and  you  must  go  with  me ; 

no  one  will  see  you ;  we  will  go  in  at  the  stage  door ;  of 

course  it's  no  such  a  theater  as  you  will  act  in.    I 

wouldn't  allow  you  to  act  there,  but  B —  is  an  old  friend 

of  mine,  and  I  want  you  to  see  the  worst  side  of  the*  life.'* 

By  which'  she  meant  that  she  wanted  to  make  the  poor, 

half-paid,  half-starved,  wholly-besotted  actors  at  Br— 's 

stare  in  astonishment  and  wonder  "  where  Harris  found  a 

girl  like  that." 

CSonstant  dropping  will  wear  a  stone.    For  three  da^^ 
19         Ca 
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Mrs.  Hanu  harped  upon  this  theme,  and  at  last  Lenore, 
seeing  that  the  ballet  mistress  was  preparing  to  be  actually 
offended  if  she  did  not  consent,  and  feeling  that  she, 
Lenore,  could  ill  afford  to  lose  her  rather  expepsive  pat- 
ronage just  then,  consented  to  accompany  her  to  R — 's 
variety  theatre.  This  put  the  ballet  mistress  in  a  rare 
good  humor,  and  she  lavished  praise  and  advice  in  pro- 
fusion. 

^^  m  tell  you  what  you  must  do,"  she  said  eagerly. 
>*This  business  all  depends  on  your  style.  Now  your 
style  is  good,  but  you  dress  too  plain.  Tou  must 
dress  for  effect.  Adopt  some  particular  style,  and 
stick  to  it.  Now  for  you  nothing  could  be  nobbier  than 
a  boy*s  cut-out,  have  your  hair  cut  short ;  it  would  curl 
all  over  your  head,  wouldn't  it? — ^have  a  tony  jacket, 
double-breasted  and  all,  like  a  boy's,  with  a  cute  breast 
pocket  and  bright  buttons ;  then  get  one  of  those  cute 
caps,  just  like  a  boy  wears,  only  seal  skin;  and,  my, 
wouldn't  you  be  a  stunner  I  Why,  no  one  would  know 
you  for  the  same  girl  I " 

"  Do  you  think  they  would  not  ?  ** 
^*  I  know  they  would  not." 

Mrs.  Harris  had  not  expected  that  Lenore  would  so 
readily  adopt  this  advice,  and  when  the  girl  drew  oat  her 
purse  and  counted  oat  some  money,  she  asked. 
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••What  do  you  want?" 

^  Qet  me  a  jacket  and  cap  such  as  you  deBoribed, 
pleaae ;  and— can  you  cut  my  hair  ?  " 

*^  Do  you  really  mean  it  ?  "  cried  Mrs.  Harris.  **  Fll  go 
right  away  and  get  the  things ;  but — it's  a  pity  to  cut 
your  hair,  after  all ;  just  cut  off  the  &ont,  and  coil  the  rest 
on  top  of  your  head  loose ;  it's  so  thick  and  wavy,  it  will 
do  nicely  that  way." 

^^  Just  as  you  please,"  said  Lenore,  indifferently. 

**I'll  get  you  a  cute  silk  handkerchief  to  stick  in  the 
side  pocket,"  said  the  ballet  mistress,  rapturously.  ''  AAA 
a  sailor  collar  and  tie  for  your  neck.  I'll  show  'em ! " 
This  last,  spoken  after  Mrs.  Harris  was  outside  the  door, 
was  not  intended  for  Lenore's  benefit. 

A  little  before  the  opening  of  the  performance  at 

R 's  varieties  —  there  was  no  going  up  of  the  curtain 

because  of  the  absence  of  that  ascending  and  descending 

fascination  from  R 's  stage — Mrs.  Harris  and  a  jaunty 

looking  young  lady  entered  one  of  the  two  stage  boxes, 
that  were  ^*  boxes  "  in  the  finest  sense  of  the  word ;  they 
were  just  high  enoi^h  to  stand  up  in,  and  just  wide 
enough  and  deep  enough  to  hold  four  small  wooden 
chairs  that  might  have  come  from  Mrs.  Harris'  sanctum, 
so  very  uneasy  were  they  under  a  burden.    Thia  **  box  " 
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was  fearfully  and  wonderfully  dirty^  guiltless  of  paint, 
and  odorous  with  tobacco,  brandy  and  beer. 

The  nose  of  the  jaunty  young  lady  ascended  percep- 
tibly, seeing  which,  Mrs.  Harris  said,  with  a  gay  little 
laugh : 

^*  Oh  I  don't  put  on  airs,  child  I  I  told  you  that  we 
were  not  coming  to  a  grand  theater ;  this  is  no  high-toned 
place,  but  you'll  see  a  first-rate  performance,  and  the 
people  here  think  a  deal  of  me.'* 

This  climax  brought  a  smile  to  the  face  of  the  young 
lady,  who  readily  understood  that  Mrs.  Harris  chose  to 
come  here  where  people  would  do  her  honor,  rather  than 
sit  an  unrecognized  guest  at  a  first-class  entertainment. 
Spite  of  her  repugnance  for  the  low,  dingy,  dirty  diye, 
for  such  it  was,  Lenore  began  to  feel  amused,  and  a  trifle 
curious. 

**  After  all,"  she  thought  bitterly,  as  she  peered  from 
behind  the  dingy  curtain  of  the  box,  out  upon  the  bare 
stige,  ^^  after  all,  I  have  been  in  a  worse  place,"  thinking 
with  a  shudder  of  that  day  at  Gentleman  Jeff's. 

Mrs.  Harris  darted  in  and  out  at  the  box  door,  jabber- 
ing with  any  and  every  one  behind  the  scenes,  and,  after 
a  little,  Lenore  became  accustomed  to  this.  When  at  last 
the  performance  commenced,  Mrs.  Harris  seated  hendf, 
prepared  to  enjoy  it,  and  emeore  eTerything. 
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Yoa  most  olap  your  hands,"  she  whispered  to 
Lenoie;  **if  you  doD%  tiiey  will  think  yoa  are  stuck 
upl*' 

Smiling  a  little  at  the  idea  of  being  considered  **  stuck 
up,"  by  these  people,  Lenore  clapped  her  hands  in  feeble 
emulation  of  Mrs.  Harris. 

The  small  auditorium  was  tolerably  well  filled,  with 
rough  looking  men  for  the  most  part,  who  lounged  about 
deal  tables  and  drank  much  beer,  applauding  from  time 
to  time  with  the  stout  bottoms  of  their  glasses. 

There  was  the  usual  **  First  Part,"  with  a  colored 
individual  at  either  end  of  a  half-circle,  composed  of  the 
*^  strength  of  the  company ; "  and  this  was  followed  by  a 
young  man  with  a  very  red  face,  who  danced  a  ^*  silver 
clog,"  to  the  entire  satisfiMtion  of  the  audience.  Then 
followed  young  women  in  soiled  and  much  abbreviated 
finery,  who  sang  ballads  and  comic  songs  with  cracked , 
and  tobacco  strangled  voices.  Next,  two  lads,  eccentri- 
cally dressed,  who  jabbered  and  howled  in  broken  accents 
intended  for  the  German  brogue,  and  kicked  up  their 
heels  at  intervals,  in  a  fearful  and  wonderful  manner. 
Next,  a  pretty  girl  did  a  very  creditable  song  and  dance, 
after  which  the  young  man  who  had  danced  the  silver 
clog,  **  did  "  a  jig,  and  afterwards  a  hornpipe.  Following 
him  came  a  stoutish  young  lady,  who  announced  in  a 
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voice  like  a  fishmonger,  and  with  a  fling  of  the  heels,  that 
she  was  *^  Oood-for-nothing  Nan." 

From  time  to  time,  as  the  performance  went  on,  Mrs. 
Harris,  no  doubt  carried  away  by  her  enthusiasm,  drew 
back  the  curtain,  so  that  Lenore,  shrink  as  she  might, 
was  exposed  to  the  view  of  those  on  the  stage  and  also 
of  some  person  or  persons  who  sat  behind  the  curtains 
of  the  box  opposite.  This  opposite  box  was  situated 
very  near  the  dressing  room  of  the  female  performers, 
and  from  time  to  time  these  ladies  were  seen  flitting  in 
and  out,  but  the  gentleman  within  never  once  permitted 
his  face  to  be  seen.  Presently  this  personage  turned  the 
ladies  out  with  scant  ceremony,  and  sent  for  R him- 
self. 

^^  Who  are  those  ladies  opposite  7 ''  he  asked,  abruptly, 
when  the  portly,  red-fisu^ed,  beer-perfumed  manager  made 
his  appearance. 

B recognized  tiie  stranger  as  one  who  had  spent 

money  freely  there  on  one  or  two  occasions)  and  he 
answered  afiEeibly : 

^^  The  old  woman  is  a  Mrs.  Harris,  old  stager,  ballet 
mistress,  and  all  that,  you  know.  The  other  is  some 
victim  she  has  picked  up  to  fleece,  I  suppose ;  probably 
the  girl  fancies  that  the  old  woman  will  make  her  a  for- 
tune on  the  stage — that's  a  hobby  of  Harris  V 
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**  A  hobby — or  a  pretext  ?  " 

*^  No ;  the  woman  is  really  stage-mad ;  she  has  staryed 
half  her  life  trying  to  hang  to  the  tail  of  some  snap  com- 
pany or  other.  She  will  get  a  few  girls  together,  and  if 
a  man  will  come  along  and  show  a  little  roll  of  money, 
ofP  she  goes  with  the  girls ;  she  won't  be  left  behind, 
mind  yon." 

^^  And — are  yon  sore  that  this  yonng  lady  is  in  her 
hands?** 

**  I  think  she  is.  Harris  told  me,  when  she  came  down 
to  secnre  the  box,  that  she  had  a  treasure,  a  regular  beauty, 
and  that  she  was  going  to  take  her  East  and  bring  her  out 
in  style.  If  she  does,  it  will  be  at  some  one's  expense ; 
she  is  as  poor  as  Lasarus." 

^*  Ah!  will  you  tell  me  where  this  Harris  lives?" 

R hesitated.      **  I   don't    know,  really,"    he 

said. 

^^  Nonsense  I"  interrupted   the   other,   shortly,  **of 

course  you  do.   Look  here,  R ,  I'm  willing  toonake  it 

to  your  interest  to  help*me  a  little.  Now,  I  am  ignorant 
of  all  theatrical  business,  but  if  I  wanted  to  play  mana- 
ger couldn't  you  put  me  in  the  way  of  it.  And — if  I 
say  I  will  give  you  twenty*five  dollars  to  be  placed  where 
I  can  get  a  fair  view  of  that  girl  when  she  leaves  here, 
can't  it  be  dona?'* 
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R—i-.  thought  it  could,  and  the  two  men  fell  to  talk- 
ing very  earnestly. 

Meanwhile,  oyer  in  the  other  box  Lenoie  had  been 
growing  very  nervons,  over  the  too  freqaent  lifting  of 
their  dingy  curtain,  and  ehe  was  growing  angry,  too.  She 
had  expostulated  mildly,  but  Mrs.  Harris,  who  had  been 
behind  the  scenes  and  had  there  indulged  in  a  glass 
or  two  of  beer,  seemed  to  have  grown  quite  reckless. 
Finally  the  annoyance  became  unendurable,  and  Lenore's 
wrath  got  the  better  of  her  prudence.  Leaning  forward, 
as  Mrs.  Harris  was  about  to  pull  aside  the  curtain,  she 
laid  a  resolute  hand  upon  it,  and  said  with  a  flash  of  the 
eyes  that  acted  like  a  small  shower4>ath  upon  the  Tiva- 
cious  ballet  mistress. 

^*  Madame,  if  you  touch  that  curtain  again,  I  will  leave 
this  place  instantly.  I  will  not  allow  you  to  exhibit  me 
in  this  Tile  place,  so  shamelessly.  I  very  much  regret 
having  come  with  you." 

Mrs^Harris  was  not  slow  to  perceive  that  she  had 
gone  too  far,  and  that  she  had  overrated  the  influence  she 
believed  she  possessed  over  Lenore. 

**  Why,  I  declare  I  how  nervous  you  are,"  she  said, 
dropping  the  curtain;  *^ nobody  can  see  yon  from  the 
audience,  you  sit  90  &r  back." 

«« I  do  not  choose  to  be  stared  at  by  those  stage  people," 
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replied  (lenore,  ooldly.    And  Mn.  Huris  did  not  lift  the 
ourtain  again. 

When  they  left  the  place  theie  were  no  rtreet  oaze 
near,  and  Lenoie  expressed  a  preference  for  walking, 
80  they  set  off  briskly.  But  they  were  not  nnobsenred. 
Scarcely  had  they  emerged  into  the  street,  when  a 
tall  form  came  out  of  the  darkness  and  followed  stealthily 
after  them,  and  behind  this  a  second  figure  glided,  and, 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street  a  third,  and  all  three 
moying  in  the  direction  taken  by  Mrs.  Harris  and  Lenore. 
But  the  first  person  was  a  bungler,  or,  he  did  not  under- 
stand the  sharpness  of  Mrs.  Harris. 

It  was  not  an  unusual  thing  for  solitary  women  to 
be  followed  so  late  at  night,  and  the  ballet  mistress  began 
to  think  that  she  had  displayed  Lenore  a  little  too  freely ; 
she  did  not  want  anything  to  seem  to  alarm  Lenore,  and 
— «ome  of  those  men  might  have  seen  her  and  strove  to 
follow.  She  began  to  be  restless  and  observant,  and 
before  they  had  reached  the  street  where  Lenqfe  lived, 
she  had  discovered  that  they  were  followed.  She  was 
not  aware  of  more  than  one  shadow,  however. 

**  I'll  tell  you  what,"  she  said,  suddenly,  *^  I  have  been 
thinking  that  we  may  as  well  be  cautious.  Now  I  don't 
suppose  any  one  would  follow  us  to-night,  bnt  sometime 
they  m^ht,  and  the  sharper  we  are  tlie  selbr  you  will  bet 
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Now  you  just  keep  right  on  with  me,  and  go  in  my  house, 
I  will  let  you  out  at  the  back  door,  and  you  can  run 
straight,  through  the  alley  and  in  at  Mrs.  Home's  back 
door,  and  no  one  will  be  the  wiser. 

**  I  didn't  know  there  was  an  alley,"  said  Lenore. 

**  Well,  there  is,  and  no  one  would  ever  suspect  it. 
It's  the  safest  tiling  in  the  world.  While  you  are  sup- 
posed to  be  in  my  house,  you  are  away  on  the  next  street. 
Tou  had  better  always  go  in  and  out  that  way.  I  will 
run  through  with  you  to-night,  so  that  you  will  get 
through  safely." 

Perhaps  the  reader  will  connect  this  blind  alley  be- 
tween the  two  houses,  with  the  wonderful  affinity 
between  the  fortune  teller  and  the  ballet  mistress.  If  so, 
well  —  we  all  have  a  right  to  our  own  opinions. 

Lenore  availed  herself  of  the  blind  alley,  and  the  three 
shadows  saw  her  enter  the  house  of  the  ballet  mistresd. 

*^  She  does  live  there,  and  I  will  have  her  in  my  power 
before  tpro  suns  set,"  thought  the  first  shadow. 

*^  He  has  followed  those  two  women ;  then  I  too  must 
watch  them,"  thought  the  second  shadow. 

**He  believes  he  has  found  his  game,  and  I  must 
secure  it  first.  What  the  mischief  is  that  other  fellow 
dodging  him  for?  "  thought  the  third  shadow,  and  then 
the  shadows  followed  each  other  baok  to  town* 
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CHAPTER  XXXm. 

THB  GENTLEMAN   FBOH  CUBA. 

Lenore  was  not  at  all  inclined  to  sleep  after  her  yiait 
to  R 's  varieties.  Mrs.  Harris,  in  spite  of  her  cau- 
tion, had  set  her  thinking.  What  if  some  one  had 
followed  them  ?  Where  would  she  go  if  again  compelled 
to  flee? 

The  fire  was  very  low  in  her  little  wood  stove ;  she 
replenished  it  from  the  box,  that  she  perceived  was 
nearly  empty,  and  sat  down  before  it  to  think.  To  think 
of  so  many  things.  Nearly  an  hour  she  sat  thus,  and 
then  she  discovered  that  the  room  was  growing  chill.  It 
was  useless  to  try  and  sleep ;  she  felt  as  if  sleep  had  for- 
saken her  forever.-  So  she  arose  and  put  the  last  sticks  of 
wood  upon  the  smoldering  coals.  The  very  last.  She 
glanced  down  into  the  empty  box,  and  something  there 
caught  her  eye  and  held  her  spell-bound.  In  the  bottom 
of  the  box  she  has  seen  an  old  newspaper,  placed  there 
by  some  cleanly  band,  and  her  eyes  are  riveted  to  these 
startling  headlines : 
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FLIGHT  OF  A  BRIDE  ON   HER  WEDDING-NIGHT, 
AND  VIOLENT  DEATH  OF  A  BRIDEGROOM ! 


THE  BRIDE  BELIEVED  TO  HAVE  BEEN  THB  MURDERESS ! 


TXRRIBLX  SCENE  AT  THE  RESIDENCE  OP  THE  MURDERED  UAK — 

SAD   PATE  OP   YOUNG   ARTEYELDT 1 


How  long  does  Lenore  sit  staring  at  these  terrible 
lines  ?  She  can  not  tell,  then,  or  after.  But,  after  a 
time,  she  snatches  at  the  paper  and  reads  CYcry  word  of 
the  three  or  four  closely  printed  columns.  She  reads 
that  Lenore  Armyn-ArteVeldt  is  accused  of  murder.  She 
reads  that  a  price  is  set  upon  her  head.  And  then  dark- 
ness comes  OYcr  her,  she  £alls  forward ;  for  the  first  time 
in  her  life,  she  has  fainted. 

For  a  long  time  she  lies  there,  and  she  will  ncYcr  be 
whiter,  or  colder,  or  quieter,  when  dead.  Then,  slowly, 
shudderingly,  she  comes  back  to  consciousness,  and 
slowly,  relentlessly,  the  truth  comes  back  to  her.  By  her 
side  is  the  fatal  paper  still.  She  takes  it  in  her  hand  and 
sinks  wearily  down  again ;  she  lies  there  prostrate,  feel- 
ing her  misery,  her  forlornness,  her  despair.  But  after  a 
time  the  fierce,  braYC  blood  "flows  back  to  her  heart,  and 
•he  is  Lenore  Armyn  once  more. 
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•«  The  J  want  me  I"  she  sajB,  soomfolly;  ^they  shall 
find  me.  I  will  go  to  them,  and  defy  them,  the  fools,  the 
blind — bnt  no.  I  am  bound,  bound  I  bound  I  I  can  not 
free  myself  from  this  charge  at  the  expense  of  a  broken 
oath,  an  oath  to  the  dead.  I  will  not,  I  dare  not ;  I  must 
hide  like  a  criminal  still.  I  must  liye  a  lie  now  more 
than  ever.'* 

The  fire  had  died  out  now,  but  she  never  heeded  that. 
She  took  up  the  paper  once  more  and  reperused  the  full 
and  sensational  account  of  her  own  wedding,  with  all  its 
horrible  after  results. 

*«  This  is  what  that  detectiye  wanted,**  she  thoughti 
shudderingly ;  ^^  to  arrest  me  as  a  murderess  I  Well,  I 
won't  help  him  to  find  me.  I'll  make  Harris  take  me 
away  immediately;  fortunately,  I  am  not  yet  out  of 
funds." 

Never  once  did  she  give  a  regretful  thought  to  her 
murdered  husband ;  she  had  not  for  him  one  thrill  of  pity. 

The  day  that  followed  that  night  of  sleeplessness 
dawned  upon  a  pale,  stem-fiEhced  girl,  who  could  not  even 
smile  at  the  lively  sallies  of  Mrs.  Home,  and  who  sat  at 
the  breakfast  table  like  a  ghost  at  a  banquet.  She  had 
not  dosed  her  eyes  in  sleep  all  that  long  night  through ; 
she  had  been  thinking  and  planning ;  she  must  leave  the 
city,  and  for  the  first  time  she  began  to  realise  how  very 
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difficult   this    task    would    be.     And   yet  —  they    had 
searched  for  her  three  months,  and  had  not  found  her. 

The  day  wore  on,  and  Lenore  began  to  be  anxious 
for  the  appearance  of  Mrs.  Harris;  but  that  lady  was 
very  busy  on  that  particular  morning.  At  an  unusually 
early  hour  she  had  received  a  caller  of  an  unusual  sort. 
This  visitor  was  a  gentleman,  the  same,  by  the  way,  that 
had  occupied  the  box  opposite  Mrs.  Harris,  at  B — 's 
varieties,  and  his  appearance  made  an  instant  and  favora- 
ble impression  upon  the  ballet  mistress.  He  was  tall, 
and  what  she  called  a  ^^  splendid  looking  man,"  that  is  to 
say,  he  had  splendid  white  teeth,  dark  hair  and  whiskers, 
bold  black  eyes,  and  regular  features ;  he  was  a  man  of 
at  least  thirty-five,  dressed  in  the  height  of  the  fashion, 
and  wearing  an  abundance  of  costly  jewelry.  His 
manner  was  polished  and  graceful,  and  his  address  simply 
perfection.  Lest  the  reader  should  mistake  this  person- 
age, who  has  not  been  described  before,  let  him  here 
be  introduced. 

Mrs.  Harris'  visitor,  acting  a  part  as  instructed  by 
Manager  R — ,  for  a  consideration,  is  none  other  than 
Jason  Bradwardine.  It  will  be  remembered  that, 
according  to  the  discoveries  of  Rob  Jocelyn,  Bradwar- 
dine had  seen  Lenore  Armyn  before  she  left  Fairlie  to 
pay  that  fateful  visit  to  Kate  Seaton.    But  Lenore  had 
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not  seen  him.  All  his  observations  had  been  taken  when 
the  girl  was  unconscious  of  his  proximity.  Her  visit  to 
the  city  was  totally  unexpected  to  him,  and  he  had  been 
unable  to  find  any  clue  to  her  whereabouts.  After  a 
time  he  found  that  she  had  gone  cityward,  but  that  was 
all.  He  had  followed  promptly  then,  and  had  been  seen, 
as  we  know,  by  Rob  Jocelyn.  The  detective  had  made 
one  mistake ;  he  had  underrated  the  work  accomplished 
by  Bradwardine^s  private  inquirer,  he  had  not  discovered, 
at  first,  that  the  man  had  found  his  prey,  only  to  let  it 
escape  him.  Through  his  chance  presence  at  the  dive 
theater,  Jason  Bradwardine  had  again  stumbled  upon 
Lenore,  and,  spite  of  her  boy's  hat  and  sailor  collar,  had 
recognized  her.  And  this  time  he  did  not  mean  to  let  her 
escape  him.  He  was  not  aware  of  the  two  shadows  that 
had  followed  him  on  the  previous  night,  and  neither  him- 
self or  Mrs.  Harris  were  conscious  that  they  were  under 
constant  surveillance.  Nevertheless  such  was  the  case, 
the  second  pursuing  shadow,  of  the  night  previous,  who 
was  no  less  a  personage  than 'the  afiGftble  Peterkin,  or 
Francis  Ferrars,  was  ever  at  his  heels,  while  the  third 
shadow,  our  friend  Rob  Jocelyn,  being  more  thoroughly 
posted  than  was  Ferrars,  had  left  Bradwardine  to  his 
own  devices,  knowing  well  that  said  devices  would  soon 
bring  him  to  the  vicinity  of  Mrs.  Harris',  and  had  oon- 
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tented  himself  with  keeping  a  cloBe  watch  upon  the 
comings  and  goings  of  the  ballet  mistress,  with  what 
result  we  will  know  later. 

Mr.  Bradwardine  introduced  himself  to  the  ballet  mis** 
tress  as  Senor  Castro,  a  Cuban.  He  had  recently  bought 
a  fine  theater  in  Havana,  and  had  come  to  the  States  for 
a  company.  He  was  quite  new  in  the  theatrical  business, 
he  frankly  admitted,  but  he  had  his  own  ideas  about  a 
theater,  and — ^he  had  the  means  to  carry  out  his  ideas. 
He  meant  to  make  his  theater  the  success  of  the  South. 
He  wanted  talent,  of  course,  but  —  he  wanted  talent 
allied  to  beauty.  He  wanted  new  faces,  and,  if  they 
were  sufficiently  attractive,  their  ability  would  not  be 
called  in  question.  He  had  already  engaged  many  people, 
but  there  was  yet  something  wanting.  To  be  popular 
in  the  South  an  actress  should  be  blonde ;  unfortunately, 
his  most  charming  ladies  were  pronounced  brunettes; 
what  he  wanted  was  a  blonde  lady  who  was  keen-witted, 
graceful  and  beautiful,  and  who  could  be  made  a  feature 
in  some  grand  ^^  spectacles  "  he  intended  to  produce  upon 
his  stage.  He  did  not  care  if  the  young  lady  was  a 
novice,  or  not ;  she  must  be  beautiful,  intelligent,  and 
blonde.  Such  a  one  he  would  pay  magnificently,  and^ 
finally,  could  Mrs.  Harris  pot  himi  in  the  way  of  finding 
such  a  lady  7 
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HECEIVKD  A  OALUEK  Or  AV 


Mx8.  Hanis  thonght  she  oould,  if  she  choM,  and  then 
hegBXk  a  skiimiflh  of  wits. 

The  gentleman  firom  Cuba,  in  6bedienoe  to  a  hint 
firom  Bfanager  R — ^  pUiced  in  the  hand  of  the  ballet 
mistress  a  generous  adyance  fee,  and  after  a  little, 
offered  to  take  her  to  Cuba  aa  mistress  of  the  ward- 
robe. 

Then  Mrs.  Harris  told  him  ci  Lenore,  describing  her 
in  glowing  terms,  and  taking  care  to  state  that  she,  Mrs. 
Harris,  had  complete  control  oyer  this  paragon.  Finally 
the  Cnban  made  her  a  magnificent  offer  for  the  seryices 
of  herself  and  the  young  lady — proyided  she  was  as 
charming  as  described —  and  Mrs.  Harris  said  that  she 
would  consider  the  matter;  which  meant,  that  she  would 
see  Lenore,  and,  if  she  could  be  beguiled  into  taking  this 
trip  to  Cuba,  they  would  go.  Senor  Castro  was  to  call  at 
eyening  for  his  answer,  and  if  Mrs.  Harris  had  decided 
to  accept,  Lenore  was  to  be  then  exhibited ;  after  which 
contracts  would  be  signed ;  the  Cuban  gentleman  assum- 
ing control  of  their  moyements  forthwith ;  they  to  draw 
salary  firom  that  hour,  and  the  Senor  to  assume  their 
expenses. 

**I  haye  taken  a  house,  of  which  my  sister  has 
charge,"  said  the  Senor.  **  It  is  my  purpose  to  assemble 
my  people  there,  before  starting  South ;  if  you  accept  my 
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offer,  I  shall  wish  that  youiself  and  charge  take  rooms 
there  immediately." 

Mrs.  Harris  expressed  herself  satisfied  with  this  ar- 
rangement, and  the  gentleman  from  Cuba  took  his  leave. 
^^  He  had  stayed  too  long  already,"  he  said,  smilingly, 
*^  and  he  had  an  appointment  for  twelve  o'clock."  Which 
was  very  true;  he  had  an  appointment  for  that  hour, 
with  that  useful  personage,  the  widow  O'Neil. 

Mrs.  Harris  closed  the  door  after  the  retreating  form 
of  her  visitor,  feeling  as  if  the  days  of  downy  ease  were 
again  dawning  upon  her. 

*^If  I  can  only  manage  that  girl,"  she  muttered, 
^  and  I  think  I  can ;  it's  time  now  to  try  the  frightening- 
dodge." 

But  Mrs.  Harris  was  agreeably  disappointed ;  Lenore 
listened  with  evident  interest  to  her  rapturous  recital. 
Mrs.  Harris  did  not  confine  herself  strictly  to  the  truth ; 
she  spoke  of  Senor  Castro  as  quite  an  old  acquaintance, 
who  had  appeared  quite  unexpectedly ;  and  then  told  of 
his  great  wealth,  his  splendid  theater  in  the  South,  and 
last,  of  his  *^  splendid  offer." 

**What  do  you  think  of  that?"  she  said  triumph- 
antly. ^*  Do  you  think  we  can  do  any  better  ?  do  you 
think-       •• 
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**  I  think  that  you  had  better  accept  it,"  said  Lenore, 
quietly. 

•*  Do  you  I  will  you  really  go  ?  " 

««I  really  will.  The  sooner  the  better.  When  does 
this  Senor " 

"  Senor  Castro.*' 

*^  When  does  Senor  Castro  come  for  our  answer  ?  " 

*^  This  evening ;  and  he  will  expect  to  see  you,"  re- 
plied the  ballet  mistress,  hugging  herself,  in  her  delight. 
^'  When  will  you  be  ready  to  go  to  his  house,  where  his 
company  is  to  gather  ?  " 

^^  I  will  go  at  any  time,  and  I  will  meet  this  man  this 
eyening.    You  are  sure  he  will  take  us  ?  " 

^^  Sure  I  "  with  a  little  laugh.    ^^  Yes,  I  am  sure." 

Then  the  ballet  mistress  launched  out  into  a  lecture 
upon  the  necessity  for  certain  finery  and  *^  wardrobe  " 
appurtenances,  and  Lenore  listened  with  a  preoccupied 
air.  She  was  to  go  away,  fiEkr  away ;  that  was  settled ; 
that  was  all  she  cared  to  know.  Oh,  if  she  need  never 
see  or  hear  of  this  hateful  city  again. 

'  A  little  after  two  o'clock  on  that  afternoon,  a  tall  pea- 
nut vender  stood  at  the  comer  nearest  the  shabby  domicil 
of  Mrs.  Harris ;  it  did  not  look  like  a  particularly  good 
stand,  but  the  man  seemed  quite  satisfied,  and  smoked  at 
a  short,  black  pipe  with  great  apparent  content,  as  he 
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plied  his  rather  dull  trade.  He  had  been  in  that  yloinity 
all  day,  and  he  looked  as  if  he  intended  remaining  there 
for  a  week  to  come.  But  now  a  light  carriage,  driven  by 
a  stylish-looking  young  man,  came  around  the  comer  and 
stopped  before  the  Tender's  cart. 

^*  Give  OS  a  light,  old  fellow,"  said  the  young  man, 
leaning  forward,  with  an  unlighted  cigar  between  his 
lips.  Then,  as  the  man  approached  the  carriage  to  com- 
ply with  this  request,  he  said  in  low,  quick  tones: 

^^  Pull  out,  Rob,  I  hold  the  ropes,  and  your  time  is  too 
precious  to  put  in  here.  Pull  out,  and  trust  the  wind-up 
to  the  widow  O'NeiL'' 


>" 
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CHAPTER   XXXIV. 

A    TIHBI.T    BHOOUKTBB. 

After  warning  Rob  Jocelyn  to  withdraw  from  hits 
post,  Neil  Bathurst  drove  straight  to  an  obscure  little 
hotel,  where,  by  appointment,  he  expected  to  meet  Mr. 
Dorand.  His  business  was  of  a  strange  and  delicate  na- 
ture ;  but  it  was  business  that  could  be  no  longer  neg- 
lected. He  found  the  old  gentleman  already  at  the 
rendezvous ;  they  at  once  took  possession  of  a  snug  little 
private  room,  and  Neil  opened  the  conversation  by 
saying: 

'^  Mr.  Durand,  a  man  of  my  profession  thinks  nothing 
seems  strange,  no  matter  how  unusual  it  may  be.  But 
you  may  be  —  will  be — startled  by  some  of  the  things  I 
am  about  to  say  to  you.  If  you  feel  that  you  can  trust 
me  in  this  matter,  I  must  beg  that  you  will  ask  no  ques- 
tions ;  desire  no  explanations ;  and,  that  you  will  answer 
the  questions  I  shall  ask  ci  you,  fully  and  freely." 

Mr.  Durand  bowed  gravely.  '*If  I  am  to  ask  no 
questions,  and  as  I  do  not  in  the  least  comprehend  your 
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meming/*  he  said,  ^*  I  can  only  beg  that  you  will  proceed 
with  whatever  you  have  in  hand,  Mr.  Bathurst.*' 

*^I  will,  sir,"  replied  the  detectiye,  drawing  up  his 
chair.  '^  My  time  is  limited ;  I  can  waste  none  of  it. 
First,  then,  how  long  since  Miss  Annin  ceased  to  be  an 
inmate  of  your  house  ?  " 

**  Miss  Annin  I  *'  in  marked  surprise ;  **  she  left,  let  me 
see,  nearly  three  months  ago  ;  before  Aura  went  to  New 
York." 

"  Miss  Durand  has  visited  New  York,  then  ?  " 

^^  Yes ;  she  went  with  the  Wendells ;  was  gone  some 
seven  or  eight  weeks." 

**Ah!  And  how  long  since  Mrs.  Durand's  health 
became  delicate?" 

*^Mrs.  Durand?  Let  me  see;  she  had  a  severe  cold 
a  week  or  more  before  Aura  came  back,  and  since  then 
has  not  rallied  as  I  could  wish." 

*^NoI"  in  a  constrained  voice;  *^Mr.  Durand,  you 
must  take  your  wife  away  from  the  city  immediately." 

« Indeed  I    And  why  ?  " 

«<  Because,  she  will  not  live  two  months  longer — witb 
her  present  surroundings." 

•*  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

'^  I  mean  this :  Your  wife  is  being  slowly  poisoned  I " 

Mr.  Duxa&d's  hot  became  ghastly.    *'  You  are  mis- 
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taken/*  he  said ;  **  you  must  be ;  such  a  thing  is  simplj 
impossible  I " 

•  

"  Listen,  Mr.  Dorand.  When  you  go  from  this  place 
I  want  you  to  go  straight  to  the  doctor  you  consider  most 
skilled,  and  ask  him  to  analyse  for  you  the  contents  of 
this  phial,"  taking  a  small  bottle  from  his  pocket  and 
holding  it  toward  Mr.  Dorand.  **  Then  I  want  you  to 
take  that  man  to  see  your  wife,  and  ask  for  his  candid 
judgment.  When  you  haye  heard  that,  you  will  be  more 
than  ready  to  accept  my  adyice.  And  then  I  shall  haye 
more  to  say  to  you." 

**  Where  did  you  get  that  phial  ?  "  fairly  gasped  the 
old  gentleman. 

*^I  took  it  from  the  stand  near  your  wife^s  couch  the 
day  I  called  upon  her,  sir.    Will  you  haye  it  examined  ?" 

**  Most  certainly  I  will  I  It's  past  my  comprehending. 
But  I  can't  haye  any  doubt  about  a  matter  like  this ;  if 
it  is  as  you  say,  where  is  the  guilty  one  ?  " 

**  Leaye  the  guilty  one  to  me,  sir.  When  I  haye  con- 
yinced  you  of  the  truth  concerning  your  wife,  then  we 
will  talk  about  this  other  matter." 

"  Ton  haye  conyinoed  me  that  you  harbor  a  graye 
suspicion,  and  a  strange  one,  sir  ;  and  —  I  want  to  hear 
all  that  you  haye  to  say  now,"  said  Mr.  Durand,  with 
sadden  resolution*    ^  Tell  me  what  you  propose  to  do. 
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and  then  I  will  go  straight  to  a  physician.  Bj  the  way, 
how  came  you  to  suspect  anything  of  this  sort,  and  to 
steal  my  wife's  medicine  ? '' 

**I  borrowed  your  wife's  medicine,  Mr.  Durand," 
answered  the  deteotiye,  with  a  grave  smile;  *^and  my 
eyes  told  me  that  Mrs.  Durand's  life  was  being  tampered 
with.  I  have  had  considerable  experience  in  poisoning 
cases,  and  I  recognised  the  symptoms  as  described  by 
Mrs.  Durand." 

**6ood  heavens  I  I  shall  take  this  immediately  to 
Doctor  Worthing." 

**  No  I  don't  go  to  him,  Mr.  Durand,"  said  the  detec- 
tive, gravely. 

"  Why  not  ?  "  sharply. 

**  Because — ^that  bottle  has  just  returned  from  Doctor 
Worthing's  hands." 

"  What  I " 

**  I  have  had  it  examined  by  him ;  I  would  not  put 
such  a  grave  matter  before  you  until  I  had  made  assu- 
rance doubly  sure." 

**  And  he  said— what? " 

**  He  said  what  I  have  told  you,  the  bottle  has  been 
tampered  with ;  it  contains  a  strong  mineral  poison." 

*^  My  God  I  Bathurst,  tell  me  what  to  do,"  cried  the 
old  man,  despairingly. 
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••  Will  you  act  upon  my  adyioa  ?  '• 

**  Tes  I — yes !  without  question ;  take  every  thing  into 
your  own  hands,  but  tell  me  how  to  act.  God  of  heayen, 
my  wife  might  have  died  but  for  you !  '* 

(<True/'  rejoined  Bathurst,  gravely.  **  Listen,  sir, 
and  remember  our  compaot;  ask  no  unnecessary  ques- 
tions.'* 

Neil  Bathurst  leaned  nearer  the  old  man,  and  for 
more  than  half  an  hour  they  oonyersed,  the  former 
speaking  in  gpraye,  firm  tones,  and  the  latter,  uttering,  for 
the  most  part,  broken,  horror-stricken  ejaculations,  and 
listening  with  a  face  that  grew  set  and  stem  and  almost 
yengeful,  before  the  discourse  was  done.  At  last  the  two 
men  arose  as  if  their  conference  were  at  an  end. 

**You  understand  me  folly,  do  you  not?'*  asked 
the  detectiye,  as  he  took  up  his  hat  and  prepared 
to  go. 

**  Yes ;  I  understand,  Bathurst,  and  haye  no  fear,  I 
shall  do  my  part.*' 

**  Then  I  will  say  good-by  to  you  for  the  present. 
When  we  meet  again  I  hope  your  house  will  haye  be- 
come a  safe  place  for  your  wife — and  yourself." 

And  so  they  parted,  to  meet  again  after  many  days 
and  under  circumstances  most  strange  and  startling. 

On  leaying  Mr.  Durand,  Neil  Bathurst,  still 
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the  light  carriage,  tarned  his  honeys  head  toward  a  still 
more  iin£Mhionable  quarter  of  the  city.  The  streets 
were,  full  of  moYing  humanity,  and  his  progress  was,  of 
necessity,  slow.  As  he  was  picking  his  way  along  a 
somewhat  narrow,  although  busy,  street,  his .  eye  fell 
upon  the  form  of  a  woman  who  was  hurrying  along  not 
fieur  in  adyance  of  him,  and  in  another  moment  a  well- 
known  figure  passed  swiftly  and  evidently  in  pursuit ;  it 
was  evident  enough  to  the  detective,  at  least,  for  the 
woman  was  the  one  who  had  been  so  nearly  murdered 
after  purloining  his  wallet  from  Jason  Bradwardine,  and 
the  man  was  Bradwardine  himself. 

At  that  moment  the  woman  turned  into  a  still  more 
obscure  street,  and  like  a  flash  the  pursuer  was  upon  her. 
She  felt  a  hand  close  upon  her  arm  like  a  vise,  and, 
uttering  a  cry  of  terror,  turned  to  face  her  enemy.  In- 
stantly her  face  blanched,  and  she  made  a  desperate 
effort  to  elude  his  grasp,  but  it  was  quite  hopeless  —  he 
held  her  with  a  dutch  that  caused  her  to  writhe  with 
pain ;  and  the  true  spirit  of  the  man  shone  in  his  eyes  as 
he  fixed  them  upon  her,  with  a  wolfish  glare,  and  ejacu- 
lated: 

**  Curse  you  I  you  jade  I  I  have  caught  you  at  last. 
What  have  you  done  with  the  papers  you  robbed  me  of^ 
you  white-fMed  thief. 
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**  I  haye  not  got  them/'  faltered  the  woman ;  **  I 
never  saw  them  after  that  night/' 

"  Tou  lie  I  Will  yon  give  np  those  papers,  or  go  to 
prison  ?  •* 

**  I  tell  yon  I  haye  not  got  them ;  let  me  go/*  she 
cried. 

"  Not  1 1  Gome  along,  madame,  we  will  see  what  a 
couple  of  polioemen  will  do  for  you." 

But  the  woman  resisted,  and  with  a  brutal  oath  he 
raised  his  arm  as  if  about  to  strike  her.  But  the  arm 
was  arrested,  and  a  Yoice  said  in  the  yillain's  ear, 

**  Cur  t     Take  your  hands  off  that  woman.'* 

Jason  Bradwardine  turned  swiftly  and  confronted  a 
young  man,  in  the  dress  of  a  mechanic. 

*^  Devil  take  you  for  a  meddler,"  he  cried.  **  Mind 
your  business  I  This  woman  is  a  thief.  I  am  taking  her 
to  the  police.  Stand  out  of  my  way."  Still  keeping  his 
fierce  grip  of  the  quivering  arm. 

^*  Let  go  that  woman,  I  tell  you,"  commanded  the 
mechanic,  with  an  ominous  flash  of  his  gray  eyes.  ^^  You 
are  using  unlawful  violence." 

For  answer  Jason  Bradwardine  lifted  up  his  voice 
and  bawled  «« A  thief  I  a  thief  I    Police  I  police  I " 

By  this  time  a  small  throng  had  congregated  about  the 

three,  and  two  policemen,  who  had  been  called  by  some 

Ea 
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officious  on-looker,  came  teistring  around  the  corner ;  at 
the  same  moment  Neil  Bathorst  walked  qaietlj  into  the 
small  arena. 

**What*8  the  matter?*'  he  said,  addressing  the 
woman. 

**  Oh,  sir,  help  me.  He  is  trying  to  arrest  me,"  oried 
she,  eagerly. 

^^  Here,  policemen,  take  this  woman  in  charge ;  she 
has  robbed  me.  She  is  a  professional  thief,"  said  Jason 
Bradwardine,  authoritatively.  ^^  I  will  go  with  you  and 
enter  my  complaint." 

The  bold  policemen  stepped  up  to  the  woman  and 
grasped  her  as  if  she  had  been  a  desperado  of  several 
tons  fighting  power,  while  the  mechanic  looked  on,  quiv- 
ering with  indignation  and  apparently  at  a  loss  how  to  act. 

**  Arrest  this  man.  too,  for  assaulting  me,"  said  Brad- 
wardine, who  did  not  fail  to  note  the  fire  in  the  young 
man^s  eye,  and  preferred  keeping  him  at  a  safe  distance 
until  he  could  put  himself  out  of  harm's  way. 

The  mechanic  laughed  scornfully. 

**  Perhaps  you  had  better  arrest  me  too,"  said  Neil 
Bathurst,  turning  to  the  policemen.  '*  Officers,  hands 
off  that  woman." 

<«  Who  the  devU  are  you  ?  "  growled  Jaaon  Bradwar- 
dine, taming  upon  him  fiercely. 
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**  111  attend  to  your  case  in  a  minute/*  retorted  Neil ; 
then  turning  again  to  the  staring  policeman,  he  said,  with 
a  significant  brush  of  the  sleeve,  ^^  Hands  off,  boys,  or  by 
heayens,  I'll  knock  yon  down  first  and  have  you  dis- 
charged afterwards.    I'll  take  care  of  this  woman." 

Something  in  his  manner  convinced  the  wiser  of  the 
two  custodians  that  here  was  no  mere  meddler,  and  he 
asked,  quite  respectfully, 

**  Who  are  you,  sir,  and  what  authority  have  you  to 
interfere  ?  " 

The  detective  leaned  forward  and  whispered  some- 
thing in  the  man's  ear.  It  was  a  very  low  whisper,  but 
another  ear,  trained  to  catch  the  slightest  sound,  heard 
one  word,  ^*  Bathurst." 

The  whisper  had  the  desired  effect.  The  man's  arm 
dropped  to  his  side  and  he  turned  to  his  companion. 

^^  It's  all  right,"  he  said ;  ^^  let  go  the  woman  or  you 
will  find  yourself  in  hot  water." 

*^Now  then,"  said  Neil,  turning  upon  Bradwardine 
and  pointing  in  the  direction  he  had  come,  ^^  your  way 
lies  there ;  and  if  ever  you  attempt  this  dodge  again  it 
won't  be  well  for  you,  Mr.  Bradwardine." 

At  the  mention  of  that  name,  the  villain  started  as  if 
a  ball  had  struck  him,  and  the  young  mechanic's  eyes 
glowed  with  a  sudden 
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*'  Look  here  I ''  cried  Bradwardine,  reooyering  himself 
and  turning  to  the  officers ;  **  that  man  is  an  accomplice ; 
I  swear  it ;  he  stands  in  with  that  woman  who  has  robbed 
me. 

**  It  don't  make  no  difference  what  he  is/'  said  the 
second  officer,  who  had  just  received  a  whispered  com- 
munication from  his  comrade ;  *^  he  has  told  you  to  move 
on,  and  my  advice  to  you  is,  git  I " 

^*  And  to  make  sure  that  he  does  move  on,  and  don't 
turn  back,  gentlemen,  won't  you  just  escort  him  as  feur  as 
the  river  ?  "  said  Bathurst,  with  a  wink  to  the  two  men. 

*^  We  will  that,"  said  the  man  who  had  last  spoken, 
touching  his  hat  respectfully.  **  Move  on  ahead,  mister, 
and,  if  you  try  any  dodges,  we'll  try  the  *  stop  thief  game 
on  you." 

And,  with  the  cheerful  altematiyes  olF  being  made 
conspicuous  by  the  escort  of  the  two  policeman,  or,  still 
worse,  being  chased  through  the  streets  for  a  thief,  Mr. 
Jason  Bradwardine  was  forced  to  content  himself ;  and, 
with  a  farewell  glare  of  rage,  directed  toward  the  woman 
and  her  two  chunpions,  he  turned  away. 

**  When  yon  get  that  party  safely  at  the  river,  just 
stop  and  refresh  yourselves,"  said  the  mechanic,  pressing 
some  money  into  the  hand  of  the  nearest  policeman. 
And  then  he  tamed  toward  Neil  Bathiin*i 
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That  oool  indiyidaal  was  oonyersing  with  the  woman, 
who,  in  obedience  to  a  agn  from  him,  had  stood  passive, 
just  where  the  officers  had  left  her. 

**  Pardon  me,  sir ;  may  I  speak  one  word  with  you  ?  " 
said  the  mechanic. 

Bathorst  turned ;  he  was  aware  that  Jason  Bradwar- 
dine  had  been  shadowed  by  some  stranger,  and  he  did  not 
want  this  woman  to  be  followed  by  any  one.  He  felt 
assured  that  this  was  the  man  who,  for  some  reason,  was 
on  Bradwardine's  track.  **  I  will  be  with  you  in  a  mo- 
ment," he  replied.  Then  he  turned,  exchanged  a  few 
hurried  sentences  with  the  woman,  who  soon  set  off,  at  a 
rapid  pace,  in  the  direction  whence  she  had  come.  For  a 
moment,  he  gazed  after  her,  and  then,  turned  toward  the 
mechanic. 

^*  Now  I  am  at  your  service,  sir,"  he  said,  courteously. 

^*  Thank  you.  Then  let  us  move  on  a  little  way,"  re- 
plied the  young  man,  with  a  significant  glance  toward  the 
people  who  still  stood  on  either  hand,  gaping  and  won- 
dering at  the  unexpected  turn  of  afEedrs.  They  walked 
away  and  turned  into  the  broader  street,  where  Neil  had 
left  his  horse. 

«<  Now,  then,"  said  Neil,  **  can  I  be  of  any  service  to 
you,  sir  ?  " 

^  I  believe  that  you  can,  Mr.  Bathurst ;  at  least,  you 
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can  giye  me  your  hand,"  said  his  oompanion,  with  a  smile 
that  lighted  up  his  whole  face. 

Neil  started  at  hearing  his  name  upon  the  lips  of  this 
stranger. 

^^  Whom  do  I  address  7  *'  he  asked.  "  You  seem  to  know 
me,  sir." 

"  And  yet  I  never  saw  you  until  this  lucky  moment. 
But  my  ears  are  yery  acute, — and  I  have  heard  of  Bath- 
urst,  the  detective.    I  am  Francis  Ferrars." 

''  What  I  Ferrars,  the  English  detective  ?  "  cried  Neil, 
his  whole  face  beaming  with  surprise  and  pleasure. 

«« The  same." 

Impulsively  Neil  extended  both  hands,  which  were 
grasped  by  the  Englishman  and  warmly  shaken.  *^  Jump 
in  my  buggy,  Mr.  Ferrars,"  he  cried ;  ^*  you  must  give  me 
a  little  of  your  company  now,  and  command  me  when  you 
want  assistance." 

'*  Thanks ;  I  accept  gladly.  I  want  both  your  society 
and  your  assistance  now." 

**  And  I  want  to  introduce  you  to  a  brother  detective, 
wlio  would  rather  shake  your  hand  than  that  of  the 
President." 

M  Indeed  I  who?"  springing  lightly  into  the  little 
oaniage. 

•"My  best  friend,  Bob  Jocelyn.' 
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^  What  I  Big  Jocelyn,  the  ooanterf eitan'  enemy  ? 

"  The  same.'* 

^^  Then  I  am,  indeed,  fortunate.  I  am  already  repaid 
for  coming  to  America." 

Neil  laughed.  ^^  I  think,  by  the  by»  that  you  two  have 
met,"  he  said. 

"How  is  that?" 

"  If  I  am  not  miataken,  Bob  and  you  are  ihadowing 
the  same  game«^ 
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CHAPTER  XXXV. 

BBOTHBB    DBTBOTIVBB. 

Francis  Ferrars  turned  toward  his  companion  a  face  of 
graye  inquiry. 

"  Do  70U  mean  the  man  you  haye  just  thwarted  so  cley- 
erly,"  he  asked. 

**  I  mean  that  man." 

**  Then  I  was  right  in  making  myself  known  to  you. 
If  I  am  a  judge,  you  are  no  friend  to  him." 

**  I  am  no  friend  to  any  dastard,"  replied  Neil  Bath- 
urst,  grayely. 

**  Oh  I  I  see  you  know  him  in  his  true  character." 

^*  I  shall  know  more  of  his  true  character  within  the 
next  forty-eight  hours,"  said  Neil,  grimly.  **I  haye 
drawn  you  o£F  his  trail,  Mr.  Ferrars,  not  intentionally, 
howeyer.  I  can  perhaps  assist  you ;  at  least,  I  can  prom- 
ise that  he  won't  escape  you  for  a  little  time." 

«( I  haye  followed  him  from  England,  Mr.  Bathurst ; 
but  he  is  only  a  means  toward  an  end.  I  hope,  through 
him,  to  find  otheza.** 
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Neil  Bathmst  uttered  ft  low,  mosioftl  whistle.  Then 
he  turned  toward  his  oompanion. 

*'  We  must  confer  together/'  he  said,  gravely.  ^  I 
think  we  can  help  each  other.  Will  you  go  with  me 
to  my  quarters  where  we  can  talk  freely  ?*' 

^^  That  is  what  I  wish/'  replied  Francis  Ferrars.  ^*  I 
scarcely  hoped  to  meet  with  two  such  allies  as  one  might 
have  in  yourself  and  Big  Jocelyn.  And,  if  I  haye  not 
misunderstood  you,  we  are  all  in  pursuit  of  the  same 


man." 


"And  if  I  haye  not  misunderstood  you,  we  have 
another  interest  in  common,*'  rejoined  Bathurst. 

**  Another  1 " 

**  Yes.  You  say  this  man  is  only  a  means  toward  an 
end.    You  are  seeking  others  through  him." 

"  True." 

^  Am  I  mistaken  in  thinking  that  your  search  is  for  a 
woman,  or  two  women  ?  " 

Francis  Ferrars  turned  upon  his  companion  a  search- 
ing look. 

"Is  it  possible  that  you  know  the  object  of  my 
search  ?  "  he  asked. 

Bathurst  laughed  lightly. 

"  Things  come  about  strangely,"  he  said.  **  I  know  so 
much  about  Bradwardina  and  his  iniquities  that  I  am  aUa 
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to  giye  a  pretty  shrewd  guess.    I  may  be  mistaken,  of 
oourse.     I  know  the  object  of  his  present  sojourn  in 
America.    I  don't  know  what  crimes  he  may  have  com- 
mitted in  his  mother  country.'' 
^  **  Ton  know  why  he  is  here  now  ? '' 
*  "I  do." 

"  Then — you  know  why  I  am  here/* 

^'  It  is  a  woman  then  ?  " 

"  Yes— or,  two  women." 

^^  Then,  Mr.  Ferrars,  you  and  I  must  understand  each 
other.    I,  too,  am  in  pursuit  of  this  woman." 

As  he  said  these  words  Neil  Bathurst  drew  up  his 
horse  before  a  large  feed  stable.  **  I  will  leave  my  horse 
here,"  he  said.  **  We  have  only  a  few  steps  farther  now. 
My  rooms  are  in  the  next  block." 

They  sprang  out  of  the  carriage,  and  leaving  it  and 
the  horse  in  the  care  of  an  attendant,  turned  their  steps 
toward  Neil's  rooms. 

^*  Jocelyn  will  be  with  us  soon,  if  he  is  not  already 
here.  He  has  a  pass  key,"  said  Bathurst,  as  they  ap- 
proached his  door. 

As  they  entered  the  room  the  odor  of  a  powerfid  dgar 
greeted  them,  and  two  long  legs  let  thetaiselves  deliber- 
ately down  from  the  back  of  a  chair. 

^Why  the  deuce  don't  you  stay  away  altogethett" 
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hegSD,  Rob ;  and  then,  seeing  a  stranger  behind  his  tardy 
comrade,  he  brought  himself  to  a  standing  position,  and 
the  remainder  of  his  growl  was  never  uttered. 

**  Don*t  grumble,  old  man,'*  said  Neil,  laughing.  **  I 
am  prepared  to  make  amends  for  all  your  waiting.  I  haye 
had  an  adyenture,  as  young  ladies  say,  and  as  a  result  I 
can  introduce  this  gentleman,  first  of  our  brotherhood, 
Mr.  Francis  Ferrars.'' 

Rob  sprang  forward  looking  almost  incredulous. 

"  What ! "  he  cried.    "  Not  the  Ferrars." 

**Yes,  the  Ferrars,^'  replied  Neil,  while  Ferrars 
laughed  outright,  and  then  extended  his  hand. 

**You  need  not  be  so  much  astonished,"  said  Neil, 
when  Rob  had  satisfied  himself  as  to  the  identity  of 
Ferrars.  **You  and  Mr.  Ferrars  have  met  several 
times. 

Both  men  turned  astonished  fitces  toward  him. 

**  How  do  you  figure  that  ?  **  asked  Jocelyn. 

^*  Easily.  I  have  your  word,  and  his,  for  it.  Didn't 
you  drive  a  Dutch  peddler  from  the  depot  recently,  and 
didn't  he  request  you  to  follow  Mr.  *  Brady's '  carriage  ? " 

A  light  began  to  dawn  upon  the  countenance  of  Fer- 
rars. 

**Was  it  you  who  drove  me  that  day?**  he  asked, 
taming  to  Rob. 
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**  Were  jon  the  Dutchman  ? "  asked  Rob  in  hie  turn. 
'*  Well,  this  is  getting  too  deep  for  me  I " 

**  We  are  in  deep  water  all  around,"  said  Neil.  '*  Let's 
all  sit  down,  as  comfortably  as  we  can,  and  begin  at  the 
beginning.  First,  I'll  relate  how  I  fell  in  with  Mr.  Fer- 
rars." 

They  drew  their  chairs  about  a  small  table,  upon 
which  the  host  placed  wine,  and  some  prime  cigars,  and 
then  he  related  his  encounter  with  Bradwardine,  and  its 
results. 

**  And  now,"  said  he,  with  a  significant  glance  at  Rob, 
**Mr.  Ferrars  tells  me  that  he  followed  this,  rascal  from 
England,  hoping  through  him  to  obtain  a  clue  to  a  woman, 
or  two  women,  perhaps ;  and  I  have  jumped  to  the  con- 
clusion that  he  may  be  in  search  of  the  yery  girl  who 
dodged  me  so  cleverly  a  few  days  ago." 

**I  don't  exactly  see  the  probability  of  such  a  suppo- 
sition," said  Mr.  Ferrars,  removing  his  cigar  from  between 
his  lips.  "  However,  I  intend  to  trust  you  with  my  story, 
gentlemen,  reljdng  upon  you  as  brother  detectives ;  and, 
as  it  dates  a  long  way  back,  it  is  in  order  to  tell  it  before 
I  ask  from  you  the  questions  that,"  with  a  smile,  **  I 
intend  to  ask." 

^*And  that  will  be  answered,  to  the  extent  of  our 
knowledge,"  said  Rob  Jocelyn  warmly. 
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**  Thanks/'  said  Francis  Ferrais,  and  then,  potting 
aside  his  cigar,  he  began  his  story  forthwith,  omitting 
nothing,  save  the  names  of  his  employer,  and  of  the 
mother  and  child. 

**  You  see,  gentlemen,"  he  concluded,  **I  haye  good 
cause  for  following  this  man.  I  haye  no  positiye  proof 
that  he  knows  where  this  woman,  and  the  child,  that 
must  now  be  a  young  lady,  may  be  found ;  but  I  haye 
been  his  shadow  for  more  than  a  month,  and  I  belieye 
that  he  holds  a  clue,  at  least,  to  their  whereabouts." 

Neither  Neil  Bathurst  nor  Rob  Jocelyn  spoke ;  they 
were  looking  at  each  other  with  troubled  faces. 

**  My  story  has  had  a  strange  effect  upon  you,  gentle- 
men," said  Ferrars,  taking  up  his  cigar  and  coolly  relight- 
ing it.  **Do  you  think  my  chances  for  finding  this  fug^- 
tiye  heiress  so  utterly  hopeless  ?  " 

**  No,"  answered  Bathurst,  seriously;  **  you  may  find  her 
to-morrow,  but  —  I  fear  you  will  be  doomed  to  disappoint- 
ment. You  may  neyer  be  permitted  to  remoye  this  girl 
to  England." 

**  Not  permitted !  and  why  ?  ** 

**  Because,  as  a  deteotiye,  it  is  my  duty  to  arrest  her 
for  a  graye  crime." 

^  WhatI  a  crime  I  what  crime  f  ** 

91  Ft 
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She  is  accused  of  having  murdered  her  husband  on 
her  wedding  night." 

Francis  Ferrars  gazed  at  him  in  speechless  amaze- 
ment. 

**  Listed/'  said  Tl'eil.  **  Like  you,  I  will  begin  at  the 
very  beginning;  at  the  very  day  when  Rob  Jocelyn 
arriyed  in  this  city,  and  this  g^l,  who  called  herself 
Lenore  Armyn,  also  arrived,  from  the  little  town  of 
FairKe." 

"  Then  she  has  lived  in  Fairlie  ?  " 

'*  Yes,  and  her  mother  is  buried  there,"  replied  Neil. 

He  began,  giving  minutest  incidents  as  they  came. 
He  told  how  he  had  met  Jocelyn,  and  how  he  had  left 
Clarence  Arteveldt,  sending  by  him  an  excuse  for  not 
appearing  at  the  Ruthvens.  Next  he  told  how  he  had 
blundered  upon  Rob,  disguised  and  lying  in  wait  for  a 
man  whom  he  had  known  for  a  rascal  in  London.  He 
told  how  they  had  separated,  Rob  following  the  man^ 
whom  they  afterward  found  to  be  Jason  Bradwardine,  and 
himself  strolling  away  at  random,  to  come  unexpectedly 
upon  the  woman,  who  had  left  Bradwardine  only  to 
encounter  the  assassin's  knife.  Then  he  described  the 
scene  in  the  disreputable  house ;  told  of  the  finding  of  the 
Wallet,  and  how  by  investigating  its  contents,  they  had 
assured  themselves  that  this  man,  *^  Brady,"  as  he  called 
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himself ;  Brad wardine,  as  they  believed  him  to  be;  was 
bent  on  mischief. 

**  I  will  show  you  this  wallet,"  Neil  said,  when  he  had 
reached  this  point  in  his  review,  **  but  I  don't  think  you 
will  need  its  testimony  before  you  become  convinced  that 
Lenore  Annyn  Arte  veldt  is  the  child  who  stands  between 
Bradwardine  and  this  fortune.  We  knew  that  the  man 
had  an  evil  motive,  and  your  revelation  has  told  us  what 
that  motive  was.    But  to  proceed/' 

He  refreshed  himself  from  his  wineglass,  and  then 
went  on  with  his  recital;  telling  next  how  Bradwardine 
had  advertised  for  a  female  detective,  and  how  he,  Neil, 
had  presented  himself,  in  answer;  how  since,  as  Mrs. 
O'Neil,  he  had  kept  the  woman  who  had  stolen  the  wallet 
from  falling  into  Bradwardine's  hands ;  at  the  same  time 
deluding  him  with  the  belief  that  a  vigorous  search  for 
her  was  being  prosecuted. 

**  I  may  as  well  state,  just  here,  that  I  had  befriended 
the  woman,  partly  from  pity,  and  partly  because  I  believed 
that  sooner  or  later,  such  a  woman  could  be  of  service  to 
me.  I  have  kept  posted  concerning  her  ever  since,  and 
when  she  left  the  hospital  assisted  her  to  find  a  safe 
and  quiet  place,  where  she  could  remain  and  await 
further  developments.  I  was  on  my  way  to  see  her,  to- 
day, having  found  a  use  for  her,  when  we  encouatAtnS^ 
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Bradwardine,  and  it  was  she  that  the  yillain  was  trying 
to  arrest,  when  you  and  I,  Ferrars,  met  so  opportunely." 

**  Good  Lord  I "  exclaimed  Rob,  **  how  things  do  come 
about  1    Where  did  you  leave  off,  Neil  ?  " 

**  I  left  off  where  you  may  begin,"  replied  Neil,  taking 
up  a  cigar  and  preparing  to  light  it.  **  Please  relate  your 
experienpe  .while  tracking  Bradwardine  and  his  game  from 
Elm  Valley  to  Pairlie." 

**  That  does  come  next,"  said  Rob,  reflectiyely ;  and 
then,  in  his  quaint,  graphic  way,  he  described  his  journey 
to  Elm  Valley,  to  look  up  facts  concerning  **  Madame 
Bourne,"  and  his  subsequent  pursuit  of  Bradwardine  to 
Fairlie,  together  with  the  discoyeries  he  had  made  there. 
Here  he  paused,  and  Ferrars  broke  in  with  more  excite- 
ment than  he  had  hitherto  manifested : 

**  I  am  thoroughly  convinced  already,  that  this  girl, 
this  Lenore  Armyn,  is  none  other  than  the  heiress  of  whom 
I  am  in  search.  The  description  of  the  mother,  of  the 
girl  herself,  every  detail  concerning  them,  goes  to  prove 
it  in  my  eyes.  Continue,  Brother  Detective ;  what  trans- 
pired after  you  had  discovered  these  things  at  Fairlie, 
while  playing  the  part  of  census  taker  ?  " 

^*  What  next  occurred,  I  must  tell,"  said  Bathurst,  **and 
now  comes  the  darkest  part  of  this  strange  complication." 

Beginning  with  the  morning  when  Rob  Jocelyn  left 
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him  to  start,  nnexpeotedlj,  in  pursuit  of  Bradwardine, 
Neil  detailed  the  conyersatioii  between  himself  and  Rob, 
when  he  had  told  him  how,  because  of  going  to  shadow 
counterfeiters  at  **  Mike's,"  he  had  mitoed  the  wedding 
of  Clarence  Arteveldt  and  Lenore  Armyn.  Then  he 
related  how  he  had  been  summoned  to  the  house  of  his 
murdered  friend;  described  the  scenes  enacted  there  on 
the  wedding  night ;  the  anathema  and  flight  of  Lenore ; 
the  after  tragedy,  the  accusation  against  the  fugitive 
bride,  the  testimony  against  her,  and  how,  in  his  pursuit 
of  her,  he  had  visited  Fairlie,  and  learned,  to  his 
unboimded  astonishment,  that  Lenore  Armyn  and  the 
mysterious  daughter  of  the  still  more  mysterious  Madame 
Bourne  were  one  and  the  same.  Finally  he  related  his 
experience  as  a  medical  student ;  his  discovery  and  sud- 
den flitting  to  the  city ;  his  visit  to  the  asylum,  and  the 
manner  in  which  he  supposed  the  girl  had  escaped  him. 

**  And  for  the  remainder,"  he  concluded,  **  we  may  as 
well  compare  notes.*' 

They  were  silent  for  a  time,  and  then  Francis  Ferrars 
said,  turning  with  a  slight  smile  toward  Neil : 

**  And  so  you  were  the  medical  student  ?  " 

^*  Yes,  and  *  Bless  my  heart,'  as  Doctor  Austin  would 
say,  why,  you  were  Peterkin  the  peddler,  Weill  you 
sold  toe  P' 
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**  I  believe  I  did  sell  you  some  small  articles/'  replied 
Ferrars,  demurely.  **And  that  is  what  took  you  off 
in  such  a  hurry  I  And  it  must  have  been  the  news  of 
the  flight  from  the  asylum  that  brought  the  good  docto 
to  town  a  few  days  later.  I  will  tell  how  we  came, 
as  that  is  next  in  order." 

And  he  speedily  related  how  he  had  delivered  the 
doctor's  message  to  the  stage  driver ;  and  how  the  doctor, 
Jason  Bradwardine,  and  himself,  disguised  as  Peterkin, 
came  to  the  city. 

**  And  then  you  all  went  to  the  asylum  in  a  string  like 
children  playing  crack  the  whip,"  finished  off  Rob.  *^  And 
I  was  your  Jehu,  Ferrars." 

**  Yes,"  laughed  Ferrars,  ^^  and  I  thought  you  about 
the  stupidest  Yankee  I  had  ever  seen." 

**  Well !  we  aU  took  each  other  in  at  any  rate,"  said 
Bathurst.  **Now,  then,  for  the  next  link.  Rob,  who 
had  again  got  his  eye  on  Bradwardine,  kept  it  on  him, 
and  I  turned  my  attention  to  another  little  matter  that 
may  or  may  not  develop  into  something  that  will  put 
another  face  on  this  affair  of  the  murder.  So  while  Rob 
and  you,  Ferrars,  followed  Bradwardine  to  the  dive 
theater,  and  then  assisted  him  to  escort  two  ladies  home, 
I  was,  to  all  appearances,  out  of  the  ring.  Now,  then, 
Ferrars,  give  us  your  version  of  that  theater  business*** 
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"  My  yeision  is  brief,**  said  Ferrais.  "  I  believed  that 
Bradwardine  had  some  sort  of  a  clue  to  the  girl's  hiding 
place,  and  I  could  do  no  better,  just  then,  than  to  keep 
him  in  sight.  When  he  followed  those  women  home  from 
the  dive,  I  did  not  feel  at  all  sure  that  they  were  the 
parties  I  wanted  to  find,  so  I  went  back  at  the  heels  of 
my  man;  this  morning  he  went  to  that  same  house,  and 
remained  nearly  two  hours,  and  then  ^he  repaired  to  a 
little  restaurant,  or  eaf6^  near  the  river,  where  he  was 
met  by  a  tall  woman  dressed  in  black ;  these  two  con- 
ferred for  half  an  hour,  and  then  he  went  home  and 
dined/* 

At  the  mention  of  the  tall  woman  in  black,  fiob  Joce- 
lyn's  eyes  began  to  twinkle,  and,  when  Ferrars  ceased 
to  speak,  he  burst  into  a  perfect  roar  of  laughter,  greatly 
to  the  astonishment  of  the  dignified  Englishman. 

*^Now,  then,  fiob,''  said  Bathurst,  with  a  mirthful 
look  in  his  eyes,  **  sober  up  and  tell  your  experience." 
Thus  adjured,  Rob  ^*  sobered  up  "  and  said : 

**  That  won't  take  long.  Of  course  I  didn't  follow  in 
the  wake  of  that  grand  rascal  very  long,  without  dis- 
covering that  some .  one  else  was  up  to  the  same  dodge, 
and  I  wasted  a  little  time  trying  to  figure  out  who  it 
could  be.  Then  I  made  up  my  mind  that  I  had  better 
let  Bradwardine  go,  and  ^  haunt '  the  house  where  the  two 


^8  tHX  LAKESIDB  8EEIB8. 

women  stopped,  for  a  while.  You  see  I  knew  that  Brad- 
waidine  had  seen  the  girl  Lenore  Armyn,  and  I  neyer 
had,  no  more  than  Neil  there.  So  I  took  it  for  granted 
that  this  was  the  right  party,  and  hung  around  the  house 
half  the  night.  Well,  it  isn't  a  particularly  large  house, 
and  before  I  struck  out  for  these  quarters  I  had  satisfied 
myself  that  the  girl  was  not  in  it.  She  had  left  by  some 
rear  entrance.  ^  Haying  settled  this  in  my  mind,  I  had 
explored  a  little,  and  found  that  there  was  a  sort  of  alley 
or  court  leading  through  to  the  next  street.  Well,  I 
came  here  and  met  Neil,  about  three  o'clock  this  morn- 
ing, and  after  a  brief  consultation  and  a  couple  of  hours' 
sleep,  I  went  back  to  my  post,  and  remained  there  until 
noon,  or  a  little  after,  when  this  young  man  came  along 
and  ordered  me  to  ^  pull  off.'  As  you  haye  said,  I  had 
witnessed  the  yisit  of  Bradwardine  to  the  house,  which  I 
learned  belonged  to  a  certain  Mrs.  Harris,  ballet  mis- 
tress; and  I  had  also  satisfied  myself  that  the  girl 
was  not  in  that  house  then."  Here  he  leaned  back  in 
his  chair  and  looked  across  at  Neil.  ^*Now,  old  man,' 
furnish  the  wind-up.  Why  did  you  call  me  off  this  aftei 
noon  ?  and  who  looks  after  Bradwardine  while  we  con- 
snltr^hesaid. 

^ni  tell  yon,  in  a  yeiy  few  words,"    said  Neil, 
soberly.     **  Just  after  yon.  Bob,  had  left  this  morning,  I, 
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as  the  widow  O'Neil,  received  a  note  from  Jason  Biad- 
wardine,  asking  me  to  meet  him,  without  fail,  at  a  certain 
restaurant  near  the  river,  at  twelve  o'clock  sharp ;  he 
*  needed  my  help,  in  a  delicate  matter,'  he  said.  Well,  I 
met  him  promptly,  and  the  tall  lady  in  black,  Mr. 
Ferrars,  was  none  other  than  your  humble  servant.  Mr. 
Bradwardine  there  unfolded  to  me  a  grand  scheme,  or 
the  outlines  of  one ;  he  will  have  possession  of  this  girl 
to-morrow,  and  I  am  to  assist  him  in  taking  care  of  her. 
This  is  why  I  called  you  off,  Rob,  and  this  is  why  I  say 
that  Jason  Bradwardine  may  be  trusted  to  look  after 
himself,  for  a  little  while." 

For  a  long  time  they  sat  in  silence,  and  then  Fi*ancis 
Ferrars,  who  had  been  thinking  busily,  looked  up. 

"  You  expect  then,  to  have  this  girl,  virtually,  in  your 
power,  by  to-morrow  at  this  hour  ?  "  he  asked  of  Bath- 
urst. 

"  Yes." 

**  And — shall  you  arrest  her  immediately  ?  *' 

"  That,"  said  Neil,  "  is  what  we  must  now  discuss." 

**  You  tell  me  that  the  strongest  evidence  against  her 
is  circumstantial,  Mr.  Bathurst.  Do  you  believe  in  her 
guilt?"  ' 

*^  That  is  a  hard  question  to  answer ;  the  thing  that 
tells  most  against  her,  in  my  estimation,  is  the  fact  of  her 
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running  away  from  me,  when  I  went  to  the  Asylum,  and 
— she  must  have  had  a  strong  motive  for  remaining  con- 
cealed before  she  would  go  to  that  ballet  mistress  for 
protection." 

^*  True,"  said  Fermrs,  gloomily.  **  If  you  arrest  her, 
then  my  search  is  ended ;  if  she  were  proved  ever  so 
innocent,  upon  trial,  it  would  never  do  to  take  back  to 
that  proud  old  nobleman  an  heiress  who  had  been  tried 
for  her  life." 

True  enough,"  broke  in  great-hearted  Rob  Jocelyn. 
By  heavens,  the  girl  has  been  terribly  wronged  ;  every 
one  of  us,  if  we  had  a  sister  who  had  been  so  shamefully 
coerced  into  marrying  a  man  she  despised,  would  have 
walked  up  and  shot  the  fellow,  in  broad  day-light,  and 
been  applauded  for  doing  it.  There's  only  one  thing  I 
can't  understand ;  if  the  girl  had  the  courage  to  denounce 
him  so  openly,  why  did  she  not  kill  him  on  the  spot,  if 
she  wanted  his  life  ?  " 

^*That  is  an  argument  that  has  more  than  once  oc- 
curred to  me,"  said  Neil.  **  I  see  how  you  look  upon 
this  matter,  Ferrars,  and  it's  the  right  thing  too.  If  this 
girl  is  innocent,  then  by  publicly  arresting  her  we  will  do 
her  an  irreparable  wrong,  and  will  make  your  mission 
worse  than  fruitless.  The  case  against  her  looks  very 
dark.    But— I  have  got  in  my  hands  a  due,  a  very  slight 
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one,  but  enongh  to  indicate  the  possibilitj  of  a  different 
climax  to  this  affair;  a  climax  that  would  utterly  shatter 
the  evidence  against  this  accused  one.  Now,  it  will  not 
do  to  let  the  girl  escape  again,  and — I  want  to  see 
through  Bradwardine's  game.  I  have  something  to  tell 
you  now,  that  I  think  will  startle  you  both  a  little.  I 
want  you  to  join  with  me  in  working  out  this  business ; 
there  is  more  than  work  enough  for  us  all,  and  it  will  re- 
quire our  combined  wit  to  carry  it  to  a  successful 
termination.  What  say  you,  shall  we  combine  ourselves 
for  the  work  ?  " 

**  Yes,"  said  Ferrars,  promptly,  extending  his  hand. 

**  Yes,"  said  Jocelyn.  ^^  Count  on  us,  and  I  believe 
this  is  about  the  first  detective's  league,  ever  instituted." 

**  Then  listen,"  said  Neil  Bathurst.  **  I  am  going  to 
leave  this  business  in  the  bands  of  you  two,  and — ^I'm 
going  to  take  a  journey." 

^^  To  take  a  journey?"  said  Ferrars  and  Jocelyn,  in 
the  same  breath.    **  Now." 

^*  Yes,  now ;  at  least  as  soon  as  I  have  fulfilled  my 
engagement  with  Bradwardine.  We  must  know  his 
game,  now  or  never ;  and  here  is  another  reason  why  we 
should  let  him  fancy  the  girl  m  his  power — I  think  he 
means  foul  play.  Now,  then,  Mr.  Fenrars,  it  is  always  nec- 
easary  to  have  a  pla3e,  where  people,  who  are  working 
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together,  yet  apart,  as  we  must,  can  meet  at  times,  with 
perfect  freedom.  Rob  has  a  key  to  these  rooms,  you 
must  have  another ;  and  listen  while  I  tell  you  why  I 
must  leaye  the  city.'*  They  drew  nearer  each  other  and 
listened,  with  &ces  expressiye  of  wonder,  incredulity, 
and  horror,  to  a  startling  disclosure,  from  the  lips  of  Neil 
BathuraL 
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CHAPTER  XXXVL 

IN     THB    TIGBB'S     0LAW8. 

Jason  Bradwardine's  scheme  had  been,  to  all  appear- 
ances, a  complete  success.  Lenore  Armjn  and  Mrs. 
Harris  had  taken  up  their  abode  under  the  roof  of  that 
sister,  mentioned  by  Senor  Castro,  and  all  was  going 
smoothly.  The  house  occupied  by  these  four  was  sit- 
uated in  a  lonely  quarter  of  the  town,  at  the  yery  foot  of 
a  street  that  Mrs.  Harris  knew,  bore  anything  but  an  en- 
viable reputation ;  but  much  of  this  lady^s  life  had  been 
passed  in  questionable  localities ;  and,  as  they  were  not 
to  remain  there  long,  it  was  hardly  worth  while  to 
trouble  Lenore,  by  repeating  **  legends  of  the  streets  ; '' 
besides,  Senor  Castro  being  a  stranger,  could,  of  course, 
know  nothing  of  this.  So  Mrs.  Harris  gaye  herself  no 
trouble  about  the  street.  The  house  was  certainly  an 
improvement,  in  the  matter  of  comfort  and  elegance, 
upon  her  own,  and  she  need  take  no  thought  for  to-mor- 
row. 

This  house,  as  we  have  said,  stood  at  the  foot  of  the 
street,  and  very  near  the  river.    It  was  a  large  houia 
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with  some  pretensions  to  elegance,  and  Mr.  Bradwardine 
had  taken  it  ready  furnished.  The  first  great  step  was 
taken ;  Lenore  Armjn  was  in  his  house ;  but  Mr.  Brad- 
wardine was  becoming  impfitient. 

On  the  morning  of  the  second  day  Mrs.  O'Neil  left 
the  house  to  visit  that  quarter  of  the  city  where  the 
woman,  who  had  been  rescued  from  Bradwardine's 
clutches,  had  been  seen,  by  him.  She  was  to  remain 
there  all  day.  Mr.  Bradwardine  fancied  that  he  knew 
the  exact  block  that  the  woman  had  found  refuge  in, 
and  Mrs.  O'Neil  must  make  a  thorough  search  before 
she  returned. 

Before  Mrs.  O'Neil  departed  upon  this  mission,  she 
did  a  queer  thing,  if  any  one  had  been  by  to  see  it.  But 
she  chose  her  time  with  a  view  to  solitude,  so  no  one 
knew  that  she  made  a  careful  examination  of  all  the 
locks  and  bolts,  upon  all  of  the  doors,  from  that  opening 
upon  the  street,  straight  up  to  the  rooms  overlooking  the 
river,  that  had  been  assigned  to  Lenore  Armyn.  It  is 
hardly  to  be  supposed  that  Mrs.  O'Neil  feared  that  burg- 
lars would  visit  that  house  in  broad  daylight ;  but  what- 
ever she  feared,  or  thought,  she  certainly  examined  the 
fiEistenings. 

She  had  not  been  gone  half  an  hour  when  ^*  Senor 
Castro  "  begged  for  a  few  words  with  Mrs.  Harris.    He 
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had  just  receiyed  a  message  from  two  joung  ladies  living 
in  the  suburbs,  he  told  her ;  they  were  very  eager  to  go 
to  Cuba  with  his  company;  now,  he  could  make  room 
for  one  or  two  more,  if  they  were  prepossessing;  but  he 
disliked  yery  much  to  be  obliged  to  interyiew  so  many 
applicants,  and  —  another  thing,  these  ladies  had  been 
recommended  by  a  friend  whom  he  really  did  not  wish 
to  offend.  Would  Mrs.  Harris  help  him  out  of  the  diffi- 
culty ?  If  she  would  go  and  see  these  ladies  he  could  rely 
upon  her  judgment;  if  she  engaged  them,  he  would 
know  they  would  satisfy;  and  if  she  declined  to 
engage  them,  his  friend  could  hardly  be  offended  with 
him. 

In  short,  Mrs.  Harris  was  flattered  into  a  yery  com- 
placent mood,  and  the  remark  that  she  must  go  in  good 
style  and,  as  her  trunks  had  not  come  —  Mrs.  Harris  had 
excused  the  one  yalise  that  held  all  she  possessed  of 
wardrobe,  by  saying  that  she  had  sent  her  trunks  on 
ahead  by  an  expressman,  and  by  fidgeting,  whenever  she 
thought  of  it,  because  her  **  trunks  did  not  come.''  No 
one  believed  in  the  trunks,  of  course,  not  even  Lenore ; 
but  when  Senor  Castro  remarked  that,  as  her  trunks  had 
not  yet  come,  she  must  draw  on  him,  to  procure  whatever 
she  needed ;  only  he  would  wish  her  to  go  right  away ; 
she  could  go  straight  down   town,  procure  what  she 
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required,  then  take  a  carriage  and  drive  straight  ont  to 
see  these  ladies — her  last  scruple  was  overcome. 

In  a  very  short  time»  with  a  little  roll  of  bills  in  her 
pocket,  and  exultation  in  her  heart,  Mrs.  Harris  was 
speeding  towards  the  State  street  dry  goods  marts,  and 
Lenore  Armjn  was  alone  with  her  enemy. 

Mrs.  Harris  of  course  had  acquainted  her  with  the 
interview  that  had  transpired  between  herself  and  the 
^^  Senor,"  but  she  had  not  stated  that  Mrs.  O'Neil  had 
gone  out  some  time  before ;  in  fact,  and  to  do  her  justice, 
she  hardly  thought  of  it.  And  Lenore  was  quite  unaware 
that  she  was  alone  with  ^*  the  Cuban,"  as  she  called  Brad- 
wardine.  Not  that  this  knowledge  would  have  disturbed 
her  particularly ;  she  was,  as  we  know,  no  coward,  and 
she  had  no  suspicion  that  the  **  Cuban  "  was  other  than 
he  seemed. 

She  was  sitting  before  a  comfortable  fire,  holding  a 
book  in  her  hand,  but  letting  her  thoughts  wander  far 
from  the  pages,  when  a  tap  sounded  on  her  door,  and 
without  turning  her  head,  she  bade  the  knocker  enter ; 
no  one  came  in  her  room  save  Mrs.  Harris  and  the 
**  Senor's  "  sister ;  probably  this  was  the  sister. 

The  visitor  entered  promptly,  closing  and  locking  the 
door,  as  he  did  so.  At  the  sound  of  the  key  turning  in 
the  lock,  the  girl  turned  her  head.    It  was  Senor  Castro 
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who  had  entered,  locking  the  door  behind  him ;  and  he 
now  seated  himself  opposite  Lenore,  and  directly  between 
her  and  the  windows  facing  the  street.  There  was  no 
fear  in  the  girl's  heart,  only  indignation,  as  she  arose  to 
her  feet,  saying  sternly : 

^*  Senor  Castro,  you  have  locked  that  door  and  taken 
the  key ;  be  good  enough  to  replace  it  immediately,  and 
to  leave  my  room/* 

The  man  laughed  scornfully.  *^  I  am  not  Senor  Cas- 
tro," he  said,  ^Hhat  is  only  a  pleasant  fiction.  Don't 
trouble  yourself  to  be  dramatic,  keep  that  for  the  stage, 
of  the  Havana  theater — when  you  get  there." 

Lenore  sat  suddenly  down  in  her  chair.  It  was  all 
over,  she  thought ;  she  had  been  trapped,  and  now  she 
was  to  be  arrested  for  Clarence  Arteveldt's  murder. 
Well,  she  would  show  no  cowardly  fear.  She  had  done 
her  best  to  escape  and  had  failed ;  after  all,  what  matter, 
since  she  must  be  either  captured  or  hunted.  She  felt 
strong  with  the  courage  of  desperation ;  she  stared  at 
her  captor  so  calmly,  so  persistently,  that  he  began  to 
wonder  at  her  coolness. 

**  Well  I "  he  said,  finally ;  •*  you  seem  resigned." 

No  answer;  she  took  up  her  book  with  perfect  out- 
ward coolness.  It  was  the  man's  turn  to  stare.  *^  Miss 
Voss,"  he  cried,  ^^  do  you  realize  your  situation  7  " 
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**Senor  Castro,*'  she  retorted,  soomfully,  ^I  think 

I  do/' 

"  What !    Ton  know  that  your  life  is  in  my  hands  ?  *• 

"  Not  at  all/'  replied  she ;  "  only  my  liberty/' 

**  Your  liberty  I  Ha  I  ha  I  So  yoa  think  I  intend  to 
make  you  a  prisoner.  Undeceive  yourself;  I  am  no 
jailer," 

•*  Then  I  suppose  you  are  worse/* 

**  Whatever  I  am,  we  must  cease  parleying.  Do  you 
know  how  long  you  have  to  live  ?  " 

Lenore  began  to  suspect  that  she  was  ift  the  presence 
of  a  maniac.    What  could  his  words  mean  else  ? 

*^  No,"  she  said,  simply  to  gain  time ;  ^*  do  you  7  ** 

^^Yes.  You  are  to  give  me  some  information,  then—* 
you  may  die  in  any  way  you  choose." 

**  You  are  exceedingly  kind,"  she  said,  still  to  gain 
time.  *^  As  a  rule,  murderers  spring  upon  their  victims 
in  the  dark,  take  them  unprepared.  Why  do  you  deviate 
from  this  rule  ?  " 

*^  Because,  I  want  to  prepare  you ;  you  have  got  to 
answer  some  questions  first,"  he  replied,  grimly. 

Lenore  now  felt  sure  that  the  man  was  insane;  or 
else,  he  might  be  playing  a  part ;  perhaps,  after  all,  he 
was  seeking  to  draw  from  her  a  confession.  She  began 
to  feel  almoft  angxy;  this  man  had  entrapped  her,  and 
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now  was  he  trifling  with  her,  seeking  to  test  her 
eourage  ? 

Lenore  had  coorage ;  oonrage  that  would  have  done 
credit  to  a  strong  man.  She  now  resolved  to  settle  for 
herself  the  doubt,  to  know  whether  she  was  dealing  with 
a  detective  or  a  lunatic. 

**Have  the  goodness  to  drop  histrionics,  on  your 
part,''  she  said.  ^*  If  you  are  an  impostor,  and  not  Senor 
Castro,  what  is  your  motive  for  assuming  this  part  ? '' 

^*  I  have  told  you,  my  motive  was — ^to  get  you  in  my 
power.'* 

''  Well  I  and  what  then  ?  '* 

"  And  then — to  put  you  out  of  my  way/' 

*'Out  of  your  way?" — ^the  lunatic  theory  began  to 
gain  ground  again. 

^'  Yes,"  rising  impatiently.  **  Come,  you  have  asked 
questions  enough.  Are  you  prepared  to  tell  me  what  I 
want  to  know?" 

How  cold  and  bad  and  cruel  he  looked.  But,  he  did 
not  look  as  she  imagined  a  lunatic  might.  If  he  were  not 
an  ofKcer  of  justice,  and  not  insane,  what  then,  could  he  be  ? 
A  sudden  thought  flashed  upon  her,  and  into  her  heart 
eame  the  first  throb  of  actual  fear. 

*^  Who  are  you  ?  "  she  cried  suddenly,  **  and  what  do 
you  want  to  know  7  ^ 
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He  approaohed  a  step  nearer. 

**No  matter  who  I  am/'  he  said;  **I  want  to  know 
who  has  charge  of  your  mother's  papers  and  letters.  I 
want  you  to  write  that  person,  instructing  him  to  put 
them  all  in  my  keeping." 

Lenore  Armyn  drew  a  long,  long,  shuddering  breath, 
and  for  a  moment  her  face  was  corpse-like  in  its  pallor. 
Step  by  step  she  recoiled  from  him,  moving  backward, 
until  the  wall  stopped  her  further  retreat;  then  she 
breathed  almost  in  a  whisper, 

"  Ah  ! — I  know  jfou  now.** 

•*  What  I  you  know  me  ?    I  hardly  think  it." 

^^YesI"  she  cried,  with  sudden,  unexpected  fierce- 
ness ;  **  I  know  you.  Blind !  blind  tiiat  I  have  been,  not 
to  recognize  your  eyil  face ;  again  and  again  it  has  been 
pictured  to  me ;  again  and  i^ain  I  have  been  warned,  im- 
plored, to  fear,  to  dread,  to  shun  you.  Oh  1 1  know  you,*' 
her  Toice  rising,  her  form  growing  firm  and  erect,  and  her 
fierce  wrath  driying  fear  out  of  her  heart  once  more. 
*^Tou  traitor!  you  liar  I  you  poisoner  of  my  mother's 
whole  life  I  I  know  you,  Jason  Bradwardine,  and  I  hate 
you  I  I  hate  you  I  I  hatb  you  I " 

The  villain  stood  astounded  at  her  fierce  energy,  and 
before  he  eould  frame  a  reply,  she  went  on, 

**It  ia  you  who  has  caged  me  like  a  rat  in  a  tiapi  you« 
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against  whom  I  have  been  so  often  warned ;  and  I  have 
been  so  blindly  self-reliant,  so  certain  that  you  were  the 
least  among  the  things  I  had  to  fear*  Man,  do  you  know 
what  you  have  done  ?  Tou  have  murdered  my  mother, 
as  surely  as  if  you  had  used  the  knife  or  poisoned  bowl, 
and  now  I  wish  I  could  kill  you.  Ah  I" — lifting  her 
face,  and  throwing  up  her  arms  as  if  invoking  a  oorsa 
upon  him  — ^'  for  the  first  time  I  know  what  it  is  to  feel 
like  a  murderess.  If  a  wish  could  kill,  you  would  lie 
dead  at  my  feet." 

With  a  low,  blood-curdling  laugh,  ha  moyed  again 
toward  her,  and  she  now  saw  that  he  held  in  hia 
hand  a  glittering  pistol. 

^*  Tou  have  not  softened  my  heart  toward  you,"  ha 
said,  mockingly.  ^*If  you  have  done  raving,  tell  ma 
what  I  want  to  know." 

No  answer;  her  ayes  were  roving  swiftly  about  tha 
room. 

^^  You  need  not  try  that,"  he  went  on ;  *^  I  don't  in- 
tend to  shoot  you,  unless  you  make  it  necessary ;  but,  if 
you  make  any  noise  or  try  any  tricks,  I  am  ready  for  you. 
Who  has  your  mother's  papers  ?  " 

^^  Do  you  think  I  will  tell  you  ? "  aha  xatorted,  with 
blaiing  eyes.    **  I  am  quite  at  your  maroy,  Jason  Brad- 
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wardine ;  if  you  haye  made  up  your  mind  to  kill  me,  you 
are  wasting  time." 

**'  Will  you  give  me  an  order  to  take  charge  of  your 
mother's  papers  ?  " 

**  No  I  When  I  am  dead,  my  mother's  papers  will  be 
returned  to  her  relatives,  and  then  they  will  know  what 
you  are.  English  justice  will  set  aside  an  entail  that 
would  enrich  such  a  yiUain  as  you,  Jason  Bradwar- 
dine.    My  mother's  papers  are  safe  from  your  hands." 

The  man  uttered  a  fearful  oath.  ^^  Curse  you  I "  he 
cried.  ^^What  do  you  know  of  these  things?  Your 
mother's  papers  can't  hurt  me.  I  have  a  different  reason 
for  wanting  them." 

*^  Well  I  you  can  take  my  life,  but  you  can't  have  my 
mother's  papers,"  she  replied,  scornfully. 

"  But  if  I  spare  your  life  ?  " 

^^  Bah !    As  if  I  would  trust  you." 

**  Will  you  give  me  those  papers  ?  '* 

^*  Will  you  take  my  parole  of  honor,  and  su&r  me  to 
^  go  from  this  place,  and  deliver  to  you  the  papers  you  want 
at  a  place  I  shall  appoint?  " 

''  No,  by  Satan,  I  will  not ! " 

(« I  thought  so.  Well,  you  can't  trust  my  honor,  Mr. 
Bradwardine ;  I  can't  trust  yoon.  That  question  is  set- 
Ued.'' 
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^  And  jotir  last  chance  for  life  ia  aetUed  with  it/' 

^*Mj  life  is  not  ao  very  dear  to  me/*  ahe  mar- 
mered ;  **  but  to  die  by  auch  a  hand ;  better  the  hang- 
man/' 

The  worda  were  spoken  half  to  heraelf,  but  he  oanght 
their  meaning. 

**  Tou  are  ready  to  die  ? ''  he  aaked. 

*^  Tea/'  without  even  glancing  at  him.    **  I  am  ready." 

Jason  Bradwardine  hesitated.  He  had  expected  to 
frighten  from  Lenore  what  he  so  much  desired  to  posaess, 
certain  papers  that,  if  they  came  into  the  handa  of  Sir 
Hillary  Massinger,  would  damage  his  cauae  materially. 
But  he  had  commenced  wrong.  He  had  meant  to  kill  her 
in  the  end,  and  had  thought  that  the  mere  mention  of 
possible  death  would  draw  from  the  girl  the  information 
he  desired.  He  had  not  counted  upon  two  thinga ;  first, 
the  courage  and  shrewdness  of  the  girl ;  and,  aecond,  her 
knowledge  of  him,  and  concerning  the  part  he  had  played 
in  her  mother's  life.  He  regretted  now  that  he  had  not 
aprung  upon  the  girl  and  buried  a  knife  in  her  heart  when 
she  waa  unconscious  of  his  presence.  But  he  must  kill 
her  now,  the  necessity  for  her  death  had  auddenly  become 
doubled. 

Lenore  waa  atill  atanding  against  the  wall,  and  he,, 
with  pistol  oocked,  and  held  in  readinesa  in  one  hand, 
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came  still  nearer  her,  and  with  the  other  hand  he  slowly 
drew  from  his  breasl  a  glittering  knife.  Involuntarily 
she  shrank  back,  and  then  forcing  her  yoice  to  oalmnesst 
she  extended  her  hand  toward  the  knife. 

**  Oive  it  to  me,"  she  said.  **  I  had  rather  die  by  my 
own  hand  than  by  yours." 

How  the  black  eyes  glittered  as  he  drew  back  his 
hand. 

**  I. told  you  I  would  let  you  choose,"  he  said,  with  a 
sardonic  smile.  ^*  You  may  die  by  your  own  hand,  but  not 
by  the  knife.    I  can  give  you  poison." 

Even  then,  face  to  face  with  death,  she  could  sneer  at 
his  cowardice.  **  Oh  I "  she  said,  ^^  you  are  afraid  to  put 
a  knife  in  the  hands  of  a  weak  girl.    Tou  poor  coward." 

He  muttered  some  fearful  oaths  once  more,  and  then 
said  sayagely :  **  Once  for  all,  will  you  have  the  poison  or 
be  stabbed?" 

**Oive  me  the  poison,"  she  said.  *^I  will  not  die  by 
the  hand  of  a  coward." 

He  took  from  his  pocket  a  tiny  phial,  and  tossed  it 
toward  her,  saying: 

^*  There,  then.    It  is  prussic  acid." 

It  fell  to  the  carpet  just  at  her  feet.  She  stooped 
swiftly  and  picked  it  up,  then  tamed  to  him  triumph- 
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*•  Now,  hew  me/'  she  cried ;  "  all  your  life  long  your 
nights  will  be  haunted  by  my  dead  face.  All  your  life 
will  become  a  bniden  to  yon  because  of  this  day's  work. 
If  oyer  yet  a  spirit  came  back  to  earth,  I  will  come  back 
to  you,  and  make  your  life  too  horrible  to  be  borne.  I 
mean  it  I  And  you  might  have  escaped  all  this,  you 
might  haye  deliyered  me  up  to  justice,  for  know  that 
I  stand  accused  of  murder  ;  you  might  haye  placed  me  in 
the  felon's  cell — ^perhaps  on  the  scaffold  —  and  haye  con- 
soled yourself  with  the  thought  that  you  had  done  your 
duty  ;  but  now — ^now,  my  blood  is  on  your  head,  as  is  my 
mother's  also." 

The  first  words  of  this  speech  had  caused  Bradwardine 
to  wince  and  shudder.  He  was  superstitious,  as  all 
cowards  are ;  but  the  last  words  brought  to  his  lips  a 
derisiye  smile. 

*^  Ton  mistake,"  he  said.  **  If  a  man  commits  murder 
in  this  country  he  is  proyen  insane.  But  a  young  and 
beautiful  woman,  like  you — bah  I  the  judge  would  shed 
tears  oyer  you,  and  you  would  be  brought  out  as  an 
actress,  and  all  the  world  would  run  to  admire.  I  would 
not  deliyer  you  up  to  American  justice  if  your  crimes 
were  ten-fold  murder,  for — I  want  you  to  die  I " 

**'  My  crime  was  only  this,"  she  said,  lifting  the  phial 
at  the  same  moment,  ^*  to  haye  been  wronged,  and  to  haye 
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fled  from  the  man  that  wronged  me.  See  I  This  is  my 
last  moment  on  earth.  I  haye  said  my  last  words  to  you. 
All  the  days  of  your  life  you  shall  remember  this  deed ; 
and  remember  this,  too,  I  have  not  once  asked  for  mercy 
at  your  hands ;  I  despise  you  too  utterly.  Tou  can  cause 
my  death,  not  my  humiliation." 

She  withdrew  her  eyes  from  his  face  and  turned  them 
skyward. 

^^  And  now,  Ood  of  Heaven,  and  all  the  white  souled 
angels,  hear  me  (with  my  last  breath)  swear,  that  no  drop 
of  Clarence  Arteveldt's  blood  reddens  my  hands !  that  I 
am  innocent  I  and  may  Ood  forgive  me  for  what  I  am 
about  to  do." 

She  bowed  her  head  and  lifted  the  phial  to  her  lips. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVII. 


BAFFLED. 


A  crash,  a  blow,  a  bound,  and  the  sonnd  of  shivering 
glass.    Then  everything  was  changed. 

Lenore  Armjn  stood,  with  startled  eyes,  gazing  down 
at  the  deadly  phial,  that  lay  crushed  to  atoms  at  her  feat, 
while  the  sickening,  pungent  perfume  of  its  spilled  con- 
tents, pervaded  the  room. 

Jason  Bradwardine,  still  grasping  the  glittering  knife, 
lay  measuring  his  length  in  the  furthest  comer,  and, 
midway  between  the  two,  with  flashing  eyes,  and  her 
right  hand  coolly  aiming  a  pistol  at  the  breast  of  the 
prostrate  villain,  stood — the  widow  O'Neil.  The  door 
stood  wide  open,  and  one  glance  showed  the  lock  hang- 
ing broken  and  loose.  It  had  been  filed  through,  so 
skillfully  that  one  push  would  force  it  from  its  fastening, 
and  yet  no  eye  could  have  detected  the  work. 

**  Lie  there,  you  dog  I  '*  said  the  widow  O'Neil,  in  a 
voice  that  made  the  villain  stare,  and  that  caused  Lenore 
to  utter  an  exclamation  of  astonishment.  *^  Don't 
attempt  to  move,  or  by  heavens  I'll  put  a  ball  through 
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you ;"  theD,  without  once  taking  her  eye  from  the  pros- 
trate man,  she  said  to  Lenore,  '^  Madame,  yonder  lies  the 
pistol  that  I  caused  this  cur  to  drop.  Can  you  pick  it 
up  and  put  it  out  of  his.  reach  ?  '* 

Mechanically  Lenore  obeyed.  She  could  not  yet  fully 
realize  the  change  that  had  come  about ;  a  moment  before 
face  to  face  with  death ;  now — was  she  not  to  die  after 
all?  She  moved  as  far  away  from  the  prostrate,  would- 
be  assassin,  as  she  could,  holding  the  pistol  in  her 
handT 

Jason  Bradwardine  raised  himself  on  an  elbow,  and 
glanced  like  a  basilisk,  at  this  unexpected  and  unwelcome 
apparition. 

"Who  the  foul  fiend  are  you?"  he  fairly  gasped, 
when  the  truth  forced  itself  to  be  recognized,  and  he  felt 
that  this  was  the  person  he  had  believed  to  be  a  bona 
fide  widow  and  his  ally. 

"  I  am  one  who  has  been  on  your  track  longer  than 
you  can  guess,  Jason  Bradwardine.  I  know  you  better 
than  you  know  yourself.  Tou  will  find  I  am  not  the  sort 
of  woman  you  can  trifle  with,"  said  the  widow,  in  a  very 
manly  voice.  "  So  this  lady  is  in  your  way,  is  she?  Well, 
I  will  take  her  out  of  your  way,  and  to  give  you  a  chance 
for  reflection  I  will  make  sure  that  you  don't  leave  these 
premises.    No,  don't  move ;  I  have  not  much  patience — 
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anri  just  drop  that  knife  from  your  hand.  What,  you 
won't?    Come  here,  Miss  Armyn." 

Lenore  came  forward  promptly.  She  had  quite  recov- 
ered her  presence  of  mind  by  this  time. 

*'Can  you  shoot?"  asked  this  strange  woman,  with 
the  man's  voice. 

*^Tes,"  replied  Lenore,  promptly.  **  And  my  hand  is 
steady,  see.'*  She  held  out  a  firm  little  hand,  on  which 
the  widow  cast  an  admiring  glance. 

*^  Step  over  to  that  table,  please ;  there  I  Now  cock 
Mr.  Bradwardine's  pistol — ^it's  a  nice  little  weapon — ^now 
then,  aim  it  square  at  his  temple.  I  am  going  to  take 
that  knife  from  him,  and  bind  him  hand  and  foot.  If  he 
offers  to  resist,  shoot  him  instantly." 

**  I  will,"  said  Lenore,  firmly;  then,  as  a  mocking  light 
came  to  her  eyes,  ^^  Mr.  Bradwardine,  don't  tempt  me. 
I  want  you  to  die." 

Jason  Bradwardine  groaned  and  cursed ;  he  dared  not 
struggle,  he  feared  that  shining  weapon,  now  that  it  was 
in  Lenore  Armyn's  hand,  more,  far  more,  than  he  had 
feared  the  one  aimed  at  his  heart  by  the  false  widow. 
He  fully  believed  that  she  wanted  but  a  hint  at  resist- 
ance to  speed  a  ball  to  his  brain. 

The  widow  threw  o£f  her  shawl,  drew  a  ooil  of  stou^ 
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cord  from  her  pocket,  and  then  bent  down  over  the 
prostrate  man. 

**  Nice  knife,  too  I "  said  she,  cheerfully.  "  Cut  well  I 
should  think.  Don't  roll  your  eyes  so,  my  man.  You 
didn*t  think  this  of  the  widow  O'Neil,  did  you  ?  There 
now,  just  give  us  that  other  hand.  I  must  tie  them 
behind  you.  There,  that's  done ;  that's  better  than  any 
true  love  knot,  sir.  Now  for  the  feet.  There,  now,  Mr. 
Bradwardine,  you  are  tied  fine  and  fast.  If  Mrs.  Harris 
should  not  come  back,  I  don't  know  what  would  become 
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of  you.  Tou  can  call,  of  course,  but  you  know  this  is 
rather  a  dull  locality ;  you  didn't  want  to  be  where  help 
could  be  easily  summoned,  and  you  must  be  satisfied 
with  your  own  arrangements." 

With  these  consoling  remarks  sounding  in  his  ears, 
and  with  Lenore  Armyn's  eye,  and  weapon,  turned  upon 
him  relentlessly,  Mr.  Bradwardine  submitted  to  be  bound 
hand  and  foot,  the  widow  emphasizing  every  knot  she 
tied  with  one  of  her  cheerful  comments. 

"Now  then.  Miss  Armyn,"  said  this  individual,  "you 
and  I  will  not  intrude  upon  Mr.  Bradwardine  any 
longer ;  I  have  just  a  word  for  his  ears,  meanwhile  you 
had  better  get  your  hat  and  be  ready  for  departure ;  '* 
then  turning  again  to  the  bound  and  baffled  man,  "  I  sup- 
pose you  wonder  why  T  don't  arrest  you  ?    Well,  I  will 
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explain ;  there  are  others  more  interested  in  you  than  I 
am,  and  I  leave  you  to  them ;  yon  are  sure  to  come  to 
grief,  and  if  you  want  to  hasten  proceedings  against  you, 

just  try  the  dodge  you  did  two  days  ago  on  B street. 

You  need  not  trouble  that  woman  about  your  wallet.  If 
you  really  feel  the  need  of  it,  ask  me  where  it  is.  As  for 
this  lady,  approach  her  again  at  your  peril.  And  now,  if 
you  have  no  other  business  to  transact  with  the  aid  of 
*  dear  Mrs.  O'Neil  *  she  will  bid  you  good  day." 

For  answer  Jason  Bradwardine  gnashed  his  teeth,  and 
growled  out  a  curse  ;  and  Lenore's  rescuer  turned  toward 
her,  never  once  looking  toward  the  bound  villain  again. 

**  Miss  Armyn,"  said  the  champion,  *^  have  you  been  at 
all  injured  by  this  brute  ?  " 

^*  No,  sir,"  replied  Lenore,  ignoring  the  attire  of  her  new 
friend ;  *^  I  think,  after  all,  the  man  was  half  afraid  of 
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**'  Quite  likely,  he  is  certainly  a  pitifal  coward ;  and 
yet — you  had  the  poison  at  your  lips,  Miss  Armyn." 

She  turned  suddenly.  **  How  do  you  know  my  name  ?  " 
she  asked. 

**  Just  as  I  know  his  name — you  do  not  wish  to  have 
me  call  you  Mrs. " 

She  put  up  her  hands  suddenly ;  **  No  I  No  one  shall 
oall  me  that,"  she  said,  and  suddenly  became  silent. 
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**  We  will  take  these,"  picking  up  Bradwardine's  knife 
and  the  pistol  which  Lenore  had  laid  down.  **  Are  you 
ready  now,  Miss  Armyn?  " 

"  Yes,  quite*ready." 

They  went  out  and  down  the  stairs  in  silence.  At 
the  door  Lenore  paused,  and  turned  toward  her  com- 
panion. 

**'  Sir,*'  she  said,  '^  you  have  saved  my  life  to-day,  and, 
I  thank  you  —  words  are  feeble  to  express  what  I  would 
say.  To  have  died  thus  in  the  presence  of  that  man  would 
have  been  inexpressibly  terrible,  although  I  do  not  think 
I  fear  death.    Will  you  answer  me  just  one  question  ?  " 

"  If  I  can.  Miss  Armyn." 

**  Tou  are  disguised  as  a  woman,  and  I  have  thought 
you  a  woman,  — of  course  I  know  better  now.  Are  you 
not  Mr.  Bathurst,  the  detective  ?  " 

**  Tes,  Miss  Armyn,  I  am  Bathurst  the  detective,  but 
I  am  anxious  to  serve  you,  nevertheless,"  replied  the  dis- 
guised Neil. 

"  Thank  you,  and  I  must  believe  you,"  she  replied ; 
then  she  stood  still,  apparently  thinking.  **  Am  I  to  go 
with  you?"  she  asked,  suddenly. 

**  Tes,  Miss  Armyn,  it  will  be  best.  I  have  something 
to  say  to  you.  I  have  a  carriage  two  blocks  away.  Tou 
see^  I  was  prepared  for  the  emergency,"  with  a  short 
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laugh.  **  Do  you  feel  like  walking  to  the  carriage.  Has 
this — excitement  unnerved  you  ?  " 

"I  feel. —  a  little  unnerved — yes/*  replied  Lenore, 
with  a  sudden  droop  of  the  eyelids.  ^^  The  reaction  I  sup- 
pose —  however,  I  can  walk  —  to  the  carriage." 

^^  Take  my  arm,  Miss  Armyn,".  said  the  detective,  with 
genuine  solicitude ;   ^^  it  has  been  a  trying  time  for  you." 

^^  Tes,"  replied  Lenore,  quite  feebly,  and  leaning 
heavily  upon  the  proffered  arm  ;  *'  it  is  over  now." 

They  reached  the  carriage,  and  Bathurstgave  an  order 
Lenore  could  not  understand,  then  they  took  their  seats 
and  were  driven  rapidly  away. 

Lenore  leaned  back  wearily.  **I  feel — strangely," 
she  said,  in  a  low  tone. 

**  I  will  get  you  a  glass  of  wine.  Miss  Armyn,"  and  ho 
was  about  to  stop  the  carriage. 

^*  No  I  Please  don't,  Mr.  Bathurst —  I  shall  feel  better 
presently." 

^^  I  will  let  in  some  cool  air,  then,"  said  Neil,  at  the 
same  time  lowering  the  window  nearest  her.  ^ 

"  Thank  you." 

They  whirled  on,  across  a  bridge,  and  from  street  to 
street,  turning  occasionally ;  they  were  now  in  the  heart 
of  the  city,  and  were  compelled,  by  the  press  of  vehicles, 
to  move  slowly.    As  Lenore  leaned  back,  glancing  from 
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time  to  time,  listlessly  out  of  the  carriage  window,  they 
crossed  a  street  which  she  recognissed  with  a  shudder. 
Then  a  sudden  light  came  to  her  eyes.  Again  she 
lowered  her  lashes,  and  leaned  wearily  back.  A  moment 
after  she  caught,  through  the  half-closed  lids,  the  glow  of 
green,  and  red,  and  yellow  color,  and  then  she  tamed 
toward  Neil  Bathurst. 

^^  I  feel — ill  I ''  she  gasped — *^  water."  And  then  she 
fell  heavily  forward. 

In  an  instant  he  raised  the  drooping  form  and  laid  it 
gently  back  upon  the  cushions.  Then  he  called  to  the 
driver,  almost  forgetting  to  assume  his  feminine  accents, 

^^  Stop  at  that  drug  store  opposite.      Drive  up  close." 

This  was  done,  and  before  the  driver  could  descend 
from  his  perch,  NeU  was  out  on  the  pavement. 

**  Tou  need  not  get  down,"  he  said,  not  wishing  to 
cause  any  unnecessary  questioning.  ^'  I  will  be  back  in 
a  moment."  And  with  a  lady-like  shake  of  hb  sable 
drapery  he  entered  the  drug  store.  Very  soon  he  re- 
turned, bearing  in  his  hand  a  glass  of  rich,  red  wine — 
and  followed  by  a  clerk,  who  carried  sal  volatile  and 
other  restoratives.  He  put  hb  foot  upon  the  carriage- 
step  and  glanced  in ;  then  started  back,  with  an  exclama- 
tion of  amaiement  and  sodden  anger.  The  carriage  was 
empty* 
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CHAPTER    XXXVin. 


"I  don't  believe  she  did  it. 


99 


Two  hours  later  Francis  Ferrars  was  sitting  in  the 
room,  that,  by  common  consent,  had  become  a  rendezvous 
for  the  three  detectives.      He  had  left  Rob  Jocelyn  two 

hours  before,  engaged  in  a  losing  game  of  poker  with  that 

• 

limb  of  the  newspaper  fraternity,  Mr.  George  Fordham, 
who  seemed  equally  at  home  with  the  cards  or  the  quill ; 
and  had  betaken  himself  to  these  rooms,  which  Bathui'st 
declared  had  now  become  common  property,  to  reflect, 
and  to  take  a  second  and  more  thorough  review  of  the 
wallet  of  Jason  Bradwardine,  and  all  the  memoranda 
collected  by  Jocelyn  and  Bathurst,  concerning  this  man, 
and  the  hunted  Lenore  Armyn.  They  had  all  been 
placed  in  his  possession  by  the  two  detectives,  and  they 
were  now  spread  over  the  table  before  him. 

**  It  certainly  looks  dark,'*  he  muttered,  after  perus- 
ing the  last  scrap  of  Bathurst's  jottings,  '^  and  yet — the 
girl  comes  of  a  brave,  high-souled  race ;  I  don't  think 
that  one  sinister  drop  ever  yet  flowed  in  their  veins ;  and 
if  this  girl  has  struck  an  enemy,  in  the  dark,  she  must  be 
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indeed  degenerate ;  I  don't  believe  it,  I  can't ;  although 
the  proYOcation  was  great.  But,  guilty  of  this  crime,  or 
innocent,  she  has  something  which  she  wishes  to  conceal. 
Before  this  mockery  of  marriage,  and  this  murder  trans- 
pired, the  girl  had  a  mystery.  In  that  I  fully  agree  with 
Bathurst — but,  in  spite  of  this  mass  of  evidence,  I  do  not 
believe  that  she  murdered  her  husband." 

He  arose,  paced  the  room  for  a  few  moments,  and 
then  began  slowly  to  gather  up  the  papers.  While  he 
was  thus  engaged,  a  key  turned  in  the  door,  and  he  lifted 
his  head  to  see  Neil  Bathurst  in  his  feminine  disguise, 
enter  the  room.  Neil  closed  the  door  behind  him  with 
great  deliberation,  and  then  crossing  the  room,  flung  him- 
self down  in  a  big  chair  and  began,  slowly  and  with  great 
apparent  ease,  to  remove  his  female  habilaments.  First 
of  all,  tiie  tight-fitting  morocco  boots,  with  their  excru- 
ciating high  heels;  next  the  widow's  bonnet  and  cap; 
following  this,  cuffs,  collar  and  accompanying  adorn- 
ments ;  and  all  the  time  dead  silence  between  the  two. 

Francis  Ferrars  calmly  continued  his  work  of  gather- 
ing up  the  papers,  and  scarcely  glanced  at  this  silent  dis- 
robing process. 

Finally  Neil  looked  up,  with  one  hand  clutching  at 
the  wig  which  Rob  had  denominated  ^^  sorrel,"  and 
in  a  voice  of  deepest  Bolemnitr : 
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**  Ferrars,  I*ve  been  done  I  '* 

Ferrars  looked  at  him  inquiringly,  but  said  nothing. 

*^  I've  been  done,*'  pursued  Neil.  ^^  And  by  that 
wisp  of  a  girl." 

"What I  Lenore  Armyn?" 

"  Tes ;  Lenore  Armyn/'  grabbing  off  the  wig,  and 
flinging  it  spitefully  across  the  room. 

Ferrars  sat  down,  and  looked  at  him  gravely. 

"  Do  you  mean  that  she  has  escaped  ? "  he  asked 
slowly. 

"  That's  just  what  I  mean  I  She  played  me  the  neat- 
est trick ;  by  Joye,"  his  face  breaking  into  a  smile,  "  I 
can't  help  but  admire  the  girl." 

Ferrars  smiled  too,  at  this  outburst.  "And  Brad- 
wardine,  what  of  him  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Oh,  he's  safe  enough,  but  probably  not  very  com- 
fortable," with  a  short  laugh.  "  I'll  tell  you  all  about  it 
in  a  ji%." 

At  this  moment  there  oame  a  vigorous  thump  on  the 
door,  and  then  Rob  Jocelyn's  voice  was  heard  outside. 

"  Let  a  fellow  in,"  he  said,  with  a  second  thump. 

Ferrars  arose  and  quietly  drew  back  the  bolts,  and 
instantly  Bob  bounced  into  their  presence. 

"Hallo I  widow,"  he  exclaimed,  "is  your  matinee 
out?" 
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*^  Yes,  it's  out,*'  retorted  Neil,  grimly ;  **  and  now  I 
am  going  to  tell  Ferrars  all  about  it.  Ton  are  just  in 
time.  Just  you  sit  down  there  and  listen,  and  don't 
you  put  in  your  oar  until  I  am  done.  If  you  do  ^-^" 
He  finished  his  sentence,  or  left  it  unfinished,  with  a 
menacing  gesture ;  and  Rob  dropped  obediently  into  a 
chair  near  Ferrars,  at  the  same  time  bestowing  upon 
Neil  a  comical  grimace. 

**  Blaze  away,  widow,"  he  said,  with  absurd  gravity, 
"rmdumb." 

Neil  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair,  elevated  his 
feet,  and  commenced. 

^*  Well,  I  have  already  told  you  all  that  I  know  con- 
cerning the  roping  in  of  the  girl  through  the  agency  of 
that  ayaricious  old  ballet  mistress.  She  was  duly  in- 
stalled in  that  rookery  that  can  scarcely  ever  find  a 
tenant,  because  of  its  beastly  reputation,  and  things 
went  on  swimmingly.  While  he,  Bradwardine,  went  to 
fetch  the  girl,  I  of  course  remained  in  the  house  to  re- 
ceive them.  Well,  I  put  in  the  time  while  I  was  left 
alone,  and  by  the  time  they  arrived  had  filed  through 
half  a  dozen  locks  and  bolts  so  that  they  would  not  hold 
against  a  stiff  pressure.  So  fu,  good.  Of  course,  Mr.  B. 
was  supposed  to  confide  in  me  ;  he  wanted  us  out  of  the 
way,  myself  and  the  Harris.    He  devised  a  nice  little 
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plan  for  both  of  us :  sending  me  to  look  after  the  woman 
Ellen  Richarda,  down  near  the  street  where  we  rescued 
her  from  his  clutches,  Ferrars ;  and  then  he  sent  Harris 
on  a  fooPs  errand  after  some  ballet  girls,  who  were  sup- 
posed to  live  away  out  in  the  suburbs.  WeU,  when  I 
had  seen  Harris  safely  out  of  the  way,  for  she  left  the 
house  last,  I  came  quietly  back.  As  I  had  expected,  the 
street  door  was  double  locked ;  I  forced  this  open  easily, 
and  crept  up  stairs  and  into  my  own  room.  Presently  I 
heard  my  man  come  along  the  hall  and  knock  at  Miss 
Armyn's  door ;  then  he  entered  the  room,  and  I  opened 
my  door  in  time  to  hear  him  turn  the  key  in  the  lock, 
thus,  as  he  supposed,  locking  himself  in  with  the  girL 
Well,  I  was  not  slow  in  getting  near  that  door,  and  I 
could  hear  every  word.  I  might  have  interfered  sooner 
than  I  did,  but,  upon  my  soul,  I  almost  forgot  myself  in 
listening  to  that  girl.  She  is  braver  than  a  young 
lioness.'' 

He  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  went  on  with  his 
recital;  giving  the  strange  interview  between  Lenore 
and  the  villain  Bradwardine,  almost  word  for  word,  while 
his  listeners  became  more  eager  and  excited  as  the  recital 
approached  the  climax. 

^*  I  shall  never  forget  my  first  sight  of  Lenore  Ar- 
myn,*'  Neil  said,  when  he  had  reached  the  point  where 
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he  had  burst  in  the  door.  **  Standing,  as  she  supposed, 
on  the  brink  of  eternity,  with  the  poison  at  her  yery  lips, 
her  face  was  as  fearless,  as  calm,  and  earnest,  as  the 
face  of  the  bravest  man  that  eyer  faced  death ;  and  it 
looked  as  pure  and  truthful  as  the  face  of  the  Madonna. 
Just  howl  struck  that  phial  from. her  hand  and  felled 
Bradwardine,  I  can  neyer  tell  you ;  I  don't  know  myself. 
I  was  bursting  with  wrath  against  the  one  and  admira- 
tion for  the  other.  Well,  I  didn't  allow  Mr.  Bradwar- 
dine  to  get  up  any  more.  After  the  first  start  and 
tremor  the  girl  seemed  perfectly  self-possessed,  and 
when  I  asked  her  to  keep  Mr.  B.  quiet  with  his  own 
pistol,  she  held  out  her  little  hand  to  show  me  how 
steady  it  was,  and  then  told  him,  with  such  a  dangerous 
look  in  her  eyes,  that  he  had  better  not  tempt  her  by  any 
movement ;  and  he  did  not.  By  my  soul  I  I  believe  he 
was  more  afraid  of  her  than  of  me  I  Well,  I  made  him 
fast,  and  then  we  started  out.  As  we  went  down  she 
seemed  to  begin  to  feel  a  reaction  from  the  excitement 
that  had  kept  her  so  strong.  I  was  not  surprised  at  this ; 
any  other  woman  would  have  fainted  a  dozen  times.  We 
drove  away,  however,  in  the  carriage  that  I  had  stationed 
near  the  house  when  I  started  out  in  the  morning,  and 
she  seemed  to  be  all  done  out.  I  began  to  feel  terribly 
sorry  for  her.    We  Grossed  the  river  and  oame  down  on 
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the  South  Side,  then  we  turned  and  came  into  Randolph 
street ;  well,  here  we  had  to  move  slowly.  Pretty  soon 
the  girl  raised  her  head  from  the  cushions  and  tried  to 
say  something,  and  then  she  fell  over  in  a  faint.  Now,  I 
did  not  want  to  raise  a  fuss,  and  I  did  not  want  every 
one  to  see  her,  so  I  stopped  the  carriage  just  in  front  of  a 
drug-store  that  we  were  passing.     I  got  out,  telling  the 

driver  not  to  get  down,  and  went  in  for  restoratives . 

Well — when  I  came  out  with  my  smelling  salts  and  wine, 
my  lady  was  gone." 

"Gone!" 

**  Gone  I " 

"  Yes.  Gone  I  vanished  I  skipped  I  dodged  me  as 
skillfully  as  an  old  cracksman.  By  the  powers,  gentle- 
men, I  could  not  comprehend  it.*' 

**  And  had  no  one  seen  her  go  ?  *'  asked  Ferrars. 

**  Not  a  soul ;  the  streets  were  thronged,  and  nobody 
observes  anybody  in  such  a  crowd.  The  driver  sat  like  a 
dummy,  looking  straight  before  him,  he  had  not  heard 
her  get  out.  He  was  worse  than  a  wooden  man.  Every- 
thing was  against  me ;  my  disguise  most  of  all.  I  dis- 
missed the  carriage,  and  beat  about  as  well  as  I  coul^; 
I  went  to  the  hack  stand,  but  no  one  had  taken  a  carriage 
for  the  last  half  hour.  Well,  it's  no  use  telling  you  how 
I  tried  to  find  some  trace  of  her ;  I  did  not  find  it,"  and 
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Neil  arose  and  commenced  to  remoye  the  paint  and  false 
eyebrows  from  his  face. 

Rob  Jocelyn  sat  staring  with  owl-like  solemnity  for  a 
few  moments,  and  then  he  broke  out  into  a  perfect  shout 
of  laughter.  Eyen  Francis  Ferrars  could  scarcely  repress 
a  smile. 

**  Didn't  I  tell  you  women  were  the  deyil  ? ""  gasped 
Rob,  between  his  bursts  of  merriment.  ^'  I  say,  Neil,  you 
haye  seen  Miss  Armyn,  anyhow;  now  then  for  your 
theory ;  what  did  her  face  tell  you  ? ' 

*^  Seyeral  things,"  replied  Bathurst,  his  sunny  nature 
beginning  to  assert  itself ;  ^^  but  it  did  not  tell  me  she  was 
going  to  run  away  again,  Rob." 

**  Seriously,  Bathurst,"  said  Francis  Ferrars,  "  I  fear 
that  it  was  solely  on  my  account  that  you  treated  this 
girl  too  much  like  a  guest,  and  too  little  like  a  prisoner. 
And  you  let  that  man  Bradwardine  escape,  too." 

Bathurst  sat  down  again  opposite  Ferrars,  and  leaned 
toward  him. 

^^Look  here,  Ferrars,"  he  said,  slowly,  ^*if  any  one 
saye  you  and  Rob  were  told  that  I  let  this  supposed 
murderess  escape  me,  because  I  was  too  soft-hearted  to  put 
her  under  arrest,  as  it  would  seem  that  I  should  haye 
done,  they  would  set  me  down  for  a  fool.  But  I  tell  you, 
in  spite  of  the  fact  of  her  escape  from  me — I  don't 
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belieye  she  killed  Clarence  Arteveldt.  She  must  be  found, 
but  she  shall  not  be  arrested,  until  I  haye  a  reason  for 
reversing  my  present  opinion.  I  belieye  that  I  know  why 
she  deceived  me,  and  thus  made  her  escape,  but  never 
mind  that.  As  for  Jason  Bradwardine,  you  must  remem- 
ber that  the  girl  had  told  him  of  the  accusation  against 
her.  Now,  if  I  had  sent  him  to  the  lock-up,  he  would 
have  justified,  or  tried  to  justify  himself,  by  saying  that 
the  girl  was  a  murderess ;  then  the  hue  and  cry  would 
have  been  raised  in  earnest.  I  have  left  him  free,  or 
within  the  reach  of  freedom,  and  now  he  will  hardly  dare 
approach  the  authorities  on  the  subject.  However,  it's 
perilous  to  the  girl  either  way  ;  if  he  can  find  her,  he  will 
kill  her  if  he  can  ;  if  we  put  him  in  limbo,  he  might  make 
trouble  for  her,  that  would  be  almost  as  bad  as  death 
itself." 

**And  you  don't  believe  that  she  committed  the 
deed?"  asked  Rob,  in  surprise. 

**  No.  Nor  would  you  if  you  had  heard  her  declare, 
as  I  did,  in  what  she  believed  to  be  her  death  hour,  that 
she  was  innocent.  But  I  have  other  reasons  for  my  belief, 
reasons  that  I  shall  not  mention  now." 

"  And  —  what  will  be  your  next  step  ?  "  asked  Per- 
rars,  who  had  been  watching  Neil's  face  closely. 
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^*  Nothing  —  concerning  Miss  Armyn,  except  turn  hei 
over  to  you." 

"Tome?** 

**  Yes  —  if  you  can  find  her.*' 

"  Thank  you  —  I  tinll  find  her,**  replied  Feirars,  reso- 
lutely. 

"  Well  I  I  must  turn  my  thoughts  to  other  things.  No 
use  for  me  to  look  for  her,  she  would  vanish  from  before 
my  very  eyes." 

"Heavens I*'  ejaculated  Rob  Jocelyn,  "it  takes  t^e 
women  to  outwit  us.  Now  there's  my  murderess,  and 
there's  the  young  lady  with  the  opal  set,  —  well  I  it*8  a 
queer  world." 

"Yes,  it's  a  queer  world,"  assented  Neil  Bathurst. 
"And  now,  Ferrars,  consider  the  finding  of  Lenore 
Armyn  your  affitir.  But  when  you  find  her,  in  heaven's 
name,  keep  her.  Is  this  my  packet  of  papers?"  laying 
his  hand  upon  the  bundle  just  collected  by  Ferrars. 

"Yes,"  replied  the  English  detective,  "but  —  if 
you  don't  object,  I  will  keep  them  for  a  little  while 
longer." 

"  Oh,  certainly.  Ferrars,  I  wish  I  could  help  you  in 
this  matter,  but  to  tell  the  truth  my  head  is  full  of  another 
thing,  and  it  is  something  that  requires  instant  attention. 
We  shall  be  divided  in  work  for  a  little  time." 
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••  True,*'  responded  Ferrars ;  **  why,  man,  I  don't  need 
your  help  to  find  a  girl  who  must  be  in  the  city.  I 
should  be  able  to  find  her  and  then  be  ready  to  help 
you." 

^^  You  had  better  be  ready  to  help  me  and  that  soon,*' 
broke  in  Rob  Jocelyn ;  *^  I  shall  need  a  *  pal.*  I'm  going 
into  the  burglary  business/* 

His  two  hearers  laughed,  and  then,  having  prepared 
himself  for  a  fashionable  call,  Bathurst  said :  **  Well,  I 
am  compelled  to  leave  you  now;  wish  me  good  luck, 
gentlemen/* 

«« Where  now,  Neil,**  asked  Rob. 

*^  To  pay  my  addresses  to  Miss  Aura  Durand,*'  replied 
NeU,  and  before  Rob  could  utter  a  comment,  he  was 
gone. 

In  a  few  moments  Rob,  too,  took  his  departure,  and 
then  Francis  Ferrars  seated  himself  at  the  table, 
reopened  Neil's  packet  of  memoranda,  and  for  more 
than  an  hour  sat  studying,  making  pencil  notes,  and 
thinking.  Suddenly  he  erected  his  head  and  sat  looking 
straight  before  him. 

*^  I  have  found  it,**  he  said,  aloud.  **  Improbable  as 
it  looks,  I  believe  she  is  there.  I  believe  I  can  find 
Lenore  Armyn.*' 

Rapidly  he  gathered  up  the  papers,  donned  hat  and 
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coat,  and  hurried  out  upon  the  street.  He  went  straight 
to  the  place  where  Lenore  had  escaped  Bathurst,  and 
erossing  oyer  to  the  opposite  side,  walked  two  or  three 
ti  nues  around  the  square  whioh  enclosed  that  block. 


.   I 
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CHAPTER    XXXIX. 


AN  HEIBB88  DBPOBBD. 


A  week  had  passed  since  the  deliverance  of  Lenore 
Armyn  from  the  hands  of  Jason  Bradwardine,  and  her 
subsequent  flight  from  Neil  Bathurst,  A  week  had 
elapsed  since  the  conference  of  the  three  detectives ;  and 
since  that  day  not  one  of  them  had  seen,  or  heard,  aught, 
of  the  other  two.  It  has  been  a  week,  too,  since  Mr. 
Durand,  accompanied  by  his  invalid  wife,  and  a  faithful 
servant,  left  the  city.  He  had  been  suddenly  called 
away  on  business,  and  he  had  insisted  upon  taking  Mrs. 
Durand  with  him,  arguing  that  the  change  of  climate 
would  benefit  her,  as  he  was  going  south.  Mrs.  Durand 
had  been  her  own  housekeeper,  and  she  had  taken  their 
best  servant  with  her,  but  fortunately  Mr.  Durand  had 
been  able  to  procure  the  services  of  a  widow  lady,  who 
could  not  only  act  as  housekeeper,  but  as  chaperone  and 
companion  to  Miss  Aura,  who  was  thus  rendered  free 
from  all  responsibility,  while,  virtually,  mistress  of  the 
mansion. 

It  was  a  dreary,  rainy  morning,  and  Aura  Durand  sat 
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in  her  dressing  room,  partaking  of  breakfast,  and  think- 
u^gi  upon  some  disagreeable  subject,  if  one  might  judge 
from  the  expression  of  her  countenance.  Her  reverie 
was  interrupted,  however,  and  the  current  of  her 
thoughts  turned  into  a  new  channel,  by  the  entrance 
of  a  servant,  bearing  upon  a  salver  several  letters  and 
billets. 

Miss  Durand  took  them  up,  one  after  the  other,  and 
glanced  at  the  superscription.  Then  she  uttered  a  little 
triumphant  coo,  and  hurriedly  opened  one  of  the  letters. 
It  read  as  follows,  and  speaks  for  itself: 

Mist  Aura  Durand: 

Kind  Friend^  How  grateful  I  should  be  that  I  am  permitted  to  caU 
yon  thus.  Yonr  delicioas  little  note  —  quite  too  brief —  is  at  hand,  and  I 
thank  you  for  thus  remembering  and  fulfilling  your  promise  to  send  me  a 
sample  of  your  late  companion's  handwtiting.  In  response  to  your  plea, 
that  I  wiU  not  use  your  hastily  spoken  words,  or  this  writing,  to  the  injury 
of  Miss  A-^— ,  I  will  only  say  that  your  will,  is  my  law. 

I  am  surprised  to  hear  of  your  father's  absence  from  the  city ;  how  much 
alone  you  must  feel.  I  can  not  tell  when  I  shall  return  to  C  ^— ,  b«t  rest 
assured  that  before  I  Tisit  any  other  friends,  I  shaU  come  to  you. 

Yours  siaoeiely,  N.  A.  BATHURar. 

^*  Really,"  said  Miss  Durand,  pursing  up  her  lips, 
^^this  is  better  than  I  expected.  He  will  come  to  me 
first.  Ah,  Neil  Bathurst,  when  I  have  won  you,  you 
shall  aid  me  to  crush  mine  enemy/' 

And,  smiling  triumphantly,  she  took  a  sip  of  ohoco- 
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late,  and  then  turned,  still  smiling,  to  pemse  the  other 
letters. 

Sweet  Friend —  Yon  are  not  neighborly ;  yon  are  changed.  This  must 
not  be.  I  need  yonr  charming  society.  I  shall  go  shopping  to-morrow; 
will  yon  make  it  convenient  to  call  for  me  with  your  carriage,  or  shall  I 
come  around  to  the  mansion  ? 

I  hare  a  ticket  for  the  Tip  Top  Club  masquerade,  thanks  to  my  late 
intimacy  with  you.  I  wish  to  go ;  we  will  go  together,  I  think.  To-monow 
we  will  consult  as  to  costumes.  Yours  till  death,  NiNA. 

This  was  the  next  letter,  and  Miss  Durand  threw  it 
upon  the  floor  and  trampled  it  under  her  small  feet. 

^*  Insolent !  *'  she  hissed.  **  Fool,  fool  t  she  is  going 
too  fieur.  What  does  she  think  I  am  made  of.  Oh,  for  the 
day  when  I  shall  see  her  mined  utterly.** 

With  this  unchristian  aspiration  upon  her  lips,  she 
paced  up  and  down  the  dining  room ;  and  where,  &  short 
time  before,  a  smile  of  triumph  had  rested,  there  now  sat 
a  look  of  fear  and  hatred. 

Finally  she  threw  herself  down  in  the  dressing  chair, 

once  more  looking  calmer,  but  very  determined,  and  took 

up  the  next  letter.    It  was  from  Mr.  Durand,  the  first 

she  had  received  since  their  departure.    And  this  is  what 

it  contained : 

St.  Loins, .. 

Dkak  Cbhj)  :— We  an  here  sale  sad  reiy  comfortable,  and  yon  will 

be  Tery  glad  to  know  that  yoor  mother's  health  is  improring  wonderfuUy. 

We  shall  remain  here  some  time  longer,  just  how  long  I  can't  say.    And 

aow  cones  a  matter  which  it  grievee  me  to  write  upon,  yet  it  mnst  bedone. 

•S* 


538  THB  LAKBSIDB  8EBIBB. 

Here  Aura  started  and  looked  around  involuntarily. 

I  had  hoped  and  expected  never  to  be  under  the  necessity  of  saying 
what  I  am  abont  to  say.  I  have  never  told  you  much  of  my  family  history, 
only  that  at  this  present  moment  I  stood  quite  alone  in  the  world,  as  also 
did  my  wife,  except  that  we  have  each  other.  Now,  however,  I  must  tell 
yon  that  I  had  a  brother,  who,  many  years  ago,  became  alienated  from  his 
family  and  friends.  One  by  one  the  rest  passed  away,  and  my  father^s  large 
fortune  came  into  my  hands.  But  yesterday,  among  the  letters  forwarded 
to  me,  came  one  from  this  brother's  only  son.  My  brother  is  dead,  and  he 
has  recommended  his  son  to  my  care.  He  is  a  young  man,  just  of  age,  he 
informs  me,  and  is  my  next  of  kin,  and  lawful  heir  of  my  wealth,  moraUy  as 
weU  as  legally.    I  am  bound  to  promote  the  interests  of  this  young  man. 

When  I  adopted  you  it  was  with  the  belief  that  I  could  one  day  make 
you  my  heiress.  But  this  can  not  be  now.  I  shall  make  my  will  settling  upon 
]rou  a  comfortable  income ;  the  rest  must  go  to  my  brother's  son.  This,  ol 
course,  wiU  not  affect  you  as  it  would  have  done  were  you  a  young  man. 
Probably  it  will  not  be  long  before  you  make  a  good  marriage,  and  then 
your  income  will  become  your  marriage  portion.  While  we  live  you  will 
have  eveiy  want  supplied  as  heretofore,  and — ^who  knows — when  yon  have 
seen  this  new  nephew  of  mine,  which  will  be  soon,  you  may  find  in  him 
what  Mfss  Annin  used  to  call  poor,  unfortunate  Arteveldt,  "a  man  to  adore." 

But  my  letter  grows  long  and  there  is  more  to  say.  My  nephew 
writes  that  he  will  arrive  in  the  city  on  Friday.  His  letter  has  been  unac- 
countably delayed,  and  this  letter  wiU  barely  reach  you  before  that  day. 
Of  course  he  will  make  my  house  his  home  in  the  future,  and  yon  will  be  his 
little  entertainer  until  we  return.  Please  see  that  Mrs.  Richards  prepares 
Kim  the  best  room,  and  at  he  is  a  stnnger  in  the  city  there  will  be  much 
that  you  can  show  him. 

I  would  hasten  my  retvni  <m  hit  tcconnt,  but  that  is  quite  impossible, 
io  I  leave  my  new  found  heir  in  your  hands.  I  write  him  a  letter  by  this 
same  mail,  which  Mrs.  Richards  will  deliver  to  him  when  he  comes.  I 
trust  when  I  return  to  find  you  two  on  the  moat  cousinly  terms,  and  now  I 
wiU  say  no  more.  We  said  jou  the  best  we  have  to  send,  our  united 
regard.  Y«uift  jAMis  U  Doeand. 

P.  S. — My  nephew's  name  it  Cktrles  Duaad. 


8HADOWXD  BT  THRKB.  641 

This  was  the  letter,  the  perusal  of  which  left  Aura 
Durand  sitting  pale  as  a  corpse  and  motionless  as  a  stat- 
ne.  A  long,  long  time  she  sat  thus,  the  letter  fallen  at  her 
feet,  her  small  hands  clenched,  her  lips  tightly  compressed, 
and  her  eyes  fixed  in  a  glassy  stare  at  vacancy.  Minute 
after  minute  passed  away,  until  at  last  a  ftill  half  hour 
had  gone  by,  and  yet  the  girl  never  moved.  What  finally 
aroused  her  was  the  silver  chime  of  a  little  bronze  clock 
just  opposite.  She  started,  seeming  to  listen  mechanical- 
ly, and  then  she  sprang  up  and  did  what  Nina  Annin  had 
once  seen  her  do.  She  crossed  over  to  a  dressing  case, 
opened  a  drawer,  took  out  a  small  phial,  lifted  it  to  her 
lips,  and  then,  replacing  it  carefully,  turned  away,  look- 
ing like  her  own  calm  self  once  more.  She  went  back 
to  the  table  then,  picked  up  the  letter  and  reperused  its 
contents. 

^^  Friday,"  she  said ;  **  why  to-day  is  Friday,  and  Mr. 
Charles  Durand  is  about  to  arrive.  The  genius  of  my 
fate  is  certainly  growing  fickle.  Let  me  see.  I  am  no 
longer  a  prospective  heiress ;  and  Charles  Durand  sup- 
plants me.    So  be  it  I    But — ^the  race  is  only  begun.'* 

And  Miss  Durand  turned  away  from  the  table  and 
touched  the  bell.  Then  she  gathered  up  her  letters  and 
put  them  carefully  away ;  all  but  the  letter  from  Nina 
Annin.    This  she  rolled  into  a  ball,  and  flung  it  into  the 
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grate.  It  fell,  not  among  the  ooals,  howeyer,  bnt  just 
short  of  the  flame,  finding  lodgment  among  the  ashes. 
In  a  moment  her  maid  responded  to  her  ring,  and  then 
Miss  Durand  said : 

^^  Laura,  go  and  ask  Mrs.  Richards  if  she  is  at  leisure 
to  come  up  here  just  now.  And  as  soon  as  she  leaves  me 
do  you  come  up  and  dress  me  for  the  morning." 

Laura  vanished,  and  in  a  few  moments  a  soft  rap 
sounded  upon  the  door. 

*^Come,"  said  Miss  Durand,  in  a  silvery,  childlike 
tone,  and  promptly  the  door  opened,  and  Mrs.  Richards, 
the  new  duenna  and  housekeeper;  glided  in.  Mrs.  Rich- 
ards was  a  handsome  woman,  despite  her  somewhat  care- 
worn look,  and,  strange  as  the  fact  may  seem,  notwith- 
standing her  weeds  and  widow's  cap,  she  looked  wonder- 
fully like  the  Ellen  Richards  who  had  been  stabbed,  in  a 
certain  disreputable  house,  some  five  months  since. 

^*  Be  seated,  Mrs.  Richards,"  said  Aura,  looking  up, 
with  a  bright  smile,  as  her  visitor  entered. 

Mrs.  Richards  sank  down  in  a  low  chair  close  beside 
the  grate,  shivering  as  she  did  so. 

**  It  is  so  chilly  this  morning  ;  is  not  the  wind  dreary  ? 
and  yet,"  bending  nearer  the  grate,  *^it  hardly  allows 
the  fire  to  burn." 

^  I  am  not  at  all  sensitive  to  the  cold,"  replied  Aura, 
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pleasantly.  **,  I  asked  70a  to  come  up  at  this  early  hour, 
Mrs.  Richards,  to  tell  you  that  we  are  to  have  a  visitor. 
Did  papa  write  you  ?  *' 

^*  Only  that  his  nephew  was  coming,  Miss  Durand ; 
he  referred  me  to  you  for  orders." 

"  And  you  know  I  don't  give  orders,"  smiled  Aura. 
^*  My  cousin  arrives  to-day,  and  papa  wishes  him  espe- 
cially honored  in  this  house  ;  you  and  I  must  entertain 
him  royally,  Mrs.  Richards.  By  the  way,  did  not  papa 
send  a  letter  for  cousin  Charles  ?  " 

"  Yes."  Mrs.  Richard  drew  still  nearer  the  fire  and 
held  up  her  hands  to  catch  the  warmth.  In  so  doing  her 
handkerchief  dropped  from  her  fingers  and  fell  inside  the 
grate.  She  snatched  it  up  with  a  quick  exclamation,  and 
when  she  put  it  in  her  pocket  the  roll  of  crumpled  paper 
was  no  longer  among  the  ashes. 

**  Papa  said  that  he  had  sent  such  a  letter,  and  that  I 
had  better  deliver  it.  So  if  you  will  send  it  up  by 
Laura " 

^*  I  will  bring  it  up,"  said  Mrs.  Richards,  rising.  ^*  It 
is  locked  in  my  desk." 

*^And  you  will  see  that  his  rooms  are  in  perfect 
order  ?  " 

*^  All  the  rooms  here  are  that,"  replied  Mrs.  Richards, 
and  then  she  took  her  departure. 
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^'  Dress  me  in  my  most  becoming  negligf^^  said  Aura, 
when  her  maid  reappeared.  **  Take  especial  pains, 
Laura.     Did  Mrs.  Richards  send  up  a  letter  by  you  ?  ** 

**  No,  miss,"  replied  Laura,  letting  down  the  soft 
masses  of  blonde  hair.  ^  Mrs.  Richards  is  in  the  guest 
chambers." 

^*  Well,  she  will  bring  it  presently,"  said  Aura. 

But  Mrs.  Richards  entirely  forgot  to  bring  the  letter. 
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CHAPTER  XL. 


OBEEK     MEETS      GREEK. 


In  due  time  Mr.  Charles  Durand  arrived  at  his  uncle's 
mansion,  and  was  received  by  Aura  with  the  most  charm- 
ing cordiality.  He  was  installed  in  the  best  and  most 
commodious  suite  of  rooms,  and  Mrs.  Richards  went 
about  her  duties  with  an  air  of  dignity,  and  a  new  sense 
of  importance,  as  if  she  were  ministering  to  the  wants  of 
angels,  and  was  not  unaware  of  the  fact. 

Aj9  for  Charles  Durand,  himself,  he  took  things 
very  calmly  and  quietly — in  fact,  calm  and  quiet,  seemed 
the  normal  condition  of  this  fortunate  young  man.  In 
appearance,  he  was  not,  as  Aura  remarked  confidentially 
to  herself,  **much  to  speak  of.''  He  was  a  very  pale 
young*  man,  and  a  very  languid  young  man.  His  hair 
was  very  light,  and  worn  rather  long;  likewise  it  was 
parted  in  the  middle.  He  wore  a  pair  of  straggling, 
light,  and  long  Dundreary  whiskers,  but  his  upper  Up 
was  smooth-shaven.  He  had  the  air  of  a  student ; 
and,  as  he  informed  Aura,  was  just  out  of  college 
His  father,  he  said,  had  intended  him  for  a  lawyer — ^bvkV 

Ks 
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he  didn't  know  what    he  woald  do;    should   put  the* 
matter  to  a  vote,  when  ''Uncle  James"    oame  home.- 
And  then  Aura  had  smiled  strangely.    The  young  man's 
admiration  for  Aura  was  unbounded.    He  seemed  quite 
ready  to  fall  down  and  become  her  slave. 

It  was  the  afternoon  following  that  on  which  he  had 
arrived  at  his  uncle's  door,  and  Mr.  Durand  and  his  fair 
**  Cousin  Aw-ra,"  as  he  rendered  the  pretty  name,  were 
seated  by  the  library  fire,  cosfly  chatting.  Rather,  the 
lady  sat  and  chatted;  Mr.  Charles  Durand,  who 
seemed  quite  ignorant  of  some  of  the  proprieties, 
lounged  and  listened,  and  occasionally,  almost  yawned 
in  the  face  of  his  fair  entertainer.  It  was  the  after* 
noon  mentioned  by  Miss  Annin,  in  her  note,  as  favora- 
ble  for  shopping,  and  from  time  to  time,  Aura  glanced 
at  her  watch,  as  if  waiting  the  approach  of  some  hour, 
or  event.  Presently  the  thing  expected  occurred ;  the 
footman  entered  the  room  and  announced,  ^^  Miss  Annin.'* 

*'  Show  her  in,"  said  Miss  Durand,  promptly.  And 
in  another  moment  Nina  Annin,  richly  dressed,  and 
smiling  blandly,  entered  the  room. 

Aura  Durand  arose  to  welcome  her  with  well-feigned 
cordiality ;  and,  after  one  sharp  glance  of  inquiry,  not 
unmixed  with  derision.  Miss  Annin  responded  in  kind. 
And  then,  **  my  friend,  Misa  Annin,"  was  introduced  to 
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<«  my  Cousin  Charles ;  '*  and  cousin  Charles  arose  to  the 
occasion,  and  drawled  out  several  original  and  interesting 
remarks  about  the  weather,  etc.  After  a  little,  Miss 
Annin  turned  to  Aura. 

"Ain't  you  going  shopping  with  me.  Aura,  dear?" 
she  asked,  reproachfully;  "I  am  sure  your  cousin  will 
excuse  you." 

"  Of  course  I  will,"  responded  Charles,  good  natur- 
edly;  "I  wouldn't  much  mind  going  shopping  myself, 
either." 

"  Would  you  really  like  to  go,  cousin  7  "  asked  Aura, 
with  a  little  malicious  twinkle  of  her  eye.  "Then  in 
that  case,  I  will  go,  of  course." 

"  Then  that  is  settled,"  said  Nina  Annin,  composedly. 
"  Mr.  Durand,  we  are  going  to  talk  about  dresses  now." 

The  young  man  looked  up  in  some  alarm. 

"  Are  you  I "  he  said.  "  Well  then,  I  will  not  be 
missed.  Aura,  I  want  to  go  and  answer  uncle  James' 
letter.  You  have  made  me  forget  all  about  it,  and  he 
said,  answer  immediately."  And  Mr.  Charles  Durand 
arose  slowly,  stifled  another  yawn,  and  lounged  out  of 
the  room. 

"  Grood  heavens  I  what  manners  I "  ejaculated  Nina 
Annin,  looking  after  him.  "Where  did  you  pick  him 
up,  Aura?** 
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**I  hare  not  picked  him  up,**  retorted  Miss  Anra, 
with  a  marked  change  of  tone.  ^^He  is  papa's  own 
nephew,  and  very  wealthy." 

**  Oh  I  he's  wealthy,  is  he  ?  Well,  he  certainly  needs 
some  such  redeeming  qualification.  But  you  should  not 
so  suddenly  change  your  manner,  my  dear;  suppose 
some  one  were  to  hear,  from  the  next  room,  for  in- 
stance ?  •• 

*^ Nobody  can  hear  from  the  next  room;  the  next 
room  is  locked." 

Nevertheless  she  went  over  and  flung  wide  the  silken 
lined  glass  door  between  the  two  rooms,  and  then  crossed 
to  the  outer  door  and  tried  it. 

*^  Nobody  ever  goes  in  there,**  she  said,  coming  back 
to  the  library.  *^It's  papa's  especial  sanctum,  and  is 
always  locked  when  he  is  away.  Now,  then,"  turning 
impatiently  apon  her  visitor,  ^^  what  do  you  want  now. 
I  am  getting  tired  of  this  sort  of  thing." 

**  That's  a  pity — ^under  the  circumstances,**  retorted 
Miss  Annin,  serenely. 

^*  Under  the  circumstances,  it  is,"  said  Aura  Durand, 
coming  closer  to  Miss  Annin.  *^  The  circumstances  are  a 
little  in  my  favor  at  present." 

^*  Are  they  7  "    With  mocking  incredulity. 

^  They  are,  indeed.    I  think  I  shall  convince  you  thlit 
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yon  had  better  not  presume  too  much  upon  our  past 
relations.'* 

**  Really  I  Perhaps  you  will  favor  me  with  your  first 
argument  ?  '*  mocked  Miss  Annin. 

Aura  Durand  leaned  toward  her  and  whispered  some- 
thing in  her  ear,  something  that  made  her  start  and  turn 
pale.  Only  for  a  moment,  however,  then  she  rallied,  and 
gazed  at  Aura  with  a  strange  fixed  look. 

**  You  see.  Miss  Annin,  that  you  are  a  little,  a  very 
little,  in  my  power,''  said  Aura  Durand,  triumphantly. 

*^  I  see,"  retorted  Nina  Annin,  slowly,  ^*  that  you  have 
put  a  halter  about  your  own  neck." 

Then  she  put  her  hand  into  her  pocket,  took  from 
it  a  little  purse,  drew  from  thence  a  piece  of  dark  cloth, 
and  held  it  before  the  eyes  of  Aura  Durand. 

«« Do  you  see  that?"  she  asked,  sternly,  *^and  do  you 
know  where  I  found  it,  and  what  it  means?  " 

Aura  gazed  at  the  piece  of  cloth  as  if  fascinated,  and 
a  hunted,  baffled  look  came  into  her  eyes. 

**  Don't  waste  your  breath  in  bravado,*'  continued 
Miss  Annin,  replacing  the  scrap  in  her  little  purse,  and 
the  purse  in  her  pocket.  ^^  I  can  bring  other  proofs  to 
bear  out  this  one.  Don't  let  us  have  any  more  nonsense, 
and,  don't  waste  any  more  time ;  we  are  goii^  shopping." 

^^I  think  you  must  be  mad,"  said  Aura  Durand, 
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turning  away  from  her,  and  speaking  in  a  low  but  dis- 
tinct tone.  '^Tou  oertainly  don't  know  what  you  are 
doing/* 

**'  Bah ! "  retorted  Nina  Annin,  sinking  down  upon  a 
diyan. 

^^Now  then,  about  the  masquerade,  before  that 
precious  cousin  of  yours  returns.  By  the  way,  how 
comes  it  that  papa  and  mamma  are  gone  ?" 

**  They  are  gone  on  business  of  papa's,"  replied  Aura 
coldly.  **I  thought  you  were  talking  about  the  mas- 
querade.'* 

^^So  I  will  be,  presently.  How  is  your  friend,  the 
letective  ?  " 

Aura  looked  up  in  surprise.  **It  seems  you  keep 
thoroughly  posted  in  regard  to  my  movements,"  she  said. 

^^  Certainly.  Why  not  ?  Have  you  any  designs  upon 
Mi.  Bathurst?" 

*^  Designs? 

**  Tes,  matrimonial  of  course,  not  deadly  ones.^ 

*^  Mr.  Bathurst  is  my  very  good  friend ;  don't  trouble 
yourself  about  him." 

^*I  won't.  Do  you  intend  to  marry  him  —  if  you 
can?" 

"If  I  oani" 

"  Well,  you  know  some  men  are  obtuse — suppose  he. 
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too,  should  sea  some  new  face  that  was  just  as  pretty  as 
yours ;  meu  are  fickle ! '' 

"  You  ought  to  know,"  dryly.  "  Why  must  you  go 
to  this  masquerade  ?  " 

^^  I  might  say  that  was  my  affair,  but  I  know  you  will 
sympathize  with  me  when  I  tell  you  that  I  want  to  follow 
George  Fordham,"  replied  Miss  Annin,  coolly. 

**'  I  thought  so,"  rising.  **  If  we  must  go  out  together, 
I  will  ring  for  the  carriage  and  go  and  dress.  We  can 
talk  of  costumes  after." 

^*  Quite  a  change  in  Miss  Aura,"  murmured  Miss 
Annin,  when  she  was  left  alone.  ^^  I  don't  think  we  shall 
have  so  many  airs  in  future." 

At  last  Aura  was  equipped  for  her  drive ;  Mr.  Charles 
Durand  came  down  announcing  that  his  letter  was  just 
finished ;  and  the  three  drove  away  in  the  Durand  car- 
riage, looking  as  high  bred  and  harmonious  a  party  as 
me  could  wish  to  see. 

A  little  later,  Mrs.  Richards  tapped  at  the  door  of  the 
room  belonging  to  Miss  Durand's  maid,  Laura.  It  was 
promptly  opened  and  the  housekeeper,  with  one  hand 
wrapped  in  a  handkerchief,  and  odorous  of  arnica,  smiled 
down  upon  the  weak,  little  maid. 

^*  Laura,"  she  said,  ^*  I  want  you  to  do  me  a  favor ;  I 
have  got  rheumatism  in  my  hand  to-day,  I  am  subject  to 
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it,  and  I  want  to  Bend  a  letter  away  by  the  evening  mail; 
won't  you  just  come  down  to  my  rpom,  and  write  it  for 
me  ?  I  know  you  must  be  a  neat  little  penman.  Oome 
down,  and  then  we  will  have  a  nice  cosy  tea  together.** 

Laura  hesitated  a  little,  but  she  was  not  proof  against 
the  flattery  of  Mrs.  Richards  and  the  prospects  of  a  cosy 
supper  with  her  superior,  and  the  result  was  a  natural 
one  —  she  went  down  to  Mrs.  Richards'  pleasant  private 
sitting  room  and  indited  quite  a  long  letter  from  that 
lady's  dictation,  addressed  it  to  a  far  distant  city,  and  left 
it  in  the  hands  of  the  friendly  housekeeper. 

*^You  must  come  down  and  sit  with  me  oftener, 
Laura,''  said  Mrs.  Richards,  when  later  they  sat  at  tea 
together.  *^I  didn't  know  you  were  such  delightful 
company ;  you  are  really  too  refined  and  dainty  to  be  a 
mere  lady's  maid." 

And  Laura -was  immensely  flattered,  and  mentally 
pronounced  Mrs.  Richards  a  very  sensible  woman. 

Meantime  Miss  Annin  and  Aura  drove  from  shop  to 
shop,  accompanied  by  the  admiring  and  much  impressed 
cousin^  Charles.  As  they  were  descending  from  the  car- 
riage, in  front  of  one  of  the  State  street  dry  goods 
palaces,  three  gentlemen  came  down  the  street  together. 
Aura  Durand  nodded  to  one  of  these,  but  Nina  Annin 
made  a  signal  for  him  to  approach.     He  dropped  the  arm 
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of  the  taller  of  his  two  companionB  and  stepped  to  the 
side  of  the  lady,  while  Aura  Durand  and  her  oousin  stood 
A  little  apart,  waiting. 

^*  See,  Ferrars,"  said  the  taller  of  the  two  gentlemen 
who  now  waited  for  the  third,  ^^  that  girl  who  beckoned 
Fordham,  is  the  young  lady  of  the  *  Opals,'  Miss  Annin, 
•  and  that  other  one  must  be  Miss  Durand  —  by  Jove ! '' 

He  bi^ke  off  with  this  sudden  exclamation,  and  stood 
staring  at  Aura  Durand  and  her  companion  by  turns.  But 
Mr.  Ferrars  scarcely  heeded  him ;  he  was  gazing  fixedly 
at  Nina  Annin. 

^^Jocelyn,"  he  said  at  last,  **who  is  that  girl,  and 
where  does  she  live  ?  " 

** Which?''  withdrawing  his  eyes  from  the  uncon- 
scious face  of  Miss  Durand. 

*^  The  dark  one,  Fordham's  friend." 

«« Why,  I  told  you  it's  the  girl  who  owns  those  opals, 
and  she  is  the  one  who  lives  at  that  house." 

^^Oh,  is  she?"  said  Ferrars,  carelessly,  and  then  he 
added,  iotto  vo0»,  as  Fordham  turned  toward  them,  <*  this 
grows  complicated." 

At  last  the  shopping  expedition  was  over,  and  the  car- 
riage rolled  toward  Mrs.  Rogers'  boarding-house,  where 
Miss  Annin  with  her  purchases  desired  to  be  set  down. 
Suddenly  Nina  Annin  uttered  a  sharp  exclamation,  and 
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then,  Eg  -suddenly,  she  subsided  into  silence,  looking 
fixedly  the  while  at  Aura  Durand,  who,  on  her  part, 
looked  with  profound  surprise  at  the  lady  opposite  her, 
and  seemed  utterly  unconscious  of  any  cause  for  this 
unexpected  ejaculation,  or  of  its  meaning. 

Miss  Annin  had  put  her  hand  to  her  pocket  to  find 
that  her  purse  was  gone. 
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CHAPTER    XLL 

I*0X7in>  AT  QSNTLElfAN  JEFF'S. 

Francis  Ferrars  and  Rob  Jocelyn  had  met,  for  the 
first  time  since  the  conference  of  the  three  detectives,  on 
the  day  of  Lenore's  second  escape  from  Neil  Bathurst, 
not  half  an  hour  previous  to  the  encounter  with  Miss 
Annin,  Aura,  and  ^*  cousin  Charles  *'  upon  State  street. 

Their  meeting  was  in  this  wise:  Rob  Jocelyn  had 
been  roping  George  Fordham  for  the  past  week,  almost 
to  the  exclusion  of  everything  else,  and  the  English 
detective  had  been,  for  reasons  best  known  to  himself, 
haunting  the  genteel  gambling  houses  for  the  same 
length  of  time.  So  it  chanced  that,  on  this  aftomoon, 
the  three  had  met  at  a  popular  billiard  hall;  and  Rob 
Jocelyn,  who  had  entered  the  place  in  company  with 
Fordham,  hastened  to  inform  that  gentleman  that  *^  yon- 
der was  a  green  English  swell  whom  he,*'  Rob,  *^had 
dropped  to  some  time  before  and  won  money  from ;  *'  and 
soon  the  three  were  on  the  most  amicable  terms.  Ford- 
ham was  beginning  to  believe  in  the  gullibility  and  the 
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tendenoj  to  rascality  that  Rob  professed,  and  they  de- 
oided  to  **  take  the  Englishman  in." 

The  three  had  sauntered  out  upon  State  street,  where 
they  had  encountered  the  shopping  party,  and  after  this 
meeting  they  sauntered  on,  discussing  their  plans  for  the 
evening.  It  was  finally  decided  that  they  should  pass  it 
together  in  some  one  of  the  many  agreeable  ways  of 
passing  time  that  are  known  to  gentlemen  of  the  sport- 
ing fraternity,  and  then  Mr.  Fordham  said : 

^*  And  now,  gentlemen,  I  must  leave  you  for  a  while  ; 
a  reporter  is  not  his  own  man.  I  must  be  at  the  o£Bce 
for  the  next  three  hours,  after  that  I  will  join  you  at  the 
place  suggested ;  in  the  meantime,"  with  a  wink  to  Rob, 
*^  I  leave  you  to  take  care  of  each  other." 

Rob  returned  the  wink  with  interest,  and  shortly  the 
two  detectives  found  themselves  alone. 

*^  Well,  this  is  rich,*'  began  Jooelyn,  forthwith ;  ^^  so 
you  are  sporting,  Ferrars  ?  " 

*^  Doing  a  little  in  that  line,"  responded  the  English- 
man. *^  I  say,  Jocelyn,  you  will  have  to  make  my  excuse 
to  that  fellow  and  arrange  for  another  meeting ;  I  can't 
be  with  you  to-night." 

"Can't  you?"  said  Rob,  somewhat  ruefully.  "I 
M^y«  you  have  not  had  the  luck  to  find  that  Aladdin's 
lamp  girl,  have  you  7  ** 
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**  I  will  tell  70U  that  to-morrow  at  this  time,''  said 
Ferrars ;  ^^  as  you  say,  she  is  rather  too  much  on  the 
presto  change  order  to  allow  a  man  to  speak  positively. 
I  am  going  to  try  for  her,  as  you  Americans  say,  to- 
night." 

**  No !  Well,  you  are  on  a  slippery  tack  then.  Tou 
must  have  a  strong  clue.  How  will  you  effect  the  cap- 
ture ?  " 

**  By  stratagem,"'  said  Ferrars,  with  a  queer  smile. 
^^And  now,  like  Mr.  Fordham,  I  must  leave  you.  I 
have  hung  on  only  waiting  to  get  a  word  with  you.  At 
what  hour  can  you  be  at  the  rooms  to-morrow  ?  " 

**  Any  time  before  dark." 

"  Say  three  o'clock." 

"  Done." 

•*  Any  news' from  Bathurst?  " 

*^Have  not  heard  from  him,"  said  Rob,  with  a 
peculiar  smile. 

*^  Ah  I  "  said  Ferrars,  smiling  in  turn.  **  Well,  adieu, 
my  friend." 

**  Bye,  bye."     And  so  they  separated. 

Francis  Ferrars  had  conceived  a  sudden  liking  for  the 
promenade  around  the  block,  where  was  located  the  drug 
store  from  before  which  Lenore  Armyn  had  so  myster- 
iouslj  disappeared ;  at  least  he  had  been  there  every 
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eyening  during  the  past  week,  and  now,  soma  three 
hours  after  he  had  separated  from  Jocelyn,  he  was  there 
sauntering  leisurely  along,  now  on  one  side  the  street 
now  on  the  other,  and  now  and  then  his  eye  was  lifted, 
for  a  single  instant,  to  a  certain  window. 

At  about  nine  o'clock  he  entered  the  afore-mentioned 
drug  store,  purchased  some  ^*  brandy  killers,''  and  turned 
his  face  westward,  crushing  the  seeds  between  his  teeth 
as  he  went.  Westward  only  so  far  as  the  comer,  then 
north  until  he  had  reached  the  middle  of  the  block ;  then 
he  ascended  some  stone  steps,  pulled  open  a  green 
leather-covered  door,  up  half  the  length  of  a  broad  flight 
of  stairs,  and  then  he  paused  before  a  second  door ;  a 
strong  door,  battered  and  scarred,  and  having  a  little 
sliding  panel  that  could  only  be  moved  from  within. 
Here  he  rang  a  bell,  and  presently  an  eye  peered  through 
the  small  aperture,  after  which  the  door  swung  open  and 
the  English  detective,  bestowing  a  half  tipsy  nod  upon 
the  colored  gentleman  who  admitted  him,  passed  on  up 
the  stairs. 

**  's,  the  fat  man  here  yet  ?  "  asked  FerraxB,  speaking 
with  an  evident  effort  to  keep  his  tongue  from  tripping. 

**  No,  sir ;  not  yet,"  replied  the  colored  gentleman. 

**  Strange,"  commented  the  visitor.  *^  Coin'  to  oome 
soon — goin'  to  play  wi'  me/' 
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^  All  right,  sir,"  replied  the  servant,  with  a  grin,  and 
throwing  open  the  door,  the  detective  was  ushered  into 
the  gaming  saloon  of  Gentleman  Jeff. 

There  were  few  players  in  the  saloon  at  that  early 
hour,  and  the  proprietor  himself  had  not  yet  appeared. 
Nearly  every  night  of  the  past  week  the  detective  had 
been  thei^e,  losing  money,  drinking  freely,  and  playing  the 
part  of  a  *^  bloody  Englishman,"  to  perfection ;  he 
had  made  the  acquaintance  of  all  the  attaches  of  the 
place,  and  voted  himself  the  fast  friend  of  Gentleman 
Jeff. 

He  lounged  about  now,  making  remarks  that  were  not 
particularly  kind,  and  finally  he  threw  himself  down  upon 
a  divan  at  the  lower  end  of  the  room,  muttering  some- 
thing about  *^  waiting  fer  th'  fat  man,"  and  here  for  some 
time  he  remained  quiet,  and  to  all  appearances  half 
asleep. 

After  a  time  Gentleman  Jeff  made  his  appearance,  and 
some  others  dropped  in.  Whenever  a  new  arrival  entered 
the  Englishman  would  rouse  up,  lift  his  head  ^^to  see  if  it 
were  the  fat  man,"  and  then  subside  again. 

Near  him  was  a  door  which  opened  into  a  sort  of  cloak 
or  dressing  room,  and  from  this  a  door  led  into  the  long 
hall.  The  door  of  entrance  to  the  salon  was  situated  at 
the  head  of  the  stairs,  and  the  second  flight  began  almost 
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where  the  first  left  off ;  that  is  to  say,  opposite  the  en- 
trance door. 

The  servant  who  admitted  visitors,  also  officiated  dur- 
ing the  early  hours  of  the  evening,  when  the  visitors  came 
at  rare  intervals,  as  a  drawer  of  corks.  When  not  thus 
pccupied,  his  station  was  in  the  hall  without,  not  far  from 
the  cloak  room.  Later,  the  servants,  whose  duty  it  was 
to  serve  wine  and  wait  at  supper,  appeared  ;  and  then  the 
usher  confined  his  attentions  to  the  constantly  clanging 
bell- 
Presently  a  party  of  gentlemen  came  in.  They  were 
evidently  persons  of  some  importance  in  the  gambling 
world,  for  the  mast;,er  of  the  establishment  summoned  the 
dark  servant  and  ordered  him  to  open  wine  for  them. 

This  was  the  opportunity  for  which  the  detective  had 
waited.  He  arose  and,  unperceived,  slipped  into  the 
dressing  room.  Then  with  perfect  silence  and  burglarious 
rapidity  he  opened  the  door  leading  into  the  hall,  stepped 
out,  closed  it  behind  him,  stole  like  a  cat  along  the  hall- 
way, swiftly  and  silently  ascended  the  stairs,  and  then 
paused  to  look  about  him.  A  moment's  survey  seemed 
to  suffice;  then  he  moved  up  the  hall,  and  paused  before 
the  door  opening  into  Gentleman  Jeff's  private  apart- 
ments. There  he  paused,  listened  intently  for  a  moment, 
and  then  producing  £rom  his  pocket  a  pair  of  nippers,  and 
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inserting  them  in  the  lock,  lie  turned  the  key.  In  an- 
other moment  he  stood  in  the  splendid  private  den  of  the 
refined  gentleman. 

Seated  near  a  blazing  fire,  that  shone  out  through  the 
great  isinglass  windows  of  a  polished  stove,  that  looked 
like  a  miniature  cathedral,  were  two  women;  one,  an 
elderly  woman,  was  busy  with  some  needle  work ;  the 
other,  who  was  young  and  very  beautiful,  was  reading. 

Upon  hearing  the  entrance  of  the  intruder,  both 
women  looked  up  inquiringly,  and  for  the  first  time  Fran- 
cis Ferrars  saw  the  beautiful  face  of  the  girl  who  had  so 
bewildered  and  bafiSed  three  keen  detectives. 

It  was  Lenore  Anniyii. 
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CHAPTER  XLn. 


rOUND     ONOB     MOBB. 


Qaicklj,  bat  with  a  cool  composure  quite  irresistible, 
the  English  detective  closed  the  door  and  advanced 
toward  the  two. 

**  Oood  evening,  ladies,"  he  said,  with  the  air  of  one 
addressing  some  acquaintance  in  the  drawing  room  of  a 
mutual  friend.  *'  May  I  have  the  pleasure  of  a  few  words 
with  you,  Miss  Armyn  ?  " 

Lenore  had  risen  to  her  feet,  but  the  respectful  atti- 
tude and  address  of  the  intruder  disarmed  her  in  a  meas- 
ure. His  face,  too,  was  so  frank  and  so  earnest,  the  eyes 
gazing  at  her  with  the  sad,  wistful  expression,  that  was 
sometimes  seen  on  the  face  of  Francis  Ferrars.  She  never 
once  thought  of  denying  her  identity,  and  after  a  pro- 
longed look,  straight  into  the  eyes  of  her  visitor,  she 
bowed  a  silent  assent,  and  then  waited  for  him  to  explain 
himself. 

**  Miss  Armyn,''  he  began,  still  in  the  same  earnest, 
almost  pleading  tone,  ^^  I  have  entered  your  presence  by 
stratagem,  beoawe  I  knew  I  could  gain  a  hearing  in  no 
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other  way;  but  I  have  come  as  your  friend,  as  a  friend 
who  can  and  will  serve  you  if  you  will  let  him.  If  you 
will  let  me  speak,  and  will  listen  to  what  I  shall  say,  I 
pledge  you  my  word- — the  word  of  a  man  of  honor,  that 
I  will  let  your  wishes  guide  me  when  I  am  done.  If  you 
bid  me  go  away  and  leave  you  I  will  obey,  and  no  word 
of  mine  will  ever  betray  you.     May  I  go  on  ?  *' 

With  her  eyes  still  fixed  upon  his  face,  Lenore 
resumed  her  seat,  and,  turning  to  the  startled  old  lady, 
who  was  evidently  gathering  herself  up  for  some  desper- 
ate effort,  she  said : 

^^This — gentleman  is  here  now,  we  may  as  well 
listen  to  him.  It  can  make  matters  no  worse ;  pray  do 
not  call  your  son  until  we  hear  what  he  has  to  say." 

Then  turning  to  the  detective,  she  said,  with  a  touch 
of  scorn  in  her  voice,  ^^May  I  ask  who  does  me  this 
honor  ? " 

He  smiled  that  rare,  half  sad  smile  of  his,  and  then 
his  eyes  looked  more  grave  and  more  wistful  than 
before. 

^^  Tou  will  know  that  when  you  have  heard  my  story/' 
he  said;    **  May  I  sit,  Miss  Armyn  ?" 

She  bowed,  and  he  drew  forward  a  chair,  and  seated 
himself  opposite  her.  Then  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a 
packet  of  letters,  and  opening  it,  selected  two  or  three, 
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which,  he  extended  to  Leuore.  "Do  you  know  who 
penned  these  ?  "  he  asked,  almost  reverently. 

Lenore  took  the  letters,  and,  glancing  at  the  first  one, 
uttered  a  low  cry.  They  were  the  letters  found  in  the 
wallet  of  Jason  Bradwardine. 

"Where  did  you  get  these?"  she  asked. 

"  They  were  taken  from  that  prince  of  villains,  Jason 
Bradwardine,"  he  replied. 

"  Do  you  know  him  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  And  you  speak  as  if  you  were  no  friend  to  him/' 

"You  are  right;  I  am  his  bitter  enemy."  Then  he 
put  in  her  hand  two  photographs. 

"  My  mother's  picture,"  said  Lenore,  gazing  sorrow- 
fully at  the  one.    "  Were  these  with  her  letters  ?  " 

"They  were  with  the  letters.  Miss  Armyn,  do  you 
know  the  other  face  ?  " 

Lenore  bent  over  the  picture,  and  murmured,  half  to 
herself,  "I  have  seen  it— or  dreamed  of  it,  long  ago," 
then  she  looked  up  quickly,  "is  it  my" — she  broke  off 
abruptly,  and  flushed  painfully. 

"It  is  your  mother's  husband — ^your  father.  You 
have  seen  him.  Miss  Armyn ;  but  you  were  a  very  young 
child." 

Lenore  bent  over  the  picture  again.    Her  father,  the 
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&tlier  she  had  never  heard  of,  of  whom  she  knew  noth- 
ing ;  she  had  recognized  her  mother's  hoe ;  her  mother's 
handwriting,  and  it  never  once  ooonrred  to  her  now  to 
doubt  the  sincerity  of  the  man  before  lier.  Soon  she 
looked  up  with  a  flash  of  her  olden  imperlonsDess. 

**Did  you  know  mj  father?'*  she  asked*  ^Oan  yon 
tell  me  about  him  ?  " 

The  detective  glanced  at  the  woman  sitting  on  the 
other  side  of  the  fire.    Lenore  interpreted  the  glance.  . 

**l8  your  story  anything  that  others  ought  not  to 
hear  ?  "  she  asked.  ^^  Is  it  anything,"  shuddering,  **  that 
must  be  kept  a  secret  ?  " 

**  I  think  that  all  your  friends  should  know  what  I  am 
about  to  tell  you,"  he  replied,  gravely. 

^^  Then  speak,"  said  Lenore,  with  a  breath  of  relief. 
**This  good  lady  is  a  friend  indeed." 

**I  am  aware  of  that,"  replied  he,  bowing  toward  the 
silent  old  lady.  ^  Then  I  shall  begin  at  once,  only  pre- 
facing my  story  by  saying,  that  I  shall  make  it  as  brief 
as  possible.  And,"  with  a  slight  smile,  ^^.  if  I  am  not 
banished  from  your  presence,  I  can  enlarge  upon  it  later." 

At  this  moment  there  came  a  quick  step  along  the 
hall,  and  then  the  door  opened,  and  Gentleman  Jeff 
appeared  upon  the  threshold.  His  face  became  very 
darkt  as  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  intruder,  but  Francis 
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Ferrars  arose  to  his  feet  with  perfect  composure,  and 
said: 

**  Come  in  Jeff.  And  pray  pardon  the  triok  I  have 
played  jou.  Miss  Armyn,  is  not  this  friend  also  entitled 
to  your  confidence?" 

^'He  is,  indeed  I"  said  Lenore,  warmly.  **Come  in, 
please,  and  hear  what  this  gentleman  is  about  to  say." 

Thus  adjured,  and  much  wondering,  Gentleman  Jeff 
closed  the  door  and  came  toward  the  group. 

'^I  can't  understand  this,"  he  said.  ^^  Have  you  been 
shamming  down  stairs,  sir  ?  "  to  Ferrars. 

^*I  haye  been  shamming,"  replied  Ferrars,  quietly. 
"  Listen,  my  friend,  and  you  will  know  why." 

The  gambler  seated  himself,  with  the  puzzled  look  still 
on  his  face,  and  without  pausing  for  further  explanation, 
the  detective  spoke  as  follows : 

*^  More  than  twenty  years  ago,  the  only  son  of  a  proud 
and  arrogant  English  nobleman  fell  deeply  in  love  with 
a  young  woman,  who  was  the  daughter  of  an  Italian  lady 
of  high  fEunily^  who  had  made  a  misalliance,  marrying  a 
handsome  young  Frenchman,  a  son  of  the  people.  The 
marriage  had  been  a  happy  one,  but  the  parents  had  died 
within  the  same  week,  of  some  malignant  fever,  leaving 
this  daughter  with  a  small  but  sufficient  fortune,  and 
otherwise  at  the  mercy  of  the  world.      As  I  have  before 
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stated,  slie  was  loved  by  an  Englishman  of  noble  blood, 
and  shortly  after  the  death  of  her  parents  they  were 
privately  married ;  they  lived  in  seclusion  for  more  than  a 
year,  and  were  very  happy ;  happier  than  ever  when  their 
child,  a  girl,  was  bom.  But  presently  there  came  a  change. 
The  fftther  of  the  young  husband  knew  nothing  of  this 
marriage ;  he  believed  his  son  to  be  traveling  for  pleasure, 
and  had  himself  chosen  a  wife  to  bestow  upon  him  when 
he  should  tetum.  But  one  day  there  came  an  anonymous 
letter,  telling  him  of  his  son*s  marriage,  revealing  the 
secluded  home  of  the  young  pair,  and  bidding  the  father 
to  go  and  see  for  himself.  Now  the  young  husband 
had  trusted  one  person  with  the  secret  of  his  marriage, 
had  even  permitted  this  trusted  one  to  visit  his  home  and 
know  his  beautiful  wife.  This  man  betrayed  his  trust ; 
step  by  step  he  wormed  his  way  into  the  confidence  of 
the  young  wife,  and  when  one  day  the  husband  went  from 
home,  for  a  two  days'  absence,  his  plot  was  ripe  for  develop- 
ment. On  that  very  day  the  father,  blinded,  mad  with 
pride,  anger  and  disappointment,  came  to  the  home  where 
the  young  wife  was  alone.  A  terrible  scene  ensued,  and 
it  ended  in  the  father's  declaring  that  he  would  give  his 
son  his  choice  between  her  and  him ;  if  he  returned  to  her, 
then  she  might  claim  him,  and  keep  him ;  if  he  did  not  come 
back,  she  must  abide  by  the  oonseqnenoes,  the  law  should 
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free  his  son.  Well,  he  did  not  come  back  ;  through  the 
treachery  and  deceit  of  the  friend  he  had  trusted,  he  was 
kept  away,  and  then  the  schemer  came  with  a  false  tale  to 
the  half  distracted  wife ;  her  husband  had  abandoned  her, 
had  returned  to  his  father,  this  and  much  more  she  was 
made  to  believe,  and  then  her  mother's  fierce  Italian 
blood  asserted  itself;  she  would  take  her  child  and  go 
away ;  above  all  she  would  live.  The  fiery  old  nobleman 
had  made  one  mistake,  the  Church  would  not  annul  the 
marriage,  neither  would  the  State.  She  knew  this,  and 
she  knew,  too,  that  her  infant  daughter  was  heiress,  after 
her  fftther,  to  one  of  the  oldest  names  and  finest  estates  in 
England.  Still  trusting  the  false  friend  who  had  wrought 
all  her  misery,  she  left  her  home,  and  her  friends  lost  all 
trace  of  her.  A  little  more  than  a  week  after  his  depart- 
ure from  his  happy  home,  the  young  husband  who  had 
been  decoyed  away  by  a  false  report  of  his  fftther's  illness, 
returned ;  he  found  his  home  desolate,  his  wife  and  child 
gone.  Then  he  returned  to  his  father,  accusing  him  as 
the  author  of  all  this  misery,  and  the  father  believing  his 
visit  to  have  been  the  sole  cause  of  the  flight  of  his  son's 
wife,  did  not  deny  the  charge ;  there  were  many  angry 
words«  and  they  separated  without  fully  understanding 
the  cause  of  the  trouble.  All  that  the  wily  fiedse  friend 
had  done,  the  son  believed  the  father  guilty  of.    The  be- 
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reaved  and  forsakeir  husband  left  his  fiftther's  honse  never 
to  letum.  He  became  reckless,  and  still  the  destroyer 
was  on  his  track,  urging  him  on,  keeping  him  alienated 
from  his  father,  who  now  longed  for  a  reconciliation. 
After  ten  years  he  died,  and  the  proud  fftther  was  left 
childless.  Then  this  old  man  married,  married  a  young 
wife,  who  died  within  the  year,  and  then  —  he  waa  forced 
to  see  that  his  grand  name  and  his  ancestral  halls  must 
come  into  the  hands  of  a  distant  relative,  a  man  who  came 
of  a  wicked  and  debased,  as  well  as  a  very  distant  branch 
of  the  family,  and  who  was  hated  by  the  old  nobleman  for 
many  reasons.  He  had  never  dreamed  of  this  man  as  a 
possible  heir  —  but  the  man  himself  had  schemed  for  years 
to  this  end.  He  was  the  same  man  who  had  played  the 
Judas  to  the  old  man's  son  ;  the  man  who  had  made  the 
mother  a  wanderer,  the  child  homeless  and  nameless, 
driven  the  father  to  an  untimely  grave,  and  rendered  the 
proud  old  man  childless  and  desolate.  When  this  man 
presented  himself  and  his  pretensions,  the  old  lord  swore 
that  he  should  never  inherit  his  acres.  Then  he  sent  for 
me,  and  for  years  I  have  searched  over  Europe  to  find  his 
son's  wife  and  child.  Miss  Armyn,  that  proud  old  noble- 
man was  your  father's  father;  that  wronged  wife  was 
your  mother ;  the  villain  who  wrought  this  evil  was  Jason 
Bradwardine ;  and  the  longHK>ught  heiress,  is  yourself." 
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The  three  listeners  sat  with  faces  turned  toward  him, 
silent  and  astonished,  and  the  detective  continued. 

**  Jason  Bradwardine  saw  but  one  straw  in  the  way  of 
his  happiness.    You  know  what  that  was,  Miss  Armyn  ?  " 

Lenore  started  as  if  from  a  dream. 

^^Tes,"  she  said  slowly.  ^^  It  was  my  life,  and  I  had 
been  warned  against  him/'  Then  suddenly :  ^^  Sir,  who 
are  you  ?  I  thought  when  you  came  that  you  were  a 
detective." 

*^  I  am  a  detective,  my  lady.  I  am  Francis  Ferrars,  of 
Scotland  Yard." 

Lenore's  face  became  suddenly  grave.  *'You  have 
come  on  a  fruitless  mission,"  she  said,  gloomily.  ^^  I 
must  live  and  die  an  outcast  like  my  poor  mother." 

"  You  are  wrong,  Lady  Lenore ;  you  have  strong 
allies.  I  know  to  what  you  allude,  and  I  know  that  a 
week  ago  you  fled  from  your  best  friend.  The  man  who 
rescued  you  from  Jason  Bradwardine  does  not  believe  you 
guilty  of  any  crime.  He  would  have  done  for  you  what 
Gentleman  Jeff  has  done :  provided  you  with  a  safe  shel- 
ter until  the  storm  is  past  and  the  true  criminal  brought 
to  light.  Neil  Bathurst,  the  detective,  is  your  friend  and 
not  your  enemy." 

Lenore  turned  het  eyes  upon  him  and  asked,  almost 
bxeathlesaly : 
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Is  that  the  truth  ?  Do  you  believe  in  him  ?" 
Believe  in  him  ?  Lady  Lenore,  he  has  held  at  arm's 
length  that  eager  mother  and  keen  lawyer,  at  the  risk  of 
all  that  a  detective  holds  dear.  He,  aided  by  a  Mend,  a 
grand  fellow  like  himself,  is  at  this  moment  busy  ferret- 
ing out  suspected  parties  in  order  to  fasten  the  guilt 
where  it  properly  belongs.  Twice  you  have  evaded  him, 
and  because  of  this,  another  man  would  pronounce  you 
guilty.  But  two  hours  after  your  escape  from  his  car- 
riage, half  a  block  from  this  place,  Neil  Bathurst  said  to 
me,  ^  In  spite  of  this  seeming  guilt,  I  believe  her  innocent, 
and  she  shall  not  be  arrested  while  it  is  in  my  power  to 
prevent  it.* " 

Lenore  arose  and  stood  before  him.  **Do  you  believe 
me  innocent  ?  "  she  asked. 

**  I  do,"  solemnly. 

"  And — ^will  others  ever  believe  it  ?  '• 

*^I  have  crossed  the  ocean  to  find  and  save  you,*' 
he  replied ;  **  and  yon  have  two  strong  champions  in 
Meil  Bathurst  and  Robert  Jocelyn.  Gebtleman  Jeff 
knows  their  reputations.  Ask  his  opinion  of  your 
chances.*' 

^^I  know  their  reputations,  and  I  know  yours,"  said 
the  gambler.    **  Miss  Armyn,  you  are  safer  than  if  pro- 
tected by  a  standing  army.** 
•5  Ms 


579  XHS  LAKBSIOB  siXUflA-  ^ 


<'  ■  I 


CHAPTER  XLin. 
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Aura  Darand  returned  from  the  shoppmg  expedition, 
feeling,  for  some  reason,  in  low  spirits.  During  dinnei 
she  seemed  preoccupied,  and  soon  after  she  exciXB«d  her- 
self, saying  that  shopping  always  wearied  her,  and  retired 
to  her  room. 

If  she  sought  solitude,  she  was  doomed  to  disappoint^ 

ttietit,  for  scarcely  ten  minutes  after  she  had  left  the: 

drawing  roonv,  Mrs.  Richards,  too,  arose  and  walked  leis** 

urely  up  the  stairs,  stopping  at  Aura's  door.    She  came- 

to  consult  the  young  lady  upon  some  unimportant  house- 
hold matter,  but  she  remained  long  after  that  matter  was 

disposed  of,  chatting  pleasantly,  and  seeming  not  to  ob- 
serve that  Miss  Durand  was  yawning,  and  her  eyes  grow* 
ing  heavy  with  sleep. 

Suddenly  she  looked  narrowly  at  the  girl,  and  the^ 
exclaimed  with  marked  solicitude : 

"  My  dear  child,  how  heavy  and  dull  your  eyes  look  ^ 
Does  your  head  ache  ?  " 

And  Aura,  with  seeming  reluctance,  confessed  that  it 
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did ;  and  remarked  that  she  would  ring  for  Laura,  if  Mrs. 
Richards  would  excuse  her  and  retire.  Instantly  Mrs. 
Richards  was  at  the  bell. 

^^  How  thoughtless  I  have  been,''  she  said  self-re- 
proachf uUy ;  ^^  to  keep  you  up  like  this.  Laura  will  put 
you  to  bed,  and  I  shall  bathe  that  poor  head  for  you. 
Now  don't  object,  it  will  be  a  pleasure  to  me^  and  I  know 
I  can  relieve  the  pains.     I  am  a  strong  magnetizer." 

It  was  quite  useless  to  object ;  Laura  was  summoned 
and  the  disrobing  process  commenced.  While  Laura  was 
brushing  out  her  mistress's  blonde  hair,  Mrs.  Richards 
moved  softly  about,  from  the  dressing  room  to  the  bed- 
side, and  back  again.  On  a  tiny  stand  near  the  dainty 
bed  stood  a  little  ewer  and  a  glass.  As  Mrs.  Richards,  in 
one  of  her  silent  marches  to  and  fro,  passed  this  stand, 
her  hand  hovered  for  an  instant  over  the  drinking  glass, 
and  when  she  turned  away  three  tiny  crystal  drops  were 
in  the  bottom  of  that  glass. 

At  last  Miss  Durand  was  duly  ensoonsed  in  the  snowy 
bed. 

^*  Now,"  said  Mrs.  Richards,  *^  prepare  to  go  to  sleep. 
Do  you  feel  in  the  least  sleepy?  " 

And  Aura  said  that  she  did,  thinking  the  while,  with 
an  inward  laugh,  of  Nina  Annin  and  her  all  night  vigil. 

(« Tou  must  have  your  water,  I  aee,"  said  Mrs.  Rich- 
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ards,  tonohing  the  ewer.  '*  Take  a  Bip  then,  and  go  to 
sleep." 

She  poured  out  the  water,  and  Aura  drank  it  obe- 
diently, and  then  closed  her  eyes  as  commanded. 

To  and  fro,  to  and  fro,  moved  the  deft  hands  of  Mrs. 
Richards,  and  presently  Aura's  breathing  became  slow 
and  regular,  her  clasped  hands  relaxed  themselres  and 
fell  apart;  she  was  sleeping.  Really  sleeping.  Mrs. 
Richards  satisfied  herself  on  this  point,  and  then  she 
turned  away  with  a  triumphant  smile  upon  her  lips. 

*^Go  to  bed,  Laura,"  she  said  to  the  little  maid. 
**  Poor  child,  you  look  tired,  too ;  I  will  close  Miss  Aura's 
rooms ;  go  to  bed." 

Laura  obeyed  quite  willingly,  and  soon  Mrs.  Richards 
withdrew,  leaving  Aura  Durand  locked  in  a  sleep  firom 
which  she  would  not  waken  for  hours.  How  fair  she  is 
as  she  lies  there  under  the  soft  glare  of  the  wax  lights ; 
Aura  never  sleeps  without  lights,  subdued  lights,  near 
her,  and  to-night  Mrs.  Richards  has  left  a  few  wax  tapers 
ablaze,  not  only  in  the  bed-chamber,  but  in  the  dressing- 
room  and  boudoir  beyond.  Moveless  and  still  lies  the 
fedr  sleeper. 

Tick,  tick,  tick,  tick,  the  little  bronse  clock  in  the 
dressing-room  teUs  o£f  the  seconds,  the  minutes,  almost 
an  hour.    Then  the  door  of  the  boudoir  opens  as  if  by 
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the  hand  of  a  spirit.  Softly,  slowly,  it  swings  inward, 
and  then  a  figure  glides  in,  the  figure  of  a  man,  a  man 
clad  in  a  long,  loose,  gray  garment,  and  with  his  face  and 
head  entirely  hidden  by  a  velvet  mask,  and  close-fitting 
velvet  skull-cap.  He  closes  the  door  through  which  he 
came,  and  bolts  it  without  making  a  sound;  then  he 
takes  up  one  of  the  wax  tapers,  and,  holding  it  in  his 
hand,  passes  through  the  dressing-room  and  approaches 
the  bedside.  He  holds  the  taper  aloft  then,  and  bends 
down,  gazing  steadfastly  at  the  sleeper.  Then  he  starts 
back  as  if  astonished;  but  a  moment  later  he  bends 
still  nearer,  holding  the  taper  so  close  that  the  blonde 
hair  upon  the  pillow  seems  almost  endangered.  At  last 
he  seems  satisfied  with  his  scrutiny,  and  then  he  goes 
back  to  the  boudoir,  replaces  the  taper,  and  draws  from 
a  pocket  of  the  loose  gray  garment  a  tiny  lantern  of  the 
^* bull's  eye"  order;  this  he  lights,  and  the  beams  that 
shoot  out  are  strong  and  bright.  Now  he  is  ready  for 
work.  He  moves  without  apparent  e£fort,  but  as  noise- 
lessly as  a  shadow.  He  must  be  the  very  prince  of  burg- 
lars, this  masked  man. 

First,  he  goes  straight  to  the  bedside  again,  he  puts 
down  the  bull's-eye,  and  begins  a  search  about  the  bed. 
He  puts  his  arm  under  the  pillow  on  which  rests  the 
head  of  the  sleeper,  and  lifts  it  from  the  bed.    Then, 
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with  the  other  hand,  he  explores.  Several  articles  he 
takes  from  underneath  the  pillow,  and  then  he  replaces 
it  and  the  sleeper's  head  very  gently,  and  turns  to  the 
stand  whereon  he  has  placed  the  things  just  removed 
from  their  hiding  place. 

He  draws  a  chair  toward  him,  this  nonchalant  burg- 
lar,  places  it  before  the  stand,  turns  the  light  of  the  bullV 
eye  full  upon  himself,  and  sits  calmly  down  to  examine 
his  booty,  there  by  the  very  bedside.  First,  there  is  a 
case  of  jewels,  diamonds,  superb  ones;  great  blue  gleam- 
ing sapphires ;  emeralds,  of  course  Aura  Durand  would 
have  emeralds ;  and  a  necklet  of  wonderful  great  pearls, 
with  a  shimmering  pinky  radiance.  They  are  worthy  the 
jewel  case  of  a  crown  princess,  these  gems,  and  the  man 
seems  to  admire  them,  as  he  holds  them  up  to  catch  the 
light,  one  after  another.  The  settings,  too,  are  splendid, 
and,  most  of  them,  seem  quite  new.  He  gazes  at  them 
after  having  replaced  them  in  their  satin  beds,  and  seems 
to  ponder.  Then  he  closes  the  case,  places  it  upon  the 
stand  once  more,  and  takes  up  the  next  article.  It  is  a 
smaller  case ;  opening  it  he  beholds  a  beautiful  diamond- 
studded  watch  with  its  golden  glittering  chain.  On  the 
case  of  the  watch  is  engraved  these  words :  ^^  Aura,  from 
her  Father;''  the  burglar  merely  glanced  at  this,  and 
then  closes  the  case  and  places  it  beside  the  jewels. 
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Then  he  takes  up  a  tiny,  elegantly  mounted  pistol. 
It  is  loaded,  ready  for  instant  use.  He  turns  his  face 
toward  the  sleeper  as  he  holds  it ;  perchance  he  smiles 
behind  his  mask.  Aura  Durand  is  prepared  to  defend 
herself,  it  seems ;  but  she  is  quite  defenseless  now.  The 
man  turns  his  face  away  at  last,  and  bends  over  the 
gleaming  little  weapon,  examining  it.  closely.  It  is  of 
foreign  manufacture,  this  he  sees  at  a  glance ;  and  his 
quick  eye  soon  discovers  the  name  of  the  maker  engraven 
upon  it  in  tiny  lettering. 

And  now  he  does  something  strange,  something  unpre- 
cedented, for  a  burglar ;  again  he  lifts  the  head  of  the 
sleeper,  and  carefully  replaces  jewels,  watch,  and  pistol, 
just  as  he  found  them,  retaining  nothing  save  a  tiny  bunch 
of  keys.  Then,  lantern  in  hand,  he  moves  about  the 
room,  and  from  that  to  the  next ;  he  opens  dressing  cases, 
drawers,  receptacles  of  every  sort;  he  searches  for  secret 
hiding  places,  he  inverts  chairs,  he  searches  their  pad- 
dings, he  feels  about  the  cushions  of  divans  and  lounges, 
he  overturns  footstools,  he  peers  behind  pictures  and 
hangings,  he  searches  everywhere. 

Finally,  he  pauses  before  a  trunk  that  stands  in  the 
dressing-room,  a  lady's  traveling  trunk,  huge  enough  for  a 
Flora  McFlimsy.  It  is  locked ;  and  now  he  glides  back 
to  the  bedside,  takes  from  the  stand  the  bunch  of  keys, 

•5* 
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and,  in  a  moment  is  kneeling  beside  the  trunk,  trying  the 
lock  with  key  after  key.  At  last  he  has  the  right  one, 
and  presently  the  trunk  is  open,  and  he  is  rapidly  turning 
over  and  examining  its  contents.  It  has  a  great  many 
compartments,  after  the  fashion  of  ladies'  trunks,  and, 
one  after  another  he  opens  them.  Then  he  lifts  out  a 
tray,  and  begins  swiftly  to  remove  the  dresses  ^nd  shawls, 
the  furbelows  and  laces,  the  soft  silks  and  dainty  linen. 
And  now  the  trunk  is  empty,  or  so  it  seems,  and  the 
burglar  is  bending  over  it  running  his  hands  along  the 
sides  and  over  the  bottom.  Presently  he  plunges  his 
hand  into  his  pocket  and  draws  out  a  bundle,  wrapped  in 
soft  flannel ;  this  he  unrolls,  and  then  places  upon  the 
floor,  beside  him,  some  small  and  queer-looking  steel  in- 
struments. One  of  these  he  takes  in  his  hand,  and  half 
his  body  disappears  within  the  trunk;  then  it  emerges, 
only  to  disappear  again  with  another  twisted  bit  of  steel. 
When  he  again  rears  himself  he  holds  in  his  hands 
not  only  the  instruments  of  steel,  but  a  flat  morocco  case 
and  two  flat  packages.  The  bottom  of  the  trunk,  or 
what  seemed  the  bottom,  has  parted  in  the  center,  and 
underneath  is  a  shallow  space.  It  is  a  trunk  such  as  has 
been  used  by  smugglers.    A  trunk  with  a  false  bottom. 

The  burglar  places  the  morocco  case  and   the  two 
packets  in  his  bosom,  and  then  without  replacing  the 
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contents  of  the  trunk,  or  closing  the  hidden  opening,  he 
rises  and  gases  about  him.  His  search  is  not  yet  ended. 
On  the  opposite  side  of  the  dressing-room  is  a  door  opening 
into  a  large  closet.  This  falls  next  under  his  examina- 
tion. The  walls  are  hung  with  dresses,  wraps,  all  the 
paraphernalia  of  a  woman's  toilet  that  erer  jet  hung  on 
hooks.  On  the  floor  are  several  boxes  and  two  trunks, 
somewhat  smaller  thai)  the  one  without.  The  masked 
man  examines  all  the  dresses,  especially  the  darker  ones, 
and  feels  in  all  the  pockets.  Then  he  turns  his  attention 
to  the  trunks  and  boxes ;  t  ley  contain  hats,  boots,  cloth- 
ing, what  not.  The  first  trunk  he  finds  is  not  locked ; 
but  the  second  and  last  to  be  examined,  resists  his  at- 
tempt to  open  it.  Again  he  resorts  to  the  bunch  of  keys, 
but  they  all  fail  him.  He  turns  away  from  the  trunk  and 
seems  to  be  at  a  loss.  This  is  what  he  thinks  as  he 
stands  there : 

^^  I  have  searched  these  rooms,  every  nook  and  crevice 
of  them;  where  then  is  the  key  to  this  tru*jk  ?  '' 

Some  thought  has  occurred  to  him ;  he  takes  up  the 
lantern  and  hurries  back  to  the  bed-chamber ;  he  pauses 
at  the  bedside,  and  bends  above  the  sleeper.  He  pulls 
away  the  covering  from  about  her  shoulders  and  throat, 
and  then  he  opens  away  from  the  white  neck  the  robe 
that  is  scarce  whiter,  thereby  exposing  to  view  a  slender 
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gold  chain ;  it  is  long,  and  worn  loosely  about  the  neck. 
He  inserts  one  finger  under  this  chain  and  draws  it  care- 
fully upward.  Ah,  see  I  On  the  end  of  the  chain  are 
fastened  two  small  keys.  The  man's  eyes  glitter  as  they 
£all  upon  them.  With  deft  fingers  he  removes  them 
from  the  chain,  and  then  he  glides  back  to  the  closet  and 
again  bends  oyer  the  trunk.  The  key  fits — ^the  trunk  is 
open.  As  before,  everything  is  removed ;  but  not  with 
so  much  care,  for  this  receptacle  contains  discarded 
clothing,  fragments  of  everything  that  women  accumu- 
late, and  all  crowded  in,  in  a  hasty  manner  ;  at  the  bot- 
tom of  this  trunk  there  lies  a  small  black  valise ;  this  the 
man  lifts  out  quickly  and  glances  at  critically ;  then  to 
its  look  he  applies  the  second  key.  Again  he  is  success- 
ful ;  the  valise  springs  open,  and  the  man,  with  eager 
hands,  removes  the  contents.  It  is  a  dark-looking  bun- 
dle ;  he  unrolls  it,  glances  just  once  at  something  inside 
and  .is  scarcely  able  to  suppress  a  sharp  exclamation. 
Then  he  rolls  up  the  bundle  quickly,  shudderingly ;  hur- 
riedly replaces  it  in  the  black  valise,  and  then,  leaving 
the  contents  of  the  trunks  strewn  all  about,  leaving  the 
closet  open  and  the  boudoir  door  ajar,  he  glides,  valise  in 
hand,  from  the  rooms.  Five,  ten,  twenty,  thirty  minutes 
are  ticked  off  by  the  little  dock,  and  then  this  strangest 
of  all  strange  burglars  returns,  comes  softly  in,  bearing 
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back  the  black  yalise.  He  replaces  it  just  as  he  found  it ; 
having  first  locked  it,  then  he  restores  to  their  original 
places  every  article  removed  from  the  closet,  trunks  and 
boxes;  pausing  at  times  to  assure  himself  that  he  is 
making  no  mistake.  Next  he  restores  to  order  the  great 
trunk  in  the  dressing-roOm ;  first,  replacing  what  appears 
to  be  the  three  packets  taken  firom  thence,  and  closing  the 
aperture  in  the  false  bottom.  He  works  carefully, 
methodically,  making  no  mistakes.  When  this  last  trunk 
is  closed  and  locked  he  goes  once  more  to  the  bedside, 
puts  the  keys  again  under  the  pillow,  and  the  two  de- 
tached ones  once  more  upon  the  chain  suspended  about 
the  neck  of  the  sleeper. 

Then  he  turns  about  and  surveys  the  room,  to  assure 
himself  that  everything  is  just  as  when  he  first  entered  ; 
he  moves  a  chair  a  little,  shakes  out  the  folds  of  a  cur- 
tain, surveys  in  the  same  manner  the  dressing-room  and 
boudoir^  and  then,  like  a  shadow,  he  steals  away,  closing 
the  doors  behind,  and  re-enters  no  more. 

Still  the  wax  tapers  shed  their  mellow  light ;  still  the 
little  bronze  clock  ticks  o£f  the  moments,  and  still  Aura 
Durand  slumbers  on,  with  calm  upturned  face  and 
regular  breathing.  Truly  Mrs.  Richards  is  a  wonderful 
magnetizer.  It  is  gray  dawn  before  the  sleeper  wakens, 
whioh  she  does  with  a  start  and  a  sudden  exclamation. 
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She  BitB  ap,  looking  about  her  in  bewilderment,  then 
she  springs  suddenly  firom  her  bed  and  runs  to  the 
dressing-room.  The  little  clock  tells  her  it  is  near  morn- 
ing ;  she  goes  to  the  window  then,  and  peers  out  though 
the  blinds.     Yes,  day  is  breaking ;  but  how  gray  it  is. 

**  Can  it  be  possible/'  mutters  the  girl.  **  Did  I  allow 
that  woman  to  put  me  to  sleep,  and  haye  I  slept  all  night 
like  this  ? ''  Suddenly  she  darts  to  the  bed  and  lifts  the 
pillow. 

**  Ah,  they  are  there/'  she  says,  drawing  a  breath  of 
relief.  *^  I  put  them  there,  just  as  I  did  all  the  rest,  for 
e£Eect,  and  I  did  sleep,  after  all.  The  day  had  been 
trying,  but  I  did  not  know  that  I  needed  sleep  so  much. 
Nothing  is  disturbed ;  they  left  all  the  candles  burning, 
I  suppose  thinking  that  I  should  waken  soon." 

She  puts  her  hand  to  her  throat,  and  draws  forth  the 
chain  with  its  pendent  keys. 

**  So  fjEur  I  am  safe,'*  she  mutters,  *^  and  I  will  make 
assurance  doubly  sure,  eren  now." 

Then  she  begins  a  hurried  toilet.  Not  a  dainty  mom- 
ii^g  f^lig^f  she  arrays  herself  in  a  plain  dark  dress,  such 
as  society  never  saw  upon  the  form  of  Aura  Durand ;  she 
wraps  about  her  a  gray  traveling  shawl,  and  over  her  hat 
she  ties  a  thick  dark  vail.  Then  she  goes  again  to  the 
closet;  opens  it,  pulls  from  about  her  neck  the  slender 
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chain,  and  onlooks  a  trunk ;  hurriedly,  oarelessly  she  pulls 
out  one  thing  after  another,  and  finally  she  draws  forth  the 
black  yalise.  In  another  moment  the  candles  are  extin- 
guished,  the  trunk  is  refilled  and  closed,  and  Aura 
Durand  glides  from  her  room,  locks  the  door  carefully 
behind  her,  and,  cautiously,  silently,  passes  through  the 
broad  hall,  down  the  stairs,  and  finally  pauses  at  the 
street  door.  Carefully  she  draws  back  the  bolts,  and  lets 
down  the  chain,  then,  with  the  black  yalise  tightly 
clutched  in  her  small  hand,  she  hurries  out,  down  the 
stately  steps,  and  away. 

It  is  not  yet  fairly  daybreak,  the  streets  are  silent, 
deserted ;  she  glides  swiftly  on,  and  out  from  somewhere, 
glides  an  almost  imperceptible  gray  shadow  that  follows, 
seeming  hardly  to  be  a  human  thing  in  that  gray  morn- 
ing mist.  On  she  goes  upon  her  strange  errand,  and  on 
glides  the  shadow.  She  has  been  moving  nearer  and 
nearer  to  the  lake;  down  where  there  are  no  laborers, 
who  may  soon  come;  on  to  where  a  dark  pier  is  dimly 
outlined  though  the  gloom.  Then  she  glides  out  upon 
this  pier,  out,  out,  until  she  stands  at  the  end ;  then  she 
bends  forward,  swings  the  black  valise  to  and  fro,  and 
suddenly  lets  go  her  hold  upon  it ;  the  swaying  impulse 
given  it  sends  it  at  out  over  the  water,  and  then  it  falls, 
and,  with  a  dull  splash,  disappears  from  sight,  several 
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feet  from  the  pier.  For  a  moment  she  gazes  at  the  place 
where  it  went  down,  as  if  half  expecting  to  see  it  reap- 
pear, and  then  she  turns,  and  swiftly  retraces  her  steps. 
And  still  the  gray  shadow  .is  behind  her. 
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CHAPTER  XLIV. 

BBADWABDINB    AGAIN. 

What  had  become  of  Jason  Bradwardine  ?  We  must 
now  look  after  him,  and  gather  ap  a  few  threads  that 
belong  to  our  fabric. 

When  Mrs.  Harris  returned  from  her  fruitless  errand, 
to  the  two  young  ladies,  who  only  existed  in  the  brain  of  the 
ingenious  Mr.  Bradwardine,  she  came  filled  with  wrath,  de- 
spite the  ^^extenuating  circumstances"  of  new  hat  and 
shawl  and  the  carriage.    She  rang  the  bell  furiously,  and 
when,  after  waiting  a  little  time,  no  one  responded,  she 
gave  the  door  itself  a  vigorous  shake ;  to  her  surprise,  she 
found  that  it  opened,  and  then  Mrs.  Harris  bounced  in. 
The  first  thing  to  meet  her  eye  was  a  letter,  which  lay 
upon  the  floor,  directly  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs ;  a  letter 
which  Neil  Bathurst  had  let  fall,  unperceived  by  Lenore, 
when  they  left  the  house.    The  ballet  mistress  picked  it 
up ;  it  was  addressed  to  herself,  and  she  opened  it  hur- 
riedly, her  eyes  dilating  with  aBtonishment  as  she  read 
these  line«: 
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Madam. — The  man  who  has  called  himself  Senor  Castro  is  an  impostor 
and  a  criminal.  He  brought  yourself  and  your  young  charge  here  in  order 
to  gain  the  opportunity  to  murder  the  latter;  this  he  will  attempt  during 
your  absence.  If,  when  you  return,  you  find  both  missing,  know  that  he 
has  accomplished  his  object.  If  he  is  here,  then  he  has  failed.  Be  warned 
against  in  any  way  aiding  or  sheltering  this  man,  otherwise  you  will  involve 
yourself  in  difficulties  and  dangers.  A  Detective. 

Afrs.  Harris  was  thoroughlT- astonished.  She  gazed 
about  her  for  a  moment,  and  then  started  up  the  stairs, 
calling,  as  she  went,  the  assumed  name  of  Lenore.  From 
above  a  voice  answered ;  it  was  a  man*s  voice,  and  she 
followed  the  sound,  approaching  the  open  door  of  the  room, 
where  lay  the  bound  man.  She  looked  in;  her  late  employer 
lay  there,  fettered  and  helpless.  Then  her  courage  rose ; 
she  was  Mrs.  Harris  once  more.  She  stood  in  the  door- 
way and  surveyed  him  coolly. 

"  Are  you  taking  a  nap,  Senor  ? "  she  asked,  sarcas- 
tically. "Where  is  my  beauty?  How  came  you  in  her 
room?" 

"  Get  something  and  cut  these  cursed  ropes,  quick,** 
cried  the  man.  ^'  I  have  been  robbed  and  nearly  mur- 
dered.'* 

**How  you  talk," — seating  herself  composedly  near 
the  door, — "was  my  pretty  girl  murdered?" 

'^  No ;  she  ran  away.  Cut  these  ropes,  Mrs.  Harris, 
quick**' 


^  ■'^^J-S'C:'^" 
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*^  I  don't  know  about  that,"  said  the  ballet  mistress, 
reflectively,  **  What  made  you  play  me  such  a  trick  ? 
Why  do  you  pass  yourself  for  a  Cuban  ?  I  have  found 
you  out/' 

The  man  looked  startled.  Did  this  woman  know  the 
truth,  or  only  a  part  of  it  ? 

^*  What  do  you  mean,  madame  ?  "  he  asked.  '^  Will  you 
not  free  me  ?  " 

^^Not  until  you  own  the  truth.  Confess  that  you 
sent  me  on  a  fool's  errand,  that  you  are  an  impostor." 

He  writhed,  and  gnashed  his  teeth  in  impotent  rage. 

^*  Own  up  that  you  tried  to  murder  that  sweet  girl, 
and  that  you  were  defeated.     Oh,  I  know  you  I " 

^^  Then  don't  ask  useless  questions.  I  see  you  are  in 
the  plot,  too,"  he  snarled.  **  I  paid  you  for  all  you  did. 
Set  me  free  and  I  will  give  you  more  money." 

Mrs.  Harris  arose  and  drew  her  mantle  about  her  like 
a  Spartan. 

**  I'm  a  theatrical  agent,  Mr.  Liar,"  she  said,  grandly. 
**  I  don't  accept  bribes  from  assassins.  I  believe  in  strik- 
ing such  men  as  you  when  they  are  down.  You 
wouldn't  like  to  have  me  get  you  some  more  ballet  ladies, 
would  you?  No  I  Then  good  day.  Perhaps  I'll  send 
some  one  to  out  you  loose,  after  a  while ;  but  I  may  for- 
get it,  my  memory  is  so  defective/*    And  with  a  cheerful 


598  THE  LAKBSIDB  SERIES. 

nod  and*a  mocking  laugh,  Mrs.  Harris  crossed  the  hall, 
gathered  together  her  few  effects,  and  shook  the  dust  of 
that  house  from  her  feet. 

^^  I  flatter  myself  that  was  well  done,"  she  said,  as  she 
went  down  the  stairs.  ^^  I  made  the  man  think  that  I 
knew  something,  and  then  he  owned  up.  I  could  not 
afford  to  help  him.  I  don't  run  counter  to  any  detec- 
tives, not  if  I  know  myself.  But  I  must  find  out  more 
about  this,  and  about  the  girl." 

And  Mrs  Harris  went  back  to  the  friendly  roof  of  Mrs. 
Home,  the  prophetess. 

Jason  Bradwardine,  for  very  shame,  had  waited  to  be 
released  by  the  ballet  mistress,  fearing  her  questioning 
less  than  an  encounter  with  strange  men,  or,  perhaps, 
the  police.  For  long  hours  he  had  lain  there,  growing 
stiff  and  sore,  under  the  pressure  of  his  bonds,  to  be 
jeered  at,  at  last,  by  the  cunning  ballet  mistress,  and  to 
be  left,  still  a  prisoner. 

He  now  tried  his  last  resort ;  he  lifted  up  his  Toice 
and  cried  loudly  for  help ;  again  and  again  he  called,  but 
no  help  came ;  and  lying  there  the  entrapped  villain 
swore  a  terrible  oath,  that  once  free,  he  would  hunt  down 
and  slay  the  man  that  had  caught  and  caged  him ;  albeit 
he  did  not  then  know  that  man's  name. 

At  nine  o'clock  that  evening  an  officer  lounging  abont 
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the  entrance  of  a  certain  West-Side  police  station,  was  ap- 
proaclied  by  a  ragged  gamin  who  slipped  into  his  hand  a 
note,  and  then  ran  away  at  the  top  of  his  speed.  The  offi- 
cer gazed  after  him,  muttered  something  under  his  breath, 
and  went  leisurely  inside.  There,  by  the  gaslight,  he  read 
this  scrawl: 

A  man  is  alone  in  house  No.  —  N  —  itreet,  bound  hand  and  foot ;  go 
and  release  him,  and  then  **  spot "  hinu     He  is  a  grand  rascaL 

Thus  it  happened  that  after  ten  o'clock  at  night,  the 
"grand  rascal"  was  visited  by  a  posse  of  police,  and  was 
set  at  liberty,  after  having  been  a  helpless  prisoner  since 
ten  A.  M.,  twelve  long  hours.  He  was  very  cautious  after 
that,  for  he  knew  himself  for  a  marked  man.     He  even 

* 

made  some  feeble  attempts  at  a  disguise.  But  he  was  not 
quenched  yet.  In  the  quietest  manner  possible  he  set 
about  a  new  work.  For  long  hours  of  several  days  he 
searched  files  of  city  papers,  and  finally  his  search  was 
rewarded.  He  had  found  the  full  account  of  the  Arte- 
veldt  tragedy.  He  had  assured  himself  of  the  truth  of 
Lenore's  statement.  Then  his  courage  revived,  his  assu- 
rance returned  to  him.  He  devised  a  new  scheme,  and 
set  about  its  accomplishment.  One  day  he  boldly  ap- 
proached the  Arteveldt  mansion,  rang  the  b^U,  and  asked 
to  see  Mrs.  Arteveldt  **  upon  important  private  business.'^ 
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Of  coarse  he  obtained  a  hearing ;  not  only  this,  he  came 
the  next  day,  and  the  next. 

One  day  a  gentleman  rang  the  bell  and  asked  for  Kate 
Seaton.  She  came  down,  expecting,  hoping,  to  see  Rob 
Jocelyn ;  but  the  face  that  met  hers  was  a  strange  one. 
The  gentleman  arose  as  she  entered  the  room,  and  pre- 
sented to  her  a  letter,  saying  courteously : 

*^  Miss  Seaton,  I  bring  a  letter  of  introduction  from 
Mr.  Jocelyn ;  it  also  explains  my  business  here,  I  believe.*' 

Kate  took  the  note,  bowed,  blushed,  and  opened  it. 
It  was  brief,  to  the  point,  and  altogether  characteristic  of 
Rob  Jocelyn.    Thus  it  read : 

Dear  Miss  Seaton  : — This  will  introdnee  to  you  the  first  and  best  off 
English  detectives,  Mr.  Francis  Ferrars,  who  will  call  upon  you  in  my  stead, 
I  being,  to  my  deep  regret,  unable  to  leave  business  for  a  moment  now.  Can 

yon  contrive  to  get  from  Mrs.  A 's  housekeeper  the  keys  of  the  dosed^ 

up  house?    This  by  request  of  Mr.  Bathurst     If  they  can  be  got  without 
the  knowledge  of  Mrs.  Arteveldt  it  will  be  better.    Please  reply  by  Ferrars. 

By  the  bye — he  is  the  present  protector  and  champion  of  L         A ,  who 

is  well,  and,  I  believe,  safe.  Youis,  Robert  Jocelyn. 

Kate  Seaton  looked  up  from  the  perusal  of  this  missive, 
the  color  coming  and  going  in  her  cheeks,  her  one  thought 
that  she  might  hear  good  news  of  Lenore. 

"  Oh,  sir,"  she  cried,  breathlessly,  "  Mr.  Jocelyn  tells 
me  that  you^are  a  friend  to  Miss  Armyn.  Tell  me,  ia  she 
sftfe?  is  she  well?*' 
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^  She  is  safe  and  well,  Miss  Seaton/'  replied  he  with 
a  smile,  ^*  and  she  wants  to  see  you  very  much.  Some 
day  soon,  I  hope  that  you  may  visit  her  with  safety.** 

Suddenly  a  shadow  fell  upon  the  girFs  face. 

"  Then  —  she  i$  in  the  city,"  she  said,  gravely.  "  Mr. 
Ferrars,  I  have  something  to  communicate  to  Mr.  Bath- 
urst,  something  that  he  should  know.  Is  he  —  where  I 
could  see  him  ?  '* 

*^  I  am  sorry  that  I  can  not  inform  you,  Miss  Seaton. 
If  you  feel  that  you  could  trust  Mr.  Jocelyn  —  or — my- 
self, as  our  interests  are  one  with  his  —  we  would  endeavor 
to  communicate  with  him.** 

Kate  hesitated  for  moment,  and  then  said : 

**If  you  are  the  present  protector  of  Lenore,  you,  too, 
should  know  this,  I  think.  In  telling  you,  I  must  betray 
the  confidence  of  my  patroness.  But  she  is  implacable 
against  Lenore.** 

^^If  it  affects  Miss  Armyn  or  Mr.  Bathurst,  Miss 
Seaton,  you  should  not  hesitate ;  this  is  not  an  ordinary 
case,**  said  Francis  Ferrars. 

*^Be  seated,  Mr.  Ferrars,**  said  Kate,  with  sudden 
resolve,  at  the  same  time  seating  herself.  ^*  I  will  tell  you 
aU  that  I  know.** 

The  detective  took  a  seat  near"  her,  and  she  went  on 
hurriedly :  ^ 
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**  Several  days  ago  a  man  called  to  see  Mrs.  Arteyeldt, 
sending  up  word  that  his  business  was  important.  She 
went  down  all  eagerness,  of  course,  and  in  a  little  more 
than  an  hour  returned  terribly  excited ;  and  this  is  the 
sum  of  what  she  told  me,  in  her  half  hysterical  way. 
The  man  had  introduced  himself  as  a  detective  from 
abroad;  he  said  that  he  had  been  employed  to  find  the 
mother  of  Lenore  Armyn ;  she,  Lenore's  mother,  having 
fled  from  her  home  after  purloining  a  will  that  would 
enrich  certain  ones  whom  she  hated.  He  had  pursued  her 
in  order  to  regain  the  will,  but  finding  that  the  mother  was 
dead,  and  being  informed  that  her  papers  were  all  in  her 
daughter's  possession,  he  had  turned  his  attention  to 
Lenore,  of  course.  Three  times,  so  he  said,  he  -  had 
found  her,  and  each  time  she  had  escaped  him,  twice 
through  the  interference  of  a  young  man  whom  he 
believed  to  be  a  detective.  He  had  some  reason  for 
believing  that  Mrs.  Arteveldt  was  being  trifled  with  by 
the  detectives  in  her  employ,  and  came  to  her  privately, 
and  as  a  friend,  in  the  interests  of  justice  and  right.  If 
Mrs.  Arteveldt  would  favor  him  with  a  description  of 
the  man  who  was  operating  for  her,  he  could  then  tell 
her  if  his  suspicions  were  correct.  As  you  may  guess, 
be  beguiled  her  into  giving  him  a  full  description  of  Mr. 
Bathurst,  and  then  he  declared  that  he  was  not 
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that  Lenore  was  in  town,  and  that  she  had  escaped  from 
him,  this  man,  only  a  week  before.  He  had  tracked  her 
to  an  obscure  locality,  he  said,  had  obtained  access  to 
the  house,  and  was  in  the  act  of  an*esting  her,  knowing 
the  charge  against  her,  when  a  man,  answering  to  the 
description  of  Mr.  Bathurst,  darted  in,  knocked  him 
down  with  some  iron  weapon,  and  fled  with  the 
girl,  leaving  him  lying  senseless.  All  this  has  dis- 
turbed Mrs.  Arteyeldt,  and  put  all  manner  of  absurd 
ideas  in  her  head.  She  declared  her  intention  of  sending 
for  her  lawyer,  but  the  man  held  her  to  a  promise  to  hold 
his  communications  as  confidential,  saying  that  if  she 
would  say  nothing  about  the  affair  but  would  inform  him 
when  she  would  receive  a  visit  from  Mr.  Bathurst,  he 
would  be  near  and  trace  out  the  hiding  place  of  poor 
Lenore.  He  has  been  here  two  or  three  times,  and  every 
visit  seems  more  and  more  to  unsettle  Mrs.  Arteveldt's 
faith  in  Mr.  Bathurst.  His  brief  reports  of  late,  and  his 
mysterious  absence  from  the  city,  she  construes  against 
him — and,  I  believe  that  she  has  promised  to  inform  this 
man  as  soon  as  she  has  heard  from  him — ^although  she 
has  not  told  me  so." 

Mr.  Ferrars  was  listening  to  this  very  gravely,  and 
when  Kate  ceased  speaking  he  sat  for  a  few  moments 
in  thoughtful  silence,  then  he  asked : 
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**Did  you  see  this  man,  Miss  Seaton?" 

'^  Yes ;  I  believed  him,  from  the  first,  to  be  an  enemy 
to  Mr.  Bathurst,  and  I  wanted  to  see  him,  so  that  if  it 
seemed  right  to  give  warning,  I  would  be  able  to  describe 
him ;  the  second  time  he  came  I  waited  in  the  drawing- 
room — they  were  in  the  library,  and  I  came  out  so  as  to 
meet  him  face  to  face  in  the  hall/' 

**'  Describe  him,  please." 

E[ate  complied,  and  the  detective  instantly  recogpiized 
the  picture  she  drew.     It  was  Bradwardine. 

**Mis8  Seaton,"  said  he,  gravely,  *^you  have  done  a 
brave  and  wise  thing.  The  man  you  describe  is  an 
enemy,  not  only  to  Mr.  Bathurst,  but  to  Miss  Armyn.  Mr. 
Bathurst  saved  her  from  death  at  his  hands.  I  hope  it 
will  not  be  long  before  you  may  know  the  whole  truth, 
meanwhile  you  have  put  us  on  our  guard.  I  will  tell 
you  this  much  now.  We  hope,  not  only  ta  clear  Miss 
Armyn's  name,  but  to  find  the  true  criminal,  and,  you 
may,  nay,  you  have,  aided  in  this.  Now  about  the  keys. 
Can  you  help  us  there?" 

Kate's  eyes  gleamed  with  the  light  of  a  sudden 
resolve. 

"Yes,**  she  said,  with  decision;  **I  will.  I  am  a 
favorite  with  the  housekeeper.  I  know  where  she  keeps 
the  keys.    I  will  get  them,  and  you  shall  have  them." 
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••When?" 

**  To-morrow  morning.    Wfll  that  be  in  time  ?  " 

*♦  Ample.    How  will  I  receive  them  ?  " 

**  I  walk  every  morning ;  if  yon  can  promenade  the 
avenue  then,  say  for  two  or  three  blocks  south  from  here, 
at  nine  o'clock,  I  will  be  there — ^with  the  keys." 

**  Thanks  I  Mr.  Jocelyn  was  sure  we  might  depend 
on  you." 

Again  a^  rosy  blush  overspread  the  girl's  face. 

*^  I  am  ready  to  do  anything  to  serve  Lenore,"  she 
said. 

^'  And  you  have  served  her.  Have  no  further  uneasi- 
ness about  this  meddler,  Miss  Seaton ;  you  have  balked 
his  game,  and  I  will  look  after  him  henceforth." 

A  few  more  words  and  then  they  separated,  and  as 
Francis  Ferrars  walked  briskly  towards  his  ^^  quarters," 
once  more  he  muttered :  ^^  So  Mr.  Bradwardine,  we  have 
not  done  with  you  yet." 
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CHAPTER   XLV. 

AT     THB     MASQUBBADE. 

It  was  the  night  of  the  masquerade  ball ;  the  night  on 
which  Miss  Annin  had  desired  that  Aura  Durand  should 
accompauy  her.  Miss  Annin  had  insisted,  too,  that 
*^  Cousin  Charles  *'  should  not  accompany  them.  There 
had  been  some  sharp  skirmishing  between  these  two 
young  ladies.  But  in  the  end,  Miss  Annin  had 
triumphed,  and  Charles  Durand  reposed  at  home  in  igno- 
rance of  all  that  he  might  have  enjoyed ;  while  tlie  two 
young  ladies,  each  with  a  secret  dread  of  the  other  at  her 
heart,  mingled  with  the  masked  and  brilliant  throng,  at 
the  Tip  Top's  masquerade.  Such  a  scene  as  it  was ;  such 
glow,  and  glitter ;  such  bursts  of  music ;  such  ripples 
and  shouts  of  laughter ;  such  knights  and  ladies  of  high 
degree ;  such  an  assembly  of  guests  from  long-closed 
tombs ;  of  elves  from  other  planets  ;  of  beings  from  the 
impossible  realm ;  and  they  were  so  clever  and  conde- 
scending, and  social  withal.  There  were  the  Queen  of 
Scots,  Darnley  and  Queen  Elizabeth,  all  on  the  best  of 
terms.     And  they  chatted  and  danced  with  WashingtoOv 
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Napoleon,  and  Marie  Antoinette.  There  was  Old  Mother 
Habbard  waltzing  madly  with  a  big  Cardinal;  and 
Martha  Washington  taking  an  ice  with  Robin  Hood. 
Then  the  brigands  and  gypsies,  the  pages  and  fairies ;  the 
Nights  and  Mornings,  the  flower  girls,  the  harlequins* 
the  monks,  the  nuns,  the  fiends  and  the  graces,  they 
were  all  there.  Through  this  glittering,  varied  throng 
moved  two  daughters  of  Araby,  hand  clasped  in  hand ; 
their  snowy  flowing  veils  thrown  back,  their  bright  eyes 
gleaming  out  from  behind  their  velvet  masks,  ami  wan- 
dering restlessly  over  the  throng.  They  looked  like 
affectionate  sister  houris,  who  had  stolen  from  the  harem 
for  a  brief  hour  of  pleasure,  and  were  somewhat  over- 
awed by  all  this  glow  and  dazzle.  Thus  they  looked,  as 
they  paused  in  a  little  alcove  of  vines  and  flowers ;  but 
this  is  what  they  said : 

*^  I  don't  see  any  such  mask,  and  we  have  been  all 
through  the  rooms ;  you  have  come  on  a  fooFs  errand.'* 

**  Stuff!  "  It  was  the  houri  who  had  taken  the  lead 
that  made  this  answer.  **  I  tell  yon  I  saw  the  bill  for 
the  costume ;  he  will  come  as  Lara ,  we  have  only  to 
wait." 

''  And  what  then  ?  " 

^*  And  then  see  who  she  is/' 

"  And  after  that  ?  " 
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"  After  that — "  with  a  short,  bitter  laugh,  "  I  may 
ask  your  advice  ?  " 

^'  Bah  I  I  know  what  will  happen.  There  will  be  a 
scene,  raying,  recriminations ;  and  then — ^reconciliation. 
I  know  yon.** 

*'  Not  so  well  as  you  will — ^later.  There  will  be  no 
scene ;  neither  will  there  be  any  blood  shed.  My  dear,  I 
shall  come  back  to  you,  and  shall  ruin  him,  that  is  all.*' 

The  second  houri  started  back. 

''  Ruin  him  I  **  she  exclaimed.  *^  That  will  be  to  ruin 
yourself." 

*^Not — ^if  I  am  within  the  pale  of  respectability,*' 
with  a  mocking  laugh.  ^^Not  if  I  am  protected  by 
you." 

"  And  that  you  will  not  be.** 

''  That  I  will  be  I     Don't  be  a  fool,  please.** 

The  second  houri  moved  forward  a  step  and  then 
uttered  a  sudden  exclamation.  **See,"  she  said,  tui^n- 
ing  to  the  other,  ^^  yonder  comes  your  Lara,  and  he  is  in 
excbllent  company ;  on  one  side  a  priest  and  on  the  other 
the  devU." 

True  enough,  advancing  toward  them,  came  Lara, 
Mephistopheles,and  a  funereal-looking  monk  ;  and  not  far 
behind  them  a  gray  nun,  with  meekly  folded  hands,  and 
drooping  head,  moved  after* 
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^^Well,"  said  the  houri  who  had  at  last  spoken. 
'"  There  is  your  Lara ;  now  to  find  his  fair  enslaver." 

The  three  masks  were  directly  opposite  them  now, 
and  the  eyes  of  Mephistopheles  fell  upon  them. 

"  Houris ! "  he  cried,  dropping  the  arm  of  Lara. 
**  Houris  escaped  from  the  sultan.  Look  at  them,  Friar 
Lawrence.'* 

But  the  monk  crossed  himself  devoutly.  **  They  are 
pagans,"  he  groaned.  "  They  are  not  like  this  holy  sis- 
ter," putting  his  hand  out  as  the  gray  nun  approached. 
The  second  houri  laughed,  a  soft  loving  laugh.  "  You 
are  powerless  to  harm  us,  oh,  Satan,"  she  said  in  the 
softest  of  tones,  drawing  near  his  sulphuric  majesty. 
**  We  are  promised  Paradise." 

**  But  I  enter  Paradise,"  quoth  Mephistopheles,  bend- 
ing toward  her,  and  suddenly  seizing  her  hand.  ^^  Come, 
fair  one,  I  will  show  you  my  kingdom,  and  then — ^you 
shall " — he  paused,  and  the  monk  finished  the  sentence. 
**And  then — ^you  shall  know  purgatory.  Houri,  be- 
gone." 

The  houri  laughed  again,  and  suffered  the  Prince  of 
Darkness  to  lead  her  away.  At  the  same  moment  Lara 
turned  impatiently,  made  a  sign  to  the  monk,  and  moved 
across  the  vast  hall.  As  he  did  so,  the  first  houri,  casting 
a  glance  in  the  direction  taken  by  her  companion   and 
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Mephistopheles,  followed  him  swiftly,  keeping  within  a 
few  paces  from  him. 

When  they  were  a  little  distance  from  the  others,  the 
second  houri,  clasping  the  satanio  arm,  and  lifting  appeal- 
ing eyes  to  the  mephistophelian  mask,  said : 

^^  Sir  Mask,  I  have  suffered  you  to  lead  me  away  that 
I  might  ask  a  boon  of  you.     Will  you  grant  it  ?  " 

*'  If  it  is  within  my  satanic  power." 

She  looked  back,  with  a  pretty  bird-like  motion  of  the 
head,  and  then  lifted  her  eyes  again  to  his. 

"You  can,'*  she  whispered,  eagerly.  "It  is  only  to 
convey  a  scrap  of  paper  into  the  hand  of  the  knight 
Lara." 

He  gazed  intently  down  into  those  appealing  eyes  for 
a  moment,  and  then  he  said : 

"  Satan  submits  ;  give  me  the  paper,  Houri." 

She  drew  from  her  boddice  a  scrap  of  paper  and  press- 
ed it  into  his  hand. 

"  Wait  for  me,"  he  whispered,  and  in  a  moment  was 
striding  through  the  throng. 

"  Oh  I "  whispered  the  houri  under  her  breath ;  "  she 
did  not  think  that  I  would  dare  so  much.  But  I  do  not 
choose  to  have  them  quarrel  yet." 

At  this  moment  the  monk  and  the  nun  glided  by  like 
two  ghosts,  and  sat  down  near  her  in  a  shadowy  recess. 
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A  few  momentB  later  Lara  held  in  his  hand  a  sorap  of 
paper  containing  these  words : 

*^  Be  cautious ;  you  are  watched.  The  houri  in  the 
silver  tunic  is  Nina." 

Lara  read  these  words,  and  then  he  crumpled  the 
paper  in  his  hand  and  walked  indolently  on,  pausing  a 
moment  to  chat  with  a  flower  girl,  a  fairy,  or  a  gypsy. 
Presently  he  paused  before  a  pretty  page  all  glittering  in 
blue  and  gold. 

"  We  will  dance  together  presently,  Stella,"  he  whis- 
pered; **but  we  must  be  cautious,  we  are  watched.  Go 
home  before  they  unmask;  I  shall  do  the  same.'* 

So  the  second  houri  had  thwai'ted  the  first.  Lara  and 
the  two  houris  went  wandering  about,  watching  each 
other,  more  or  less,  the  while ;  and  wherever  one  of  these 
were  to  be  seen,  Mephistopheles,  the  monk,  or  the  nun 
was  sure  to  be  near. 

Mephistopheles,  however,  for  a  long  time  seemed  most 
interested  in  the  houri,  who  had  trusted  him  with  the 
note  for  Lara.  He  conversed  with  her,  listened  to  her 
soft,  coaxing  tones,  watched  her  quick  graceful  movements, 
the  lithe  serpentine  turnings  of  the  beautiful  throat,  and 
the  varying  expressions  of  the  often  uplifted,  dark  eyes. 
Then  he  passed  on  to  others,  but  all  the  time  he  watched. 
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from  a  distance,  the  movements  of  the  houri  in  the  golden 
tunio. 

Finally  he  passed  near  the  place  where  stood  the  nun, 
to  all  appearances  contemplating  the  pomps  and  vanities 
of  the  pageant  with  an  unfavorable  eye,  and  made  an 
almost  imperceptible  sign. 

A  moment  later  and  the  monk  was  exhorting  the 
houri,  who  had  been  the  object  of  the  mephistophelian 
attentions,  and  Mephistopheles  and  the  nun  stood  together 
in  an  alcove,  where,  for  the  moment,  they  were  alone. 

*^  Partner,"  said  Mephistopheles,  in  a  low,  decided 
tone ;  "  I  have  found  her !  " 

^^  Found  who  ?  "  asked  the  nun,  almost  carelessly. 

"  Found  my  murderess.     Found  Elise  Schwartz/* 

"  Are  you  sure  ?    How  do  you  know  this  ?  '* 

*^  Am  I  sure  I  Look  here,"  opening  his  hand,  in  the 
palm  of  which  lay  a  piece  of  canvas  upon  which  was 
painted  a  dark,  beautiful  eye.  **  Do  you  take  that  and 
foUow  me.  When  I  stop  to  converse  with  a  woman,  do 
you  approach,  look  at  that  piece  of  canvas,  and  then  look 
at  her  eye.  After  that  come  back  here  and  tell  me  your 
opinion." 

The  nun  laughed.  ^*  Do  you  know  who  that  woman 
is  ?  "  she  asked. 

**  Yes ;  she  is  Elise  Schwartz,  I  tell  you.*' 
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**  And  what  will  you  do  ? 

"Follow  her  home.     Watch  her — ^hunt  her  down." 

The  nun  laughed  again.  "You  did  well  in  coming 
here  to-night.  You  might  not  have  seen  her  else/'  she  said. 

His  majesty  started,  and  then  laid  a  heavy  hand  upon 
the  nun's  shoulder. 

**  Look  here,  my  friend,"  he  exclaimed ;  "  why  did 
you  advise  me  to  come,  and  why  are  you  here  ?  Do  you 
know  that  woman  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  Who  is  she  ?  " 

The  nun  whispered  a  name  in  his  ear. 

"  What  I "  Mephistopheles  recoiled,  astonished. 
"  That  girl  I     When  did  you  find  it  out  ?  " 

"Find  what  out?" 

"  Why,  that  she  is  the  one  ?  " 

^^  I  did  not  say  that  she  was  Elise  Schwarts." 

"  But  you  implied  it." 

"  True."  Laughing  again.  "  I  suspected  it  long  ago. 
I  verified  my  suspicions  quite  recently.  For  further  par- 
ticulars— wait." 

"  Then  I  need  not  follow  her  home  ?  ** 

"  You  may,  if  you  wish  to  assure  yourself  that  I  am 
not  mistaken.  I  must  leave  here  now.*  Who  put  Lara 
ou  his  guard?" 
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"  I  did ;  by  request  of  the  houri.  If  you  leave  now, 
I  will  shadow  her  home.  Will  you  be  at  the  rendez- 
vous ?  " 

"  At  one  ?    Yes.     Have  you  got  the  keys?'* 

"Will  have  them  in  the  morning,  without  fail/' 

**  Then  all  goes  well.  Old  man,  we  are  narrowing  the 
circle." 

"  We  are,  and  quarters  are  getting  close.** 

Mephistopheles  moved  away,  and  soon  after  the  nun 
disappeared  from  the  festive  scene. 

At  one  o'clock  that  morning  three  stern-faced  men, 
sat  around  the  little  table,  in  the  rooms  of  Neil  Bathurst; 
for  more  than  two  hours  they  sat  there,  conversing  in 
low,  eager  tones,  and  then  they  arose  and  prepared  to  de- 
part. 

"Then  we  understand  each  other  thoroughly,"  said 
one  of  these  grave-featured  men.  "We  begin  now  to 
act." 

"  Yes ;  from  to-night  our  deeds  will  count.  Arrest 
the  gang,  seize  the  murderess,  expose  the  conspiracies, 
and  set  Lenore  Armyn  right  before  the  world.  Ah  I  this 
is  work  to  my  taste."     And  so  they  separated. 

An  hour  later,  a  single  word  was  flying  over  the 
wires,  addressed  to  James  Durand.  That  word  was, 
"  Come." 
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CHAPTER  XLVI. 

OAPTUBINO     COUNTEEFEITBB8. 

Another  day  has  passed  away,  and  this  night  sets  in, 
dark  and  chill.  Heavy  clouds  are  hanging  athwart  the 
sky,  and  heavier  clouds  hang  athwart  the  lives  of 
some  who,  to-night,  sit  in  fancied  security,  and  think  and 
dream  of  new  crimes  and  fresh  triumphs. 

Mrs.  Rogers'  genteel  boarding-house  is  aglow  with 
lights  to-night,  for  it  is  early,  and  Mrs.  Rogers'  boarders 
are  assembled  in  the  parlor,  some  of  them,  at  least ;  for 
the  nice-looking  young  men  who  find  the  *' comforts"  of 
a  home  in  the  house  of  that  buxom  lady  seldom  go  out 
evenings ;  they  have  few  bad  habits.  Down  in  the  base- 
ment the  cook,  who  is  somewhat  given  to  *^  followers," 
sits  peering  out  through  half-closed  blinds,  in  expectation 
of  seeing  the  good-looking  young  man  who  sells  chromos, 
and  who  has  given  her  several,  not  to  mention  two  or 
three  wonderful  productions  in  the  way  of  love  letters, 
from  him,  that  the  postman  has  left  for  her.  Cook 
ia   getting   quite   fond    of    this    young    man,   but    she 
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entertains  him  under  difficulties,  for  Mrs.  Rogers 
does  not  approve  of  followers,  and  cook  is  forbid- 
den to  admit  them  to  the  kitchen.  Presently  the 
chromo  young  man  appears;  she  knows  him  through 
the  gloom,  and  goes  to  the  door.  They  talk  in  whispers 
for  a  time,  and  occasionally  the  young  man  starts,  fearing 
the  approach  of  the  majestic  Rogers.  He  is  even  more 
timid  than  cook.  But  to-night  his  fears  seem  groundless. 
Cook  becomes  brave ;  ^  she  even  suggests  that  they  sit 
on  the  basement  stairs,  that  ascend,  after  the  manner 
of  most  basement  stairs,  straight  up  from  the  street 
door.  But  the  "  follower  "  will  not  dare  too  much.  The 
night  is  chill,  but  cook  wears  a  shawl  over  her  head ;  so 
they  stand  in  the  open  doorway  and  eat  bonbons ;  he  has 
brought  her  delicious  bonbons  to-night,  fresh  from 
Gunther's.  But  bonbons  beget  thirst;  the  young  man 
eats,  and  now  and  then  glances  out  toward  the  street, 
and  presently  he  is  very  thirsty.  Will  cook  get  him  a 
glass  of  water?  Of  course  she  will.  Shef  tiptoes  away 
toward  the  kitchen  and  the  young  man  waits  in  the  open 
doorway.  Scarcely  has  her  back  turned,  before  a  shadow 
approaches  the  door ;  it  steals  past  the  nice  young  man, 
glides  up  the  basement  stairs,  and  disappears  above. 

Presently  comes  cook  with  the  water,  and  then  they 
talk  again  for  many  minutes.     Finally  the  ** follower" 
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takes  a  farewell  sip  of  water,  whispers  a  few  fond  words 
and  goes;  bat  the  shadow  has  not  come  down. 

It  grows  later;  the  lights  begin  to  be  extinguished 
above  stairs,  and  Mrs.  Rogers  comes  down,  looks  to  the 
fastenings  of  doors  and  windows,  and  then  goes  up  stairs 
and  repeats  the  process.  Her  doors  are  guarded  by 
double  locks,  her  windows  double  barred.  Never  was 
house  more  securely  fastened  than  is  this.  But  the 
shadow  is  locked  in. 

Mrs.  Rogers  is  a  very  careful  landlady;  she  goes 
al)out  peering  into  closets,  and  all  sorts  of  places,  where 
an  intruder  might  conceal  himself,  could  he  once  get 
within  these  walls.  But  she  finds  no  intruder;  the 
shadow  has  disappeared. 

And  now  the  lights  are  all  ont  in  Mrs.  Rogers'  board- 
ing house ;  doubtless  the  family  has  retired.  An  hour 
passes ;  still  darkness  and  silence ;  Mrs.  Rogers  and  her 
family  are,  probably,  now  asleep.  Half  an  hour  later, 
and  then  four  men  come  silently  down  the  street  and 
station  themselves  at  the  different  doors  opening  from 
that  silent,  darkened  house. 

A  few  minutes  more,  and  two  men  pause  before  the 
door  of  the  ill-fated  dwelling  fitted  up  by  Clarence  Arte- 
veldt  for  his  unwilling  bride ;  one  of  these  ascends  the 
steps,  noiselessly  unlocks  the  door,  and  speaks  in  a  low  tone 
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to  his  companion,  who  instantly  joins  him,  and  together 
they  vanish  within.  Carefully  they  close  and  bolt  the 
door  behind  them,  and  then  one  of  them  produces  from 
somewhere,  a  dark  lantern.  Lighted  by  this  they  mount 
up  the  stairs,  then  up  another  flight,  until  they  stand 
underneath  the  very  roof.  Then,  while  one  holds  the 
lantern  aloft,  the  other  unfastens  the  trap  door,  which, 
since  the  murder,  and  the  investigations  of  Neil  Bathurst, 
has  been  securely  fastened.  Then  they  raise  the  trap 
cautiously,  and  one  of  them  whispers, 

"  Are  you  there,  Rob  ?  " 

^^  Yes,"  the  answer  comes,  and  they  open  the  trap ;  a 
hand  from  outside  takes  it  and  folds  it  back,  and  then 
Rob  Jocelyn  lowers  himself  through  the  opening. 

^*  Here  we  are,"  he  whispers;  *^  how  did  you  leave  the 
old  woman,  Ferrars?" 

^^  Perfectly  calm ;  she  never  dreamed  of  your  presence. 
Did  you  encounter  any  difficulties  ?  " 

**•  None.  The  way  was  clear,  and  the  trap  is  now  ready 
to  open." 

*^  Good,"  said  Neil  Bathurst ;  **  then  we  may  as  well 
proceed.     It's  all  right  below." 

One  after  another  they  clamber  upon  the  roof,  and 
then  coming  to  the  corresponding  trap  in  the  other  house, 
they  open  that  with  the  greatest  ease.     Then  Rob  Jocelyn 
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lets    himself   down    with    the    agility    of   a    cat,    and 
vanishes. 

*^  It's  all  right/*  he  whispers,  re-appearing  a  moment 
later ;  **  they  are  hard  at  it,  have  been  for  an  hour  back. 
Come  down,  pards." 

Then  Francis  Ferrars,  who  has  so  recently  personated  a 
nice  young  picture  seller,  and  in  this  character  won  the 
confidence  of  Mrs.  Rogers'  cook,  gpes  down  into  the  dark 
abyss  of  Mrs.  Rogers'  attic,  and  Neil  Bathurst  follows 
after.  Then  they  raise  the  dark  lantern  and  look  about 
them.  It  is  a  genuine  attic,  filled  in  with  everything  old 
and  useless.  A  partition  forming  an  L,  runs  across  the 
front  and  left  side  of  the  attic,  and  the  stairway  is  pro- 
tected by  still  another  partition.  While  they  are  taking 
these  observations  they  can  hear  the  low  murmur  of  voices, 
and  occasionally  another  sound,  that  causes  Rob  Jocelyn's 
eyes  to  flash,  as  if  in  anticipation  of  something  refreshing. 
It  is  but  the  work  of  an  instant  to  unfasten  the  door  open- 
ing upon  the  landing  of  the  attic  stairs,  and  then  they 
pause  between  two  doors,  one  in  front  and  one  to  the  left, 
as  if  undecided  which  to  approach.  After  listening  for  a 
moment,  Rob  Jocelyn,  who  seems  to  lead  this  expedition, 
signifies  by  a  gesture  that  the  left  hand  door  is  the  one, 
and  then  Francis  Ferrars  puts  his  hand  to  his  side  and 
draws    forth  a  pair  of  revolvers.      Neil  Bathurst  had 
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armed  himself  in  the  same  manner,  and  now  they  are 
ready. 

The  door  at  the  front  is  opened  by  Rob  Jocelyn,  and, 
pistols  in  hand,  he  enters  the  attic  room.  Six  men  start 
up  at  his  entrance ;  six  men  who  at  that  moment  were 
bending  over  plates  and  dies,  all  the  paraphernalia  of  a 
Counterfeiter's  den.  A  little  further  a  young  woman 
stands  at  a  desk,  busy  with  some  newly  printed  bogus 
bank  notes,  and  beside  her  sits  Oeorge  Fordham,  the  re- 
porter, affixing  the  signatures  to  these  same  bogus 
bills. 

Rob  Jocelyn  has  opened  the  door  noiselessly,  and  he 
enters  the  room  with  a  spring  like  a  cat.  For  just  one 
second  the  counterfeiters  are  off  their  guard,  and  then 
weapons  flash  in  the  gaslight.  But  that  one  second  of 
panic,  of  irresolution,  is  the  second  that  tells.  Rob  covers 
George  Fordham  with  one  pistol,  and  the  nearest  coun- 
terfeiter with  another ;  and  while  they  lay  their  hands 
upon  their  weapons,  his  voice,  low  and  calm,  says,  with 
telling  effect : 

^^  Surrender,  men,  the  house  is  guarded,  resistance 
useless ;  make  the  first  attempt  at  it  and  we  will  shoot 
you  down  where  you  stand." 

Suddenly  there  is  a  rush  toward  the  left  hand  door. 
But  while  they  have  been  gazing  at  Rob  Jocelyn  that  ave- 
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nne  of  escape  has  been  cut  off.  Four  bright  weapons 
menace  them,  and  Francis  Ferrars  says,  sternly: 

^^  Your  case  is  hopeless,  sirs ;  surrender  in  the  name 
of  the  law." 

The  counterfeiters  are  bewildered ;  they  are  seven  to 
three,  but  six  of  the  seven  are  covered  by  revolvers,  held 
in  firm  hands ;  while  they,  because  of  the  suddenness  of 
the  attack,  stand,  armed  it  is  true,  but,  in  the  face  of 
those  deadly  weapons,  not  daring  to  aim  a  pistol.  Sud- 
denly the  girl  at  the  desk  leans  over  Fordham ;  the  de- 
tectives are  watching  the  men,  they  will  not  think  of  her, 
so  she  thinks ;  but  one  there  knows  her,  and  knows  her 
to  be  as  dangerous  as  the  fiercest  man  of  the  gang. 
She  turns  quickly  ;  she  raises  a  pistol ;  she  is  taking  aim 
at  the  heart  of  Rob  Jocelyn. 

*'  Mrs.  Pomeroy." 

The  pistol  falls  from  nerveless  fingers;  the  woman 
turns  a  white,  scared  face  toward  the  speaker. 

"I  would  not  attempt  that  again,  Mrs.  Pomeroy. 
You  have  damaged  officers  enough."  It  is  Francis  Fer- 
rars who  speaks,  and  his  weapons  are  still  aimed  at  the 
men.  ^^  I  shall  shoot  you  if  you  make  it  necessary.  Do 
you  know  me  ?  " 

The  woman  uttered  a  cry  of  terror. 
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"  Yes ;  you  are — Ferrars,'*  she  gasped.  "  Why  are 
you  here  ?  " 

*^  To  take  you  back  to  England,  if  you  make  it  neces- 
sary.    Will  you  obey  me,  if  I  spare  you  that  ?  " 

**  Yes,  yes  I  " 

**  Listen  then.  This  house  is  so  securely  guarded  that 
you  can  escape  in  no  possible  way.  I  shall  deal  with 
you  according  as  I  find  you.     Come  here.*' 

Like  some  tamed  animal  the  woman  obeyed  him. 

^^  Stand  away  from  these  men  and  their  weapons, 
over  there.  Now,  Mr.  Jocelyn,  shall  we  fire  upon  these 
fellows?" 

**  We  shall  I  if  they  don't  lay  down  their  arms  pretty 
quick,"  replied  Rob,  in  his  characteristic  way. 

**  George  Fordham,  do  you  surrender  ?  " 

George  Fordham  had  been  sitting  like  an  abject  cow- 
ard before  his  desk.  Suddenly  he  lifted  his  pistol,  placed 
it  against  his  breast  and  fired.  There  was  a  shriek  from 
the  woman ;  a  murmur  of  horror  from  the  now  panic- 
stricken  counterfeiters ;  and  then  Rob  Jocelyn  moved 
nearer  the  men  he  had  under  his  weapon. 

^^  Lay  down  your  pistols,  men,  and  hold  up  your 
hands.     Quick ! " 

They  hesitated  but  a  moment,  and  then  obeyed  him  ; 
and  the  remaining  four,  seeing  this,   did  likewise.     In 
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less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  it,  the  six  were  handcuffed 
and  helpless,  and  Rob  Jocelyn  was  filling  his  capacious 
pockets  with  the  pistols  of  the  gang. 

Neil  Bathurst  approached  the  bleeding  would-be  sui- 
cide ;  he  was  not  dead,  but  might  be  dangerously 
wounded. 

^'  You  had  better  go  below,"  he  said  to  his  comrades. 
"  I  will  attend  to  the— lady." 

The  six  men  were  marched  down  stairs,  at  the  mouth 
of  the  pistol.  Here  they  came  suddenly  upon  Mrs. 
Rogers;  she  had  been  aroused  from  sleep  by  the  report 
of  Ford  ham's  pistol,  and  almost  before  she  knew  it,  she 
too,  was  handcuffed.  They  found,  likewise,  two  men 
below,  who  had  been  used  to  circulate  in  yarious  ways 
and  places,  the  spurious  money  of  the  Fordham  manufac- 
ture. It  had  scarcely  been  five  minutes  since  the  shot 
that  aroused  them  was  fired,  and  they  were  all  pyercome 
and  made  captive.  The  servants  were  allowed  to  go  free 
upon  being  assured  by  Mrs.  Rogers  that  they  were  en- 
tirely innocent  of  anything  carried  on  above  the  base- 
ment stairs. 

The  door  was  opened  now,  and  the  officers  who  had 
been  stationed  without  were  called  in.  One  of  them  in- 
stantly departed  to  summon  others,  and  while  they 
waited,  Jocelyn  and  Ferrars  maclt'  a  thorough   examina- 
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tion  of  the  house.  They  found  large  quantities  of  the 
manufactured  paper  money,  as  well  as  considerable  coin. 

The  house  was  elegant  in  all  its  appointments,  and, 
but  for  the  suspicions  aroused  in  the  mind  of  Neil  Bath- 
urst,  while  investigating  the  Arteveldt  murder,  might 
have  prospered  for  years  under  the  guise  of  a  first-class 
and  highly  respectable  boarding  house. 

The  officer  who  had  been  sent  for  reinforcements,  was 
also  commissioned  to  call  a  physician  for  the  wounded 
Fordham.  Neil  Bathurst  had  remained  beside  him,  and 
in  charge  of  the  woman  whom  he  had  known  as  Nina 
Annin,  and  who  had  been  addressed,  with  startling  effect, 
as  Mrs.  Pomeroy,  by  Ferrars.  Neil  was  at  a  loss  here. 
He  knew  nothing  of  the  Mrs.  Pomeroy  business,  and  was 
inwardly  wondering  about  it,  when  the  physician  and  Fran- 
cis Ferrars  mounted  to  the  counterfeiter's  operating 
room. 

After  a  careful  examination,  the  man  of  medicine  pro- 
nounced upon  Fordham*s  case.  He  was  badly  hurt,  but 
would  live  with  proper  care.  Then  Neil  Bathurst  turned 
to  the  woman. 

"  Miss  Annin,"  he  said  gravely,  "  you  are  under  arrest 
as  one  of  the  gang  taken  in  this  house  in  the  very  act  of 
counterfeiting.  I  can't  help  you  there,  if  I  would ;  but 
you  may  be  held  upon  other  charges  that  will  make  your 


l!BBAtU>        BHl     li\'^¥tQ 


BHADOWBD  BY  THBXB.  629 

case  utterly  hopeless.     This  I  may  be  able  to  preyent, 
or  rather  you  may." 

**  What  do  you  mean  ?  *'  asked  Miss  Annin. 

^^  I  mean  that  you  are  charged  with  being  an  accom- 
plice in  the  murder  of  Clarence  Arteveldt ;  and  also  of 
haying  a  hand  in  the  Durand  robbery." 

^*  What  I "  The  woman  sprang  up  in  unfeigned  aston- 
ishment.   ^*  1 1    Mr.  Bathurst,  who  accuses  me  ?  " 

"  Miss  Durand,  indirectly ;  directly,  myself." 

**'  Aura  Durand  I  Dare  she  so  much  as  hint  such  a 
thing  ?  " 

^*  She  has  dared  that  and  more.  Are  you  ready  to 
tell  all  you  know  concerning  Aura  Durand  and  her  con- 
nections with  Clarence  Arteveldt  ?  " 

The  woman  hesitated,  and  while  she  did  so  Mr.  Fer- 
rars  moved  nearer  and  looked  in  her  face. 

**  Which  will  benefit  you  most,"  he  said ;  ^'  to  tell  what 
you  know  of  Miss  Durand,  and  so  assist  the  officers  of 
justice,  or  to  have  me  tell  what  I  know  of  Mrs.  Pomeroy, 
and  so  insure  for  you  a  double,  perhaps  a  life  sen- 
tence ?  " 

**  If  I  do  tell  what  you  wish  me  to,  you  will  denounce 


me. 


''  If  you  tell  Mr.  Bathurst  what  he  wishes  to  hear,  and 
if  he  assures  me  of  his  belief  in  your  truthfulnesB,  I  will 
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tell  him  and  no  other  what  I  know  of  yon.     American 
justice  shall  deal  with  you  as  it  will." 

She  turned  toward  Neil  Bathurst.  ^^  Are  you  hunting 
her  down  ?  "  she  asked. 

^^  I  am  hunting  down  Clarence  Arteyeldt^s  murderess. 
You  know  who  that  is." 

"  And — will  my  evidence  turn  the  scale  i^ainst  her  ?  " 

"  No ;  with  or  without  your  evidence,  she  will  be 
under  arrest  within  twenty-four  hours." 

"  Ah  I "  with  flashing  eyes  ;  **  she  will  come  down 
from  her  stilts  then.  Mr.  Bathurst  I  will  answer  your 
questions." 

*'  Very  good  ;  they  must  be  answered  in  the  presence 
of  a  lawyer  and  others.     And  now — come  Miss  Annin." 

"  Come  I     Where  will  you  take  me  ?  " 

**  With  the  others — ^to  the  station  house." 

With  drooping  head  and  vanquished  spirit,  Nina 
Annin  obeyed,  and  soon  the  eight  counterfeiters  and  their 
two  female  accomplices,  were  marched  through  the  bleak 
and  silent  streets,  and  safely  lodged  between  stout  stone 
walls,  and  behind  hopeless  iron  bars. 

The  doctor  and  two  policemen  were  left  in  eharge  of 
the  wounded  man,  who  was  removed  to  the  hospital  at 
dawn.  And  then,  having  seized  upon  the  counterfeiter's 
outfit,  Mrs.  Rogers'  boarding  house  was  closed. 
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CHAPTER  XL VII. 
bathubst's  last  bbpobt. 

I'hc  telegram  that  went  speeding  southward  to  James 
Darand,  brought  him  swiftly  back  to  the  city.  He  knew 
full  well  the  meaning  of  that  single  word  ^^  Come."  He 
arrived  in  the  gray  of  morning,  the  same  morning  that 
saw  the  breaking  lip  of  the  counterfeiting  gang,  and  the 
arrest  of  the  tenantry  of  Mrs.  Rogers'  boarding  house. 
But  he  did  not  hasten  to  his  splendid  home.  He  was 
driven  to  an  obscure  hotel,  and  there  remained  for  more 
than  three  hours. 

At  the  expiration  of  that  time  Neil  Bathurst  appeared. 
The  two  men  shook  hands,  and  looked  gravely  at  each 
other. 

*^  Tou  see  I  am  pilnctual,"  said  the  old  man.  **  How 
goes  your  work,  Bathurst?  " 

^^It  is  nearly  done,  sir.     And  how  is  Mrs.  Durand?'' 

The  old  man's  face  clouded. 

^*  Bathurst,"  he  cried,  ^^  I  think  I  could  see  that  she- 
fiend  hung  to-day.  Listen,  with  all  our  precautions  she 
almost  over-reached  us.    We  had  been  gone  four  da}'s 
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when,  I  came  in  one  morning  and  found  Mrs.  Durand  in 
great  agony.  I  sent  for  a  doctor,  and  then  questioned 
the  servant.  What  had  Mrs.  Durand  drank  or  eaten? 
She  had  eaten  nothing,  the  woman  said,  but  had  seemed 
growing  worse  since  she  drank  the  wine.  What  wine  ? 
I  asked.  Why,  said  the  creature,  the  wine  Miss  Aura 
had  brought,  the  very  last  thing,  to  be  packed  because 
her  mother  was  so  fond  of  it,  and  she  might  not  find  it 
where  we  were  going.  Think  of  it,  Bathurst !  My  wife 
all  but  died  that  night,  and  the  physician  discovered 
the  poison  symptoms.  I  had  to  tell  him  the  whole  story 
then ;  and,  as  soon  as  the  danger  was  past,  I  told  my 
wife  the  truth" — ^here  a  twinkle  came  into  his  eyes. 
"  My  boy,  what  do  you  think  she  said  then  ?  " 

Neil  smiled  and  shook  his  head. 

"  Well,  she  was  terribly  cut  up,  I  could  see  that,  but, 
after  she  had  fully  contemplated  the  matter,  she  raised 
herself  on  her  elbow,  and  said :  ^  James,  I  always  said 
there  was  something  queer  about  that  girl.'  Think  of 
that,  Bathurst;  nothing  will  quench  a  woman's  inevitable 
*I  told  you  so,'  I  verily  believe." 

Neil  Bathurst  smiled  in  spite  of  himself.  ^^  That  is  a 
woman's  ultimatum,"  he  said.  "And  we  borrow  it  for  our 
own  use  sometimes — for  instance.     I  told  you  that  your 
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bait  would  set  on  foot  a  new  scheme  of  murder.  And 
it  has.'' 

"  Has  it  ?  "  queried  the  old  man,  grimly.  "  Well,  I 
am  prepared  to  believe  anything  in  that  line  now,  and  I 
am  prepared  to  act  too.  So  tell  me  your  plans,  man.  I 
have  no  more  scruples." 

**That  is  well,  sir,"  replied  the  detective,  gravely; 
"  then  if  you  are  ready  and  have  breakfasted,  we  will  go 
to  Mr.  Hale*s  office.  I  have  an  appointment  there  for  this 
morning." 

They  drove  straight  to  Mr.  Hale's  office,  and  as  they 
were. about  to  enter  the  building  in  which  it  was,  two 
gentlemen  approached  from  the  direction  of  Bathurst's 
rooms,  not  many  blocks  away.  These  were  Doctor 
Austin  and  Francis  Ferrars. 

Doctor  Austin  had  arrived  in  the  city  the  night 
before,  in  response  to  a  dispatch  from  Francis  Ferrars, 
and  because  of  the  work  qn  hand  for  that  night  had 
been  compelled  to  wait  until  morning  for  aq  explanation 
to  the  strange  telegram  that  had  brought  him  to  the  city. 
For  more  than  two  hours  this  morning  he  had  been 
closeted  with  the  English  detective,  and  now,  as  he 
approached.  Doctor  Austin  was  fully  aware  of  the  truth 
concerning  Lenore  Armyn.  Of  all  that  Neil  Bathurst 
had  done,  of  her  identity,  and  her  present  whereabouts, 

17* 


684  THB  LAKBSIDB  SBBI£S. 

he  was  fully  aware.  This  morning,  for  the  first  time  he 
had  learned,  that  the  husband,  from  whom  he  had  assisted 
Lenore  to  flee,  had  been  murdered  on  that  very  night. 
The  doctor's  face  wore  a  mixed  expression  of  gratifica- 
tion, wonder  and  awe  as,  fresh  from  the  Englishman's 
strange  recital,  he  approached  Bathurst.  But  he  extended 
to  the  quondam  John  Jacob,  a  hearty  greeting,  and  after 
an  introduction,  and  a  few  low  spoken  words  of  explana^ 
lion,  the  four  men  ascended  the  stairs  that  led  to  tho 
office  of  Mr.  Hale. 

The  lawyer  was  there  to  receive  them,  and  Neil 
Bathurst  came  straight  to  the  point.  **'  Mr.  Hale,"  he 
said,  ^^I  come  to  make  to  you  my  last  report  concerning 
the  Arteveldt  tragedy.  And  as  these  gentlemen  are 
more  deeply,  or  I  might  say,  closely,  interested  in  the 
issue  than  either  you  or  .1,  their  presence  is  of  course 
necessary.  Mr.  Durand  you  know ;  allow  me  to  present 
Doctor  Austin,  of  Fairlie,  the  lawful  guardian  of  the 
lady  we  have  known  as  Lenore  Armyn,  and  Francis 
Ferrars,  England's  ablest  detective." 

The  lawyer  greeted  the  strangers  with  elaborate  cour- 
tesy, and  then  led  the  way  to  his  private  sanctum. 

^^  Here  we  have  the  required  privacy,"  he  said,  bow- 
ing to  Neil  Bathurst,  and  drawing  forth  easy  chairs  for 
the  party.     ^'  Be  seated,  gentlemen." 


8HADOWSD  BY  THRKB.  635 

And  Mr.  Hale  seated  himself,  feeling  inwardly,  as 
much  astonished  as  he  could  ever  feel  at  anything.  Mr. 
Durand,  the  Fairlie  doctor,  and  the  English  detective ! 
What  could  the  strange  combination  mean. 

Neil  Bathurst  drew  his  chair  up  to  the  lawyer's  table, 
and  took  from  his  pocket  a  packet  of  papers.  These  he 
laid  upon  the  table,  and  then  said  : 

^^  I  have  come  to  you  as  Mrs.  Arteveldt's  agent,  Mr. 
Hale,  and  when  you  have  heard  what  I  have  to  say,  you 
will  know  why  I  make  this,  my  last  report,  or  statement, 
in  her  case,  verbally,  and  to  you  in  her  absence.  Certain 
portions  of  my  story  are  known  to  these  gentlemen,  but 
not  the  same  portions,  and  not  all  that  I  have  now  to  re- 
late. It  might  be  said  that,  at  this  moment,  Mr.  Durand 
and  myself  represent  one  interest ;  Mr.  Ferrars  and  Doc- 
tor Austin,  although  strangers  until  to-day,  another;  and 
yourself  a  third.  But  I  will  begin.  You  have  had  my 
report,  Mr.  Hale,  up  to  the  time  when  Lenore  Armyn 
escaped  from  me,  and  from  Doctor  Burton's  Insane 
Asylum.  Since  then  I  have  had  excellent  reasons  for 
withholding  any  reports  concerning  her.  I  shall  not  now 
relate  the  particulars  of  events  that  have  since  trans- 
pired, but  will  simply  say  that  Miss  Armyn  is  found." 

''  Found  I ']  ejaculated  Mr.  Hale.  *^But  that  is  good 
news." 
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*^  Yes,  it  is  a  matter  of  congratulation.  Miss  Axmyn 
18  found — and — Clarence  Arteveldt's  murderess  is  also 
found." 

^*  Of  course ;  of  course,'*  from  Mr.  Hale  again. 

'^'  Not  of  course,  sir.  Miss  Armyn  and  the  murderess 
are  two  distinct  and  very  different  persons." 

"What  I" 

"Listen,  Mr.  Hale,  and  gentlemen.  When  I  was 
called  upon  to  investigate  this  unprecedented  murder,  I 
found  a  very  strong  case  of  circumstantial  evidence 
against  this  lady,  all  ready  to  hand.  I  saw  that  it  was  a 
very  strong  case,  and  I  saw,  instantly,  that  to  hint  at  a 
possibility  of  a  different  actor  in  the  drama,  would  be  to 
prejudice  against  myself,  not  only  Mrs.  Arteveldt  and  her 
friends,  but  even  you,  Mr.  Hale.  When  I  stood  beside 
the  body  of  the  murdered  man,  and  saw  the  manner  in 
which  death  had  stricken  him,  I  knew  that  no  girl,  igno- 
rant of  anatomy,  and  unskilled  in  crime,  could  have 
stricken  such  a  blow,  although  she  may  have  been  never 
so  frantic,  nev^r  so  mad  with  despair,  and  never  so 
frenzied  with  a  thirst  for  vengeance.  But  I  said  nothing 
of  this.  The  verdict  of  the  jury  was  the  popular  verdict, 
and  it's  a  detective's  business  to  produce  and  state  facts, 
not  opinions  —  especially  when  his  opinion  will  run 
counter  to  the  general  one. 


yt*pri,ATvn  kir.a\*.\¥ 
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**  Well,  I  went  to  work.  I  had  never  seen  the  ac- 
cused, and  so  could  not  judge  of  her  from  observation, 
but  I  began  a  systematic  hunting  up  of  everybody  who 
knew  her.  Even  her  enemies  spoke  some  good  of  Lenore 
Armyn.  She  had  a  furious  temper,  but  was  frank,  fear- 
less, generous  to  a  fault,  and  devoid  of  trickery,  treachery, 
or  deceit  in  any  form.  Even  those  who  believed  in  her 
guilt  extolled  her  as  she  had  hitherto  been,  and  declared 
themselves  in  sympathy  with  her,  as  her  wrong  had  been  so 
great.  Finally  I  got  possession  of  a  quantity  of  letters 
written  by  her  to  Miss  Seaton, — ^school-girl  letters, — and 
these  endorsed  what  others  had  said.  After  reading  them 
I  said  this :  ^Either  this  is  an  impulsive,  sensitive,  high- 
souled,  high-spirited,  fearless,  and  innocent  girl — ^in  which 
case  she  is  no  murderess — or  else,  she  is  a  hypocrite  from 
the  foundation  upward,  in  which  case  she  may  have  com- 
mitted no  end  of  crimes.  Then  I  set  myself  to  assure 
myself  whether  she  was  the  one  or  the  other,  and  I  freely 
confess  that  I  never  yet  found  a  case  that  so  puzzled  and 
baffled  me  up  to  the  very  last  moment.  I  was  at  times 
ready  to  declare  that  the  girl  was  a  monomaniac.  I  will 
not  now  relate  all  the  things  that  so  baffled  and  puzzled 
'  me,  although  they  were  not  included  in  my  reports,  and 
might  prove  interesting.  The  ^crooked  plans*  have  been 
made  tolerably  straight  to  me,  although,  during  my  en- 
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tire  search,  during  my  life  in  fact,  I  have  never  seen 
Miss  Arrayn  save  once,  and  then  for  a  few  exciting  min- 
utes onlv. 

**When  I  examined  the  scene  of  the  tragedy,  I  dis- 
covered that  the  trap  door  opening  out  upon  the  roof  was 
not,  fastened.  I  mentioned  this  fact  in  my  first  report, 
and  I  made  a  mental  note  of  it,  for  I  could  not  divest  my- 
self of  the  idea  that  the  destroyer  might  have  entered  the 
house  from  the  roof." 

"  But  I "  interrupted  Mr.  Hale.  "  You  stated  in  your 
report  that  you  thought  that  theory  the  least  probable 
of  any." 

^^  I  said,  in  my  report,  that  a  man  might  have  gained 
the  roof  by  means  of  hooks  and  ropes,  but  that  it 
was  impossible  for  a  woman,  and  that  this  theory  was, 
even  supposing  the  criminal  a  man,  a  highly  improbable 
one.  If  I  had  mentioned  my  suspicion  that  the  house 
next  door  might  furnish  a  clue  to  the  mystery,  that  house 
would  have  been  invaded  forthwith,  and  then  we  would 
have  lost  our  hold  upon  the  murderess,  as  well  as  been 
deprived  of  the  pleasure  of  capturing  and  consigning  to 
the  hands  of  justice  the  sharpest  gang  of  counterfeiters 
that  ever  infested  this  city.  You  will  know  what  this 
means,  gentlemen,  when  you  read  the  evening  papers. 
I   made    private    inquiries    concerning   the  house,  and 
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resolved  to  keep  an  eye  upon  its  inmates.  And — I  was 
careful  to  let  no  word  fall  from  my  lips  that  might  set 
any  busy  tongue  to  wagging  on  the  subject  of  *the 
house  next  door.' 

^*  After  the  inquest,  as  you  will  remember,  Mr.  Hale, 
I  visited  the  rooms,  that  had  been  occupied  by  Clarenofi 
Arteveldt,  for  years,  in  his  mother's  house.  I  went  there 
to  examine  the  papers  and  effects  of  the  deceased,  in  the 
hope  of  obtaining  some  clue  to  the  murder.  In  doing 
«n  act  of  justice  one  can  not  always  spare,  even  the  dead ; 
you,  Mr.  Hale,  and  Mr.  Durand  also,  know  something  of 
the  life  he  led.  But  it  remained  for  these  letters  to  reveal 
how  entirely  he  was  engrossed  in  trifling  with  the  affec- 
tions of  women,  of  all  sorts,  good,  bad  and  indifferent. 
I  read  through  a  sickening  mass  of  hmeU-douzy  and  from 
the  lot  I  *'  evolved '  one  scrap  of  paper  that  I  considered 
worthy  of  preservation.    Here  it  is.'* 

And  he  took  the  first  paper  from  the  packet  before 
him  and  laid  it  by  itself. 

*^  Next  I  searched  in  the  pockets  of  all  the  garments 
hanging  in  his  closets  and  wardrobes,  and  in  the  coat 
he  had  discarded  for  the  wedding  broadcloth,  I  found 

^this." 

He  laid  a  second  note  beside  the  first,  and  then  con- 
tinued. 
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«( 


In  walking  about  the  room  I  noticed  that  he,  or 
some  one,  had  been  burning  papers  of  some  sort,  and  on 
looking  closer  I  found  this  fragment.*'  He  placed  a  half- 
burned  letter  beside  the  other  two,  and  said,  ^*  Mr.  Hale, 
will  you  now  read  the  first  of  these  ?  read  it  aloud.*' 
Mr.  Hale  took  up  the  first  paper  and  read— 

I  begin  to  doubt  70a.  Don't  think  me  blind  or  that  I  am  one  ta 
tnbmit  to  neglect,  afUr  what  has  been.  Remember,  you  are  not  dealing 
with  one  friendlesH  or  helpless.    I  must  see  yon  io^tnghL 

August  9,  187 — . 

Mr.  Hale  read  this  aloud,  and  then  laid  it  down 
without  a  comment. 

*^  This  npte,*'  resumed  the  detective,  **  is,  as  jou  see, 
without  address  or  signature.  And  it  is  not  an  ordinary 
love  letter.  It  is  dated  less  than  a  month  prior  to  the 
first  meeting  of  Arteveldt  and  Miss  Armyn.  *I  begin 
to  doubt  you,*  it  says — doubtless  this  was  one  of  the 
*  old  loves '  that  the  young  man  was  so  constantly  puttiDg 
off  for  new  ones.  But  this  one  is  not  to  be  trifled  with, 
and  she  rebels.  She  reminds  him  that  she  is  neither 
friendless  nor  helpless,  and  then,  she  commands,  ^  I  mus>t 
see  you  to-night.*  Now,  Mr.  Hale,  please  read  the  nex^ 
note,  the  one  found  in  the  coat  pocket.'* 

Again  Mr.  Hale  complied,  reading  the  second  note  a» 
he  had  the  first,  without  oomBftent  or  questioii. 
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I  haTe  seen  the  girl  70a.  think  to  make  joux  wife ;  and — sAi  does  n^t  love 
y9U — I  swear  it  I  have  warned  yon  before.  I  repeat  that  warning.  Break 
off  this  marriage,  even  at  the  last  moment  Break  it  off,  or  the  thnnderbolt 
that  hangs  over  yon  will  falL 

**  See/*  said  the  detective,  when  the  lawyer  had  pnt 
this  note  aside ;  ^^  it  is  in  the  same  hand  as  the  first  one. 
It  warns,  or  threatens — or  both.  It  bids  him  break  off 
his  marriage,  or  dread  the  thunderbolt.  Oentlemen,  he 
did  not  break  off  the  marriage,  and  three  days  after  the 
date  of  this  letter  the  thunderbolt  had  fallen.  Clarence 
Arteveldt  lay  a  corpse. 

^^  Now  comes  the  third  letter,  or  fragment  of  one.  It 
is  in  the  handwriting  of  the  murdered  man.  Probably 
he  wrote  this  letter,  and  then,  for  some  reason  re-wrote  it, 
throwing  this  copy  into  the  grate.  Now  I  begin  to  theo- 
rize :  This  letter  is  partially  destroyed  ;  we  must  guess 
at  the  meaning  of  half  of  it,  I  thought  that  some  woman, 
doubtless  this  one  who  had  written  him  these  two  letters, 
had  made  some  demands  upon  him.  I  think  that  he  sent 
back  to  her,  her  letters  and  pictures,  and  that  these  two  were 
overlooked  in  making  up  the  package.  I  think  that  he  told 
her  how  idle  and  useless  were  her  threats,  and  then  re- 
sorted to  a  little  judicious  flattery ;  speaking  of  her  beauty, 
her  position,  etc.,  and  that  he  ended  by  saying  she  must 
keep  aloof  from  his  wife ;  such  a  letter  would  be  charaot^»- 
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istic  of  the  man.    I  foimded  my  reasoning,  gentlemen,  on 
these  fragments  of  sentences : 

This  day  return  to  you and  gifts.     Have  retained  nothing. 


these  useless  threats the  admiration  your  beauty  commands 


position  warrants shall  be  your  friend two  must  not  meet 

*^  Well,  I  read  these  three  documents,  and  this  is  the 
theory  I  evoked  from  them:  Some  woman  who  was 
beautiful,  accomplished,  and,  perhaps,  of  high  social 
standing,  had  been  the  favored  of  this  young  Launcelot 
of  the  drawing-room ;  he  had  grown  weary  of  the  flame, 
and  she  had  sought  to  hold  him ;  then  had  come  Lenore 
Armyn,  and  he  had  grown  still  more  neglectful.  -She  had 
written  him  other  letters  full  of  warning  and  threats,  but 
these  had  been  returned,  as  he  states  here ;  probably  he 
believed  what  he  said,  that  he  had  retained  nothing. 
Doubtless  he  was  careless,  hurried,  even  impatient,  in 
gathering  up  these  letters ;  he  was  disposing  of  the  old 
love,  you  know.  Well,  the  popular  theory  was,  that 
Lenore  Armyn,  because  of  her  wrongs,  had  taken  the  life 
of  her  husband.  Here  was  another  who  complained,  who 
had  been  even  more  deeply  wronged,  perhaps ;  might  not 
she  have  laid  her  plans  and  struck  down  her  destroyer  on 
liis  wedding  night? 

^'  I  said  nothing  of  these  notes  or  of  my  suspicions,  but 
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I  worked  to  find,  not  only  Lenore  Armyn,  but  this  other 
one,  and  then  to  fix  the  guilt  where  it  belonged.  I  knew 
of  one  young  lady  that  had  been  more  or  less  talked  of  in 
connection  with  Clarence  Arteveldt,  but  it  seemed  quite 
absurd  to  think  of  her  as  this  suspected  one.  I  had  met 
this  lady  —  and  just  here  I  may  as  well  state  how.  One 
day,  the  second  of  September  last,  as  I  sat  at  lunch,  Clar- 
ence Arteveldt  sought  me,  saying  that  the  house  of  a 
fiiend  had  been  robbed,  and  more  than  twenty  thousand 
dollars  taken  from  a  private  desk.  I  hastened  to  the 
scene  of  the  robbery,  and  made  a  minute  investigation  of 
the  premises,  and  I  at  once  decided  that  no  burglar  did 
the  deed ;  no  one  had  forced  an  entrance,  and,  spite  of 
the  fact  that  the  front  door  was  open,  I  did  not  believe 
that  a  burglar  had  gone  away  from  that  house  after  rob- 
bing it.  In  short  I  suspected  a  ^  put-up  job,'  and  I  began 
to  look  for  the  robber  in  .  the  family  of  the  robbed  man. 
Well,  I  was  baffled  here,  but  a  strange  suspicion  entered 
my  mind,  and  I  resolved  to  let  the  matter  die  down,  and 
then  to  begin  at  it  afresh.  The  young  lady  of  the  house, 
as  I  have  said,  had  been  a  friend  of  Arteveldts.  I  ques- 
tioned him  concerning  her,  and  soon  saw  that  it  was  a 
sore  subject.  One  day  he  chaffed  me  in  turn,  saying  that 
a  certain  George  Fordham  had  told  him  that  I  was  a  fre- 
quent visitor  at  this  house.     Now,  I  was  not  aware  that 
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this  Fordham  was  on  calling  terms  there,  and  I  felt  a  little 
surprised  at  this,  and  resolved  to  ascertain  how,  and  to 
what  end,  Mr.  George  Fordham  kept  himself  so  well  posted 
concerning  me. '  I  inquired  in  a  careless  manner,  and  was 
assured  that  Mr.  Fordham  was  barely  known  to  the  lady 
in  question.  A  few  days  before  his  marriage  Arteveldt 
made,  what  I  considered,  an  odd  request ;  he  asked  me 
to  ascertain,  .in  an  off-hand  way,  what  the  young  lady 
thought  of  his  marriage  with  Miss  Armyn.  I  made  a 
mental  note  of  this,  and  after  the  tragedy  it  came  back  to 
my  mind. 

*^Now  I  will  go  back  to  the  letters ;  having  read  these, 
I  looked  up  Fordham,  and  talked  with  him  about  Arte- 
veldt  and  his  affairs ;  I  knew  that  if  any  one  could  give 
me  information  upon  this  subject,  he  was  the  man.  But 
Fordham  fought  shy,  and  denied  any  knowledge  of  an 
old  love  affair ;  but  while  he  denied  it  I  saw  in  his  eye 
that  he  lied.  I  knew  that  he  lied  to  me.  Next  I  went 
to  Fairlie,  to  see  what  I  could  learn  from  Doctor  Austin 
here." 

Mr.  Hale  turned  his  eyes  upon  Doctor  Austin,  and 
saw  (hat  both  he  and  Mr.  Ferrars  were  smiling  signifi- 
cantly. 

^^  At  Fairlie,"  pursued  Bathurst,  ^^  I  was  surprised  to 
find  my  friend  and  brother  detective,  Robert  Jocelyn. 
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He  was  there  in  puisuit  of  an  English  scoundrel,  whom 
he  had  been  shadowing  for  weeks.  And  now  I  must 
deyiate,  or  seem  to,  again,  while  I  put  in  a  word  con- 
cerning Bob  Jocelyn. 

**  He  had  arrived  in  this  city  on  the  first  day  of  last 
September,  after  a  five  years'  absence  in  Europe.  While 
in  London,  he  had  been  employed  in  working  up  a  mur< 
der  case.  One  Schwartz,  a  Jewish  broker^  and  Rebecca 
Schwartz,  his  sister,  both  aged  people,  hud  been  murdered 
by  the  girl-wife  of  the  old  man.  Jocelyn  had  searched 
all  Europe  for  the  murderess,  who  had  fled,  taking  with 
her  a  large  and  very  valuable  collection  of  jewels,  that 
had  been  hoarded  by  the  miserly  old  man.  He  had  at 
last  come  to  America,  in  the  hope  of  finding  Elise 
Schwartz  on  this  continent. 

**  I  was  glad  to  come  upon  Jocelyn  thus  unexpectedly, 
for  I  wanted  his  help.  I  began  to  tell  him  my  business, 
and  described  the  manner  of  the  murder,  whereupon 
Jocelyn  sprang  up  in  great  excitement,  declared  that 
Clarence  Arteveldt  and  the  Jew,  Schwartz,  had  been 
killed  in  the  same  way,  and  he  believed  by  the  same 
weapon,  and  the  same  hand.  The  wound  in  the  temple 
in  each  case  had  been  made  with  the  stylet,  an  instru- 
ment similar  to  the  Spanish  stiletto,  but  smaller,  and 
keener,  even,  than  that.    This  statement  seemed  improb- 
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able)  how  oonld  Lenore  Artnyn  and  this  Elise  Schwartz 
be  the  same  ?  They  could  not ;  this  we  knew.  Bui  the 
stylet  is  a  foreign  weapon,  little  used,  and  the  coinci- 
dence served  to  deepen  our  interest  in  the  case." 

The  detective  paused  for  a  moment ;  his  four  audi- 
tors were  listening  with  almost  breathless  attention; 
what  he  now  stated  was  new,  to  all  alike. 
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CHAPTER  XLVni. 


THB  MUBDEBE8S  IS  F0X7in>. 


The-  detective  sat  in  thoughtful  silence  for  a  few 
moments,  and  then  recommenced  his  story. 

**  I  can  now  condense  my  narrative  a  little  more,  and 
yet  make  myself  understood,'*  he  said.  ^*I  might  say 
much  concerning  Lenore  Armyn,  for  Jocelyn  had  made 
some  startling  discoveries  concerning  her  while  in  Fairlie, 
but  that  must  remain  until  another  time.  Now  we  must 
talk  of  the  murderess. 

^^  I  told  Jocelyn  all  that  I  had  discovered,  and  all  I 
suspected,  and  the  next  morning  he  started  back  to  the 
city,  to  keep  a  watch  upon  the  suspected  house,  and  upon 
Mr.  Fordham.  My  information  concerning  the  house 
was  thi8:\  It  had  been  taken  a  few  days  after  Arte  veldt 
had  secured  the  other,  by  a  middle-aged  woman,  repre- 
senting herself  to  be  a  widow;  she  intended  to  open  a 
fashionable  boarding-house,  she  said.  Now,  mark  this, 
the  two  houses  were  taken  within  the  same  week,  but, 
while  that  of  Clarence  Arteveldt  was  ready  for  its  occu- 
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pants  many  days  before  the  wedding,  the  other  house  was 
still  vacant  on  the  wedding  night. 

'^  Well !  Rob  attended  to  the  house,  and  I  remained 
in  Fairlie,  as  you  know,  for  three  long  months. 

*^  A  few  days  after  my  return  from  Fairlie,  I  received 
a  note  from  the  young  lady  who  was  said  to  have  been, 
at  one  time,  a  special  friend  of  Arteveldt's,  and  whose 
father  had  been  robbed  so  mysteriously,  and  I  may  as 
well  begin  here  to  use  the  name  of  that  young  lady.  It 
was  Miss  Aura,  the  adopted  daughter  of  this  gentleman, 
Mr.  James  Durand." 

The  lawyer  turned  a  startled  face  toward  Mr.  Durand, 
but  that  gentleman  merely  nodded,  and  then  turned  his 
stern  set  face  again  toward  the  detective. 

^^ At  the  time  of  the  robbery,'*  continued  Neil,  **  Miss 
Durand  had  with  her  a  Miss  Nina  Aunin,  a  hired  com- 
panion, who  was  seemingly  a  prime  favorite  with  the 
young  lady  of  the  house.  I  had  been  in  the  society  of 
these  two  young  ladies — ^previous  to  the  murder — ^fre- 
quently ;  and  for  a  purpose.  And — I  had  assured  myself 
that  the  bond  between  them  was  not  that  of  love.  But, 
so  clever  was  their  outward  seeming,  that  it  was  impossi- 
ble for  me  to  guess  which  held  the  mastery  over  the 
other.  When  I  called,  after  my  three  months'  absence, 
and  in  response  to  her  note,  I  found  Miss  Durand  without 
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a  companion.  Before  going  to  Miss  Durand's  room,  how- 
ever, I  met  Mr.  Durand,  and  at  his  request,  entered  the 
room  of  his  wife,  who,  he  said  was  slightly  indisposed. 
I  sat  beside  Mrs.  Durand  for  a  time,  and  I  listened  to  a 
minute  description  of  her  symptoms.  And  then  I  knew 
that  her  slight  indisposition  was  a  creeping  insidious 
danger  ;  that  she  was  being  slowly  poisoned.  Unseen  by 
any  one  I  took  from  the  table  near  her  couch,  a  bottle, 
that  she  had  told  me  contained  her  medicine.  Well,  I 
will  dispose  of  this  part  of  my  story,  now.  I  took  the 
bottle  to  Doctor  Worthing,  and  he  analyzed  the  medicine. 
It  contained  a  strong  mineral  poison.  Then  I  told  Mr. 
Durand  the  truth,  and  convinced  him  that  it  was  truth. 
He  took  his  wife  away  from  the  city,  starting  suddenly, 
and  taking  only  one  servant  with  them.  Before  he  went 
we  fully  understood  each  other.  He  put  a  woman  in 
charge  of  his  house,  whom  I  recommended,  and  who  I 
knew  I  could  depend  on;  and  he  did  other  things  that 
will  develop  themselves  later.  His  house  held  a  dark 
secret,  and  he  left  me  to  penetrate  it.  Now,  I  must  go 
back  to  that  call  upon  Miss  Durand.  She  had  sent  for 
me,  she  said,  to  learn  something  more  than  she  already 
knew  of  the  Arte  veldt  tragedy ;  she  wanted  to  know  if  I 
had  found  any  clue  to  the  fugitive  bride,  etc.  But  I 
knew  that  I  had  not  come  to  the  true  reason  of  her  de- 
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sire  to  gee  me,  yet.  Presently  I  spoke  of  Miss  Annin, 
and  then  she  managed  to  convey  to  me,  under  a  pretence 
of  speaking  regretfully,  pitifully,  and  afiFectionately,  of 
the  girl,  the  idea  that  it  was  Miss  Annin,  and  not  her- 
self, who  had  been  abandoned  for  Lenore  Armyn,  by 
young  Arteveldt.  She,  Miss  Durand,  had  been  aware  of 
the  true  state  of  affairs,  and  had  suffered  herself  to  be 
misrepresented,  for  the  sake  of  her  friend.  But  she  had 
been  obliged  to  give  Miss  Annin  up;  and  then  in  the 
same  soft,  insinuating  way,  she  said  enough  to  make  me 
understand  that  Miss  Annin  was  the  one  who  had  robbed 
Mr.  Durand,  and  that  she.  Miss  Aura,  had  done  all  that 
she  could  to  shield  her.  Out  of  pity,  of  course.  Then  I 
knew  why  she  had  sent  that  note.  She  wanted  to  place 
Miss  Annin  under  suspicion.  As  I  was  about  to  go  I 
asked  Miss  Aura  if  she  could  give  me  the  address  of  Miss 
Annin.  She  replied,  that  Miss  Annin  was  at  present 
stopping  with  a  Mrs.  Rogers,  who  kept  a  boarding-house, 
and  who  was  said  to  be  her  aunt.  Well,  this  I  knew 
already,  and  I  knew  too,  that  ^  Mrs.  Rogers*  boarding- 
house  '  was  the  very  one  then  under  suspicion  —  the 
house  next  that  of  the  late  Clarence  Arteveldt.  Having 
satisfied  myself  on  this  point,  I  next  asked  Miss  Aura  if 
she  would  give  me  a  scrap  of  Miss  Annin 's  handwriting. 
She  hesitated  for  a  time,  and  then  said  that  she  would  if 
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I  would  give  her  my  word  not  to  use  it  to  the  injury  of 
Miss  Annin.  I  promised  this,  readily ;  and  then  she  said 
that  she  could  not  then  put  her  hand  upon  the  writing  of 
her  late  companion — but  would  look  for  some  and  send  it 
to  me  through  the  mail.  I  had  told  her  that  I  would 
leave  town  again  very  soon.  While  we  were  conversing, 
and,  just  after  being  assured  by  Miss  Aura,  that  she  and 
her  late  companion  did  not  visit  each  other,  a  servant  an- 
nounced Miss  Annin ;  and  before  Miss  Avlva  could  utter 
a  word  Miss  Annin  herself  sailed  into  the  room.  Of 
course  I  withdrew  ;  but — I  paused  outside  the  door  long 
enough  to  hear  Miss  Aura  say,  in  a  cold,  angry  voice : 
*  What  do  you  want  now  ? ' 

**  ^  One  thousand  dollars,*  replied  Miss  Annin,  coolly. 

*^  And  then  Miss  Aura  exclaimed,  ^  What,  more 
money  ?  * 

^^  I  had  heard  enough  to  give  me  something  to  think  of, 
and  I  hurried  away  then.  You  must  remember  that  this 
was  before  Mr.  Durand  took  his  wife  away.  On  the  day 
the  poisoning  was  discovered,  in  fact. 

^^  Many  things  engi^ed  my  time  for  days  after  that, 
and  when  next  I  called  at  Mr.  Durand's  house,  he,  as  I 
was  well  aware,  was  away  with  his  wife.  Mrs.  Richards, 
the  woman  who  was  left  in  charge  of  the  house,  was  under 
my  instructions,  and  I  knew  how  things  were  moving 
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there.  Miss  Aura,  in  the  meantime,  had  sent  me  the 
asked  for  specimens  of  Miss  Annin's  writing,  and,  as  I 
fully  expected,  it  was  the  same  as  those  two  notes  that  I 
took  from  among  the  papers  in  Clarence  Arteveldt's  room. 
I  had  found  pretexts  for  writing  Miss  Durand  several 
notes,  and  of  course  they  had  been  answered,  so  you  will 
see  that  I  had  now,  what  was  supposed  to  be  samples  of 
the  penmanship  of  both  Miss  Aura  and  her  quondam  com- 
panion. 

^^  One  day  Miss  Aura  sent  for  Mrs.  Richards,  the  new 
housekeeper ;  she  had  received  several  letters  that  morn- 
ing, and  among  them  one  from  Mr.  Durand.  This  letter 
informed  her  in  the  pleasantest  and  kindest  manner,  that 
he,  Mr.  Durand,  had  just  discovered  that  he  had  a  nephew 
living,  the  son  of  an  only  brother,  and  that  therefore  he 
could  not,  as  had  always  been  expected,  make  her  his  sole 
heiress  She  would,  of  course,  marry  well,  and  he  owed 
a  duty  to  this  nephew,  etc.,  etc.  He  finished  by  saying, 
this  nephew,  Mr.  Charles  Durand,  would  arrive  in  the  city 
almost  as  soon  as  did  his  letter,  and  that  he  should  leave 
it  to  Miss  Aura  to  entertain  him  properly,  in  the  house 
that  was  henceforth  to  be  his  home.  Now  some  young 
ladies  might  have  been  angry,  even  prejudiced  against 
this  young  man  who  had  come  between  her  and  a  fine  for- 
tune.   But  Miss  Aura  sent  for  Mrs.  Richards,  told  her 
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that  a  favorite  nephew  of  her  *  papa's'  was  about  to 
arrive,  and  desired  that  every  honor  should  be  paid  the 
young  man. 

**  While  she  was  talking,  Mrs.  Richards  surreptitiously 
picked  from  the  ashes  of  the  grate  a  crumpled-up  letter 
that  had  doubtless  been  thrown  there  to  burn,  but  that 
had  fallen  short  of  the  flames.  It  was  a  note  from  Miss 
Annin,  and  a  very  commanding  one.  That  note  is  now 
in  my  possession. 

**  Well,  the  nephew  arrived,  and  the  next  day  came 
Miss  Annin.  She  had  stated  in  her  note  that  Miss  Aura 
must  go  shopping  with  her.  Miss  Aura  had  not  called  as 
instructed  in  the  note,  so  the  mountain  had  come  to 
Mahomet.  There  was  a  warm  scene.  Miss  Aura  rebelled, 
and  whispered  something  in  the  ear  of  the  other,  that 
seemed  to  take  away  her  breath  for  half  a  second ;  then 
she  rallied,  whipped  out  her  purse,  and  took  from  it  a  bit 
of  cloth  which  hue  held  before  the  horrified  eyes  of  Miss 
Aura.  This  seemed  to  have  the  desired  effect;  each 
seemed  to  be  a  little  in  awe  of  the  other,  and  they  went 
shopping  together,  appearing  the  most  amiable  of  young 
ladies.  When  Miss  Annin  reached  home,  however,  she 
found  that  her  pocket  had  been  picked,  and  the  little 
purse  containing  the  little  bit  of  cloth  was  gone. 

**  Miss  Aura  seemed  restless  that  night,  and  retired  to 
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her  rooms  very  early,  but  Mrs.  Richards  followed  her, 
and  she  found  no  chance  for  solitary  reflection.  Presently 
Mrs.  Richards  coaxed  her  to  retire,  and  she,  doubtless  to 
get  rid  of  the  good  housekeeper,  consented.  I  don't  think 
she  intended  to  sleep,  but  scarcely  had  her  head  touched 
the  pillow  before  she  was  in  dreamland  —  the  housekeeper 
had  drugged  her. 

"  Then  I  was  admitted  to  her  rooms,  no  matter  how, 
and  I  made  a  thorough  search.  In  a  trunk  that  had  a 
false  bottom,  I  found  two  packets  of  letters,  and  a  case 
containing  thousands  of  dollars  worth  of  unset  jewels, 
and  in  another  trunk  that  was  locked  and  the  key  thereof 
kept  upon  the  person  of  Miss  Aura,  I  found  a  valise,  con- 
taining the  proofs  that  Aura  Durand  was  guilty  of  the 
murder  of  Clarence  Arteveldt." 

Mr.  Hale  started  violently,  and  again  turned  to  gaze 
at  Mr.  Durand,  but  that  gentleman  looked  as  stem  as 
fate,  as  immovable  as  the  sphynz.  Do^^^or  Austin,  too, 
looked  considerably  startled.  But  Francis  Ferrars  was 
not  at  all  astonished. 

*^  Think  what  a  skillful  intriguante  this  girl,  or  woman 
b,"  continued  Bathurst.  ^*  The  ^two  packets  of  letters 
revealed  a  long  and  close  intimacy  between  the  murdered 
man  and  herself.  One  was  the  packet  returned  to  her  by 
Arteveldt,  and  to  which  he  referred  in  that  fragment  of 
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burned  letter,  a  oomplete  oopy  of  which  was  with  this 
packet.  The  other  smaller  letter  packet  contained  letters 
written  by  him.  She  had  returned  him  some  of  his  let- 
ters, and  he  had  burned  them  ;  but  a  few,  those  that  he 
would  care  least  to  have  seen  by  his  wife  or  mother,  she 
had  retained,  together  with  several  pictures  of  him.  No 
doubt  she  had  discovered  that  two  of  her  notes  were  miss- 
ing, and  knowing  of  my  search,  as  she  did  horn  Mrs. 
Arteveldt,  she  took  measures  to  throw  suspicion  upon  the 
woman  who  was  her  enemy — Nina  Annin. 

*^She  put  me  off  to  gain  time,  and  wrote  a  line 
which  she  sent  to  me  as  the  writing  of  Miss  Annin, 
while  the  notes  she  sent  me  were  all  written  by  her  maid. 
The  note  found  in  the  grate  was  really  written  by  Miss 
Annin;  and  Mrs.  Richards  took  care  to  get  a  sample 
of  the  maid's  writing,  which  corresponds  exactly  with 
the  notes  sent  me  by  Miss  Aura,  and  bearing  her 
signature. 

^  The  letters  and  the  jewels  I  kept,  but  I  took  care  to 
replace  them  with  three  packages  that  so  closely  resem- 
bled the  genuine  ones,  that,  unless  they  were  examined 
into,  the  fraud  would  not  be  detected.  I  did  the  same 
with  the  black  valise.  I  removed  its  contents,  filled  it 
with  something  else,  relocked  it,  and  replaced  it  in  the 
trunk.     When  I  left  the  room  I  was  careful  to  leave  every- 
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thing  as  I  foiuid  it.    I  will  tell  you  now  the  fiate  of  that 
black  valise. 

**  At  daybreal^  Aura  Durand  stole  from  the  house. 
No  doubt  the^drug  had  delayed  her  movements  consider- 
ably, and  she  carried  in  her  hand  that  same  dark  valise. 
She  went  straight  down  to  the  lake,  and  out  upon  a  pier. 
Here  she  dropped  the  valise  into  the  water,  watched  it 
sink,  and  then  hurried  back  home.  She  believed  that  she 
was  sinking  the  evidences  of  her  crime.  But  these  were 
in  my  possession. 

**  Mr.  Hale,  in  my  first  report  I  said  that  Clarence 
Arteveldt  was  killed  by  a  small  foreign  weapon,  known  as 
the  stylet.  Well,  I  took  from  that  black  valise,,  now 
lying  at  the  bottom  of  the  lake,  a  long,  dark  cloak,  that 
had  lost  a  small  corner,  a  bunch  of  keys,  that  fit  the  doors 
of  Mrs.  Rogers^  boarding  house,  and — a  blood-stained, 
gold-hUted  stylet." 

There  was  a  murmur  of  horror  from  Doctor  Austin, 
from  Mr.  Hale,  even  from  James  Durand. 

**  But  that  is  not  all,"  went  on  the  detective.  **  Mist 
Annin,  you  will  remember,  lost  her  pocket  book.  Well 
— I  found  it.  It  contained  some  money,  part  of  it  coun- 
terfeit, and  a  smaller  part  good ;  a  piece  of  cloth  that 
matched  in  size,  color,  and  quality,  the  torn  comer  of 
Miss  Durand's  cloak ;  and  several  scraps  of  writing,  the 
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writing  of  Miss  Aura  herself,  the  same  writing  that  is  con- 
tained in  the  two  threatening  notes,  in  the  letters  returned 
to  her  by  Arte  veldt,  in  the  scrap  she  sent  me  alleging  it 
to  be  from  Miss  Annin.  These  scraps  speak  for  them- 
selves.'* 

He  took  from  his  pocket  a  lady's  purse,  opened  it,  and 
took  out  a  little  roll  of  paper. 

"  I  don't  know  whether  they  were  written  to  her,  or 
to  Fordham.  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  they  were  not 
intended  for  Miss  Annin,  and  I  don't  know  how  they  came 
into  her  possession,  as  I  have  not  heard  her  statement  yet. 
They  are  without  signature  or  address,  and  evidently 
refer  to  the  house  of  Mrs.  Rogers.     Listen : 

One  thousand  is  all  I  can  nuae  for  yon  now.  In  a  week  I  shall  haye 
more. 

'  September  ist. 

**  This,  you  see  was  written  before  the  robbery.  She 
was  bribing  some  one.  We  must  look  to  Miss  Annin  to 
explain  who  it  was.  Here  is  the  next ;  it  is  dated  Sep- 
tember the  seventh,  nearly  a  week  after  the  robbery  of 
Mr.  Durand's  desk : 

Von  can  haye  $5,000  to-night  Then  do  not  fail  me.  I  am  growing 
impatient. 

**  Here  is  the  next  one : 
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Do  not  take  that  house.  I  can  recommend  a  better  one.  Will  pay 
the  difference.    You  can  haye  $i, odd— when  the  change  is  made. 

^'  This  note  is  dated  just  two  days  before  the  Rogers 
house  was  taken.     Here  is  the  last  note : 

Delay  your  preparations.  I  can  not  raise  the  money  now.  In  ten 
days  can  give  you  $5,000.     Do  nothing  nntil  then. 

*^  And  this  is  dated  one  week  before  the  murder.  Do 
you  see,  gentlemen?  Aura  Dujrand  robbed  her  adopted 
father,  that  she  might  bribe  some  one.  They  are  about, 
for  some  reason,  to  take  a  house ;  she  bids  them  take 
this  particular  one,  and  pays  them  one  thousand  dollars 
for  obliging  her.  Then  she  bids  them  to  delay  their 
preparations  for  ten  days ;  by  that  time  she  will  have  no 
further  use  for  the  hou^e.  Now,  then,  gentlemen,  for 
our  next  testimony,  we  must  visit  Miss  Annin,  in  her 
cell,  and  hear  what  she  will  tell  us.'' 

Neil  Bathurst  arose  and  put  back  the  scraps  of  paper 
in  the  pocket-book,  and  then  put  that  away  carefully  in 
his  pocket. 

Mr.  Hale  arose  and  turned  to  Mr.  Durand.^ 

*^  Mr.  Durand,  sir,"  he  said,  "  this  seems  incompre- 
hensible to  me.  Is  it  your  wish  that  this  young  lady, 
your  adopted  daughter,  be  arrested  ? '' 

**  Mr.  Hale,"  replied  Mr.  Durand,  gravely,  **  you  are 
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Mrs.  ArteVeldt's  business  manager,  and  you  can,  I  think, 
speak  with  some  authority.  If  Aura  could  be  arrested 
on  another  charge,  and  could  be  taken  quietly  out  of  the 
country,  to  be  tried  in  another  land,  would  you  consent 
to  it,  or  aid  in  bringing  it  about  ?  '* 

"  I  don't  understand  you,  sir.** 

**  Allow  me  to  explain,"  interrupted  Neil  Bathurst. 
*^  If  Aura  Durand  is  arrested  here  for  the  murder  of 
Clarence  Arteveldt,  it  will  be  most  unpleasant  for  Mr. 
Durand  and  his  lady — ^and  have  you  ever  thought  what 
it  must  be  to  Mrs.  Arteveldt.  She  longs,  naturally,  for 
revenge  upon  her  son's  murderess.  But,  a  court  of  law 
will  drag  to  light  facts  concerning  that  case,  that  will 
cover  his  memory  with  dishonor.  Not  only  will  the  in- 
famous measures  he  took  to  ensnare  Lenore  Armyn  be 
brought  forward,  and  enlarged  upon,  but  the  fact  that  he 
was  the  acknowledged  lover,  not  only  of  Aura  Durand, 
but  of  others,  be  dwelt  upon ;  letters  will  be  produced  in 
court,  shameful,  unmanly  letters,  that  should  never  see 
daylight.  Even  a  man's  wealth  will  not  protect  him  in 
his  grave,  an^  the  popular  verdict  will  be,  that  Clarence 
Arteveldt,  after  all,  did  not  get  his  full  deserts.  Even  his 
beautiful  wronged  wife  will  testify,  because  she  most ; 
and  every  word  that  tells  against  him  will  mitigate  in 
favor  of  his  murderess;  for,  she  too,  is  beaatifial«  is  a 
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woman,  and  has  been  wronged  by  her  yictixa.  If  she  is 
tried  here,  she  will  be  lightly  sentenced,  or  else  entirely 
acquitted.  You  see  that  I  feel  free  to  speak  my  mind 
now.  My  duty  is  done,  the  murderess  is  found.  I  have 
never  been  in  sympathy  with  the  murdered  man.  If  Mrs. 
Arteveldt  takes  her  son's  reputation  into  a  court,  it  will 
be  torn  to  tatters  ;  she  had  better  let  the  dead  rest.'' 

Mr.  Hale  looked  puzzled.  '*  I  acknowledge  the  truth 
of  what  you  say,"  he  replied,  slowly  and  very  gravely. 
*^  But — I  do  not  understand  your  motive.  Do  you  want 
this  murderess  to  go  bee  ?    To  escape  justice  ?  " 

*^  No  I "  broke  in  Mr.  Durand,  sternly.  **  He  wants 
justice  done ;  and  so  do  1 1 " 

*'  I  want,"  said  the  detective,  **  to  see  her  where  she 
can  do  no  more  mischief;  I  don't  want  to  trust  her  to  be 
tried  on  this  charge.  Mr.  Hale,  if  I  could  prove  to  you 
that  she  was  guilty  of  an  older  and  even  worse  crime, 
one  for  which  she  would  surely  be  punished,  would  you 
consent  to  let  her  be  arrested  for  that  crime  ?  Would 
you  be  responsible  for  Mrs.  Arteveldt?  I  ask  you  in 
confidence.  But  for  me  she  would  be  under  arrest,  and 
out  of  your  reach  now.  But  I  deal  honorably,  she  shall 
not  be  arrested  until  you  have  decided  the  matter." 

**Let  us  hear  Miss  Annin,"  said  the  wary  lawyer. 
**  I  will  answer  you  then." 
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CHAPTER    XLIX. 

« 

Nina's  story. 

Thej  found  the  imprisoned  lady  counterfeiter  reading 
the  morning  papers,  and  making  the  best  of  the  situation, 
like  the  female  philosopher  she  was.  She  was  a  little 
taken  aback  for  just  a  moment,  at  sight  of  Mr.  Durand. 
Then  she  turned  to  Neil  Bathurst. 

** Does  Mr.  Durand  know? "  she  asked. 

*^  Tes.  He  has  come  to  hear  your  statement ;  as  also 
has  Mrs.  Arteveldt's  lawyer  and  Miss  Armyn's  guardian. 
You  know  why  Mr.  Ferrars  has  come.'' 

^'  Yes,"  with  a  short  laugh.  **  He  need  have  no  fear ; 
I  do  not  love  Aura  Durand  overmuch,  and  I  do  love  — 
myself.  Tell  me,"  in  a  tone  so  low  that  it  was  inaudible 
to  the  others,  '^  what  has  turned  that  doting  old  man 
against  Aura  ?  " 

**  I  will  tell  you,"  in  the  same  low  tone,  *^  and  then 
we  must  waste  no  more  words.  She  tried  to  poison  Mrs. 
Durand." 

**  Good  heayena  I  The  she-fiend  I  Well,  I  am  ready 
to  begin.** 
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M188  Aimin  seated  herself  with  as  much  composure 
as  if  in  a  drawing-room,  and  said,  looking  from  one  ques- 
tioning face  to  another. 

^^  Gentlemen,  Mr.  Bathurst  desires  that  I  tell  yon  all 
that  I  know  concerning  the  lady  whom  you  call  Aura 
Durand,  and  I  am  quite  ready  to  oblige  him.  He 
wishes  me  to  be  brief,  and  I  will  not  draw  out  my 
story. 

**  A  little  more  than  two  years  ago  I  came  over  from 
Liverpool  in  the  steamer  D'Orsay,^'  here  she  cast  a 
sidelong  glance  at  Francis  Ferrars;  *^  I  am  by  birth  a 
Canadian,  but  had  lived  in  Europe  since  my  early  girl- 
hood ;  I  was  then  coming  to  America,  to  remaii^,  being,'* 
with  another  glance  at  Ferrars,  **  alone  in  the  world. 
On  board  this  same  steamer  were  Mr.  and  Mrs.  and  Miss 
Durand.  Ton  look  surprised  Mr.  Durand,  but  I  was 
your  fellow-passenger ;  the  state  of  my  finances  made  it 
necessary  for  me  to  travel  second  class,  and  this  is  why 
you  saw  so  little  of  me  that  you  could  hardly  be  expected 
to  remember.  I  saw  Miss  Aura,  however,  and  she  saw 
me.  Perhaps  she  looked  in  scorn  upon  the  woman  in 
the'  shabby  dress.  I  think  she  did,  but  she  saw  me,  and 
when  we  met  again  she  remembered.  I  may  have  envied 
her  then;  but  I  never  dreamed  how  soon  fate  was  to 
place  her  in  my  power.    WeU,  I  arrived  in  New  Yoik, 
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and,  being  friendless,  and  without  occupation,  I  attached 
myself  to  a  Tariety  theater  in  that  great  city. 

^*  One  day,  while  out  with  a  friend,  I  saw,  in  the 
street,  the  fine  young  lady  who  had  been  my  fellow- 
passenger.  It  was  in  a  portion  of  the  city  not  much 
frequented  by  the  aristocracy,  and  I  thought  it  might 
be  well  to  follow  her.  Presently  she  was  joined  by  a 
gentleman,  and  the  two  entered  a  disreputable  sort  of 
restaurant.  I  waited  and  managed  to  track  the  young 
lady  home.  The  next  morning  I  called  upon  her ;  and  . 
I  freely  confess,  that  I  never  before  found  my  equal  in 
coolness  or  downright  impudence.  Then  she  might  (had 
she  been  a  trifle  more  resolute)  have  shaken  me  off,  but 
she  had  much  at  stake ;  she  gave  me,  as  my  blackmailing 
fee,  a  diamond  ring  so  magnificent  that  I  have  never 
ventured  to  wear  it. 

**  Of  course,  after  this,  I  posted  myself  as  well  as  I 
could.  I  learned  that  she  was  Miss  Aura  Durand,  that 
she  resided  in  Chicago,  that  she  was  the  only  child  of 
wealthy  parents.  I  have  since  learned  that  she  is  only 
an  adopted  child.  Miss  Durand  was  paying  a  visit  to  . 
New  York,  and  after  a  time  she  returned  home. 

*^Some  months  after  this  I  became  acquainted  with 
Mr.  George  Fordham,  and — I  became  very  much  attached 
to  him.    I  met  him  while  ha  was  on  a  bnainesa  visit  to 


868  THX  ULKBSIDK  8BSISB. 

New  York,  and  when  he  came  back  to  Chicago  I  accom- 
panied him.  One  night,  at  a  theater,  I  again  saw  Aura 
Durand,  she  was  with  the  same  young  man  who  had  met 
her  on  the  street  in  New  York  City — Mr.  Arteveldt. 

"  Well,  I  played  my  game  to  the  best  of  my  ability, 
and  I  instructed  Fordham  to  form  the  acquaintance  of 
Clarence  Arteveldt.  This  was  easy ;  and  before  long  I 
had  all  the  information  that  I  needed,  enough  to  put 
Miss  Durand  in  my  power  if  she  valued  her  reputation. 
Well,  I  made  her  give  me  large  sums  at  various  times. 
At  last  my  influence  over  Fordham  began  to  grow  less 
kind,  and  then  I  made  a  different  move.  I  knew  that 
he  aimed  at  an  ostentatious  display  of  respectability,  and 
desired  the  entrSe  of  the  first  houses.  If  I  could  aid 
him  in  this,  I  should  not  lose  him,  and  I  had  resolved  to 
keep  my  lover.  So  I  went  to  Aura  Durand  and  told  her 
she  must  take  me  into  the  family  as  her  companion  and 
equal.  Of  course  she  objected  at  first,  but  I  knew  how 
to  .overcome  all  her  objections." 

She  paused,  and  laughed,  a  low,  soft  laugh. 

^*  It  will  always  cause  me  to  smile,  when  I  think  of 
my  sojourn  under  the  same  roof  with  Aura  Durand,*'  she 
said.  '^  She  hated  me,  as  only  a  baffled  woman  can  hate 
her  tormentor.  As  for  me,  of  course,  I  did  not  love  her, 
but  I  had  no  cause  for  such  hatred  as  she  felt  for  me. 
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She  was  my  orange  that  I  squeezed  at  will.    I  rather 
enjoyed- her  hatred. 

**Well,  after  a  time,  of  course,  Clarence  Arteveldt 
began  to  sigh  for  a  new  sweetheart,  and  then  the  tigress 
in  Aura  Duran^,  began  to  display  itself.  Contrary  to  mj 
expectations,  Fordham  did  not  profit  much  by  my  resi- 
dence with  the  Durands.  He  was  wise  enough  to  see 
that  Mr.  Durand  could  not  appreciate  him.  .  But  he  came 
sometimes,  and  he  soon  became  the  chosen  friend  of 
Clarence  Arteveldt.  When  Arteveldt  began  to  show 
signs  of  dissatisfaction.  Aura  Durand  commenced  to  hold 
private  interviews  with  George  Fordham,  and  then  I 
began,  in  earnest,  to  hate  her. 

^^  I  knew  Fordham  better  than  he  knew  me,  better 
than  he  knew  himself.  I  could  see  just  what  was  going 
on  in  his  mind.  He  would  stand  as  a  peacemaker  between 
Aura  and  Arteveldt,  until  the  latter  had  entangled  him- 
self fatally  in  some  other  direction,  and  then  he  would 
present  himself  as  a  new  candidate  for  the  smiles  of  the 
heiress.  He  held'  the  same  power  over  the  girl  that  I 
did,  and,  of  course,  he  knew  her  for  a  hypocrite;  but 
what  cared  he  for  that — she  moved  among  the  proudest, 
a  belle  of  society;  and  George  Fordham  is  one  of  the 
men  of  to-day  who  have  a  profound  regard  for  the  surface 
of  things,  and  care  little  about  the  inner  lining.    Bah  I 
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this  is  a  world  of  shams  I  Oeorge  Fordham,  the  literaiy 
counterfeiter,  is,  after  all,  no  worse  than  scores  of  doc- 
tors,  lawyei-s,  deacons,  and  divines.  As  the  acknowledged 
lover  of  Miss  Aura  Durand,  he  knew  that  he  would 
ascend  a  step  or  two  in  the  social  scale ;  what  if  she 
were  a  hypocrite,  he  would  use  her  as  he  did  everything, 
as  a  means  toward  an  end. 

**When  I  understood  the  position  I  said  to  myself, 
*  Now  it  is  a  battle  for  self  alone,  they  shall  not  render 
me  powerless ; '  and  for  the  first  time  I  began  to  work 
against  George  Fordham. 

'^  I  goaded  and  exasperated  Aura  Durand  beyond  her 
powers  of  endurance,  and  then  she  began  to  negotiate  to 
get  rid  of  me.  I  told  her  that  I  would  take  ten  thou- 
sand dollars  and  leave  her.  But  I  never  dreamed  that 
she  could  raise  so  much  money.  About  this  time  Ford- 
ham  became  much  more  kind  and  attentive  than  usual ; 
I  suspected  this  sudden  growth  of  affection;  but  I 
feigned  blindness.  After  a  little  he  proposed  to  me  to 
leave  Aura,  and  assist  him  in  the  counterfeiting  scheme, 
which  these  gentlemen,"  nodding  toward  Bathurst  and 
Ferrars,  '^  put  a  summary  stop  to  last  night.  I  accepted 
the  proposition.  I  may  as  well  state  here,  that  it  was  in 
the  house  of  a  small  counterfeiting  gang  in  New  York, 
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that  I  first  met  Fordham,  and  —  that  I  have  had  some  — 
experience  in  the  basiness.'* 

At  this  a  smile  played  about  the  lips  of  Frauois 
Ferrars. 

**  The  woman  is  impudence  in  the  flesh,"  he  thought. 

*^I  did  not  see  how  Aura  was  to  find  the  ten  thousand 
dollars,*'  resumed  Miss  Annin.  **  But  one  morning  it  was 
discovered  that  Mr.  Durand  here  had  been  robbed,  and 
then  I  was  enlightened.  I  was  in  the  drawing-room  when 
Mr.  Bathurst  came  with  Clarence  Arteveldt.  I  knew 
him  instantly,  haying  seen  him  in  New  York.  Mr.  Bath- 
urst, do  you  remember  arresting  the  diamond-stealing 
ballet  dancer  at  H r's  theater  ?  " 

The  detective  nodded. 

**  Well  I  I  was  on  the  stage  at  the  time,  and  I  remem- 
bered your  reputation,  and  I  trembled  for  —  my  ten  thou- 
sand dollars.  When  you  sent  a  man  to  make  an  ostenta- 
tious search  of  the  premises,  I  scared  Aura  Durand  into 
remaining  up-stairs,  for  I  dreaded  your  cunning.  But 
when  we  were  told  that  you  were  coming  to  dine,  I  was 
doubly  alarmed;  then  I  told  Aura  that  the  expected 
gueat  was  the  very  shrewdest  of  detectives.  She  is  a 
coward  at  heart ;  when  she  becomes  alarmed  she  flies  to 
her  dressing-case  and  takes  a  few  drops  of  some  strange 
drug;  then  she  is  as  brave  and  as  self-possessed  as  ono 
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eould  wish.  I  used  to  despise  this  practice,  for  I  am  by 
nature  courageous ;  I  have  lived  all  my  life  in  more  or 
less  danger,  and  I  enjoy  it. 

^*  Well,  I  felt  uneasy  for  a  long  time  about  Mr.  Bath- 
urst.  I  did  not  know  when  he  might  renew  his  investi- 
gations, nor  in  what  way.  This  made  me  more  willing  to 
give  up  the  shelter  of  the  Durand  roof.  She  paid  me  the 
ten  thousand  dollars,  and  paid  lesser  sums  to  Fordham. 
In  one  way  and  another  I  gained  possession  of  some  notes 
she  had  written  him,  and  all  these  I  carefully  preserved. 

^^Before  I  left  her,  came  the  news  of  Arteveldt's  ap- 
proaching marriage.  She  had  had  stormy  scenes  with 
him ;  had  coaxed  and  threatened,  I  knew,  and  finally 
when  she  settled  suddenly  down  to  calmness,  I  might 
have  known  what  was  coming. 

^*  One  stormy  evening  she  stole  out  and  went  to  see 
Miss  Armyn.  She  thought  I  was  sick,  in  my  own  room, 
but  I  followed  her,  and  I  know  where  she  went.  After 
that  visit  came  her  sudden  wonderful  calmness.  The 
taking  of  the  house  next  door  to  that  of  the  bride  and 
groom  to  be,  was  all  her  work,  managed  through  Fordham. 
They  did  not  intend  that  I  should  know  how  she  was  man- 
aging affaiis,  bribing  him  to  delay  preparations,  and  ar- 
ranging things  to  suit  her  convenience.  Fordham  thought, 
and  so  did  I,  that  she  chose  this  house  for  as  in  order  to 
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have  a  ohance  to  watch  the  newly  married  pair.  I  looked 
upon  it  as  a  jealous  woman's  whim.  We  never  dreamed 
of  the  tragedy  so  soon  to  be  enacted. 

**  One  day  I  went  to  look  at  the  house,  and  I  brought 
the  keys  home  with  me.  I  went  into  Aura's  room  for  a 
little  while,  with  the  keys  in  my  cloak  pocket.  When  I. 
went  to  my  own  room  they  were  missing.  I  looked,  and 
I  inquired,  but  no  one  had  seen  such  keys.  Aura  was  out 
more  or  less  that  day ;  and  the  next  morning  she  came  to 
my  room,  bringing  my  keys.  She  had  found  them  behind 
the  curtain,  she  said.  I  did  not  believe  this  ;  but  I  said 
nothing.  A  day  or  two  after,  while  in  her  room,  some 
packages  were  brought  in.  With  my  usual  freedom  I 
pounced  upon  them  to  examine  their  contents,  as  they 
were  evidently  *  dry  goods '  of  some  sort.  One  bundle 
contained  a  long,  dark  gray,  water-proof  cloak.  I  wondered 
at  her  for  biiying  such  a  thing,  and  being  a  judge  of  cloths, 
pronounced  it  shoddy." 

At  the  mention  of  this  cloak  the  men  oast  significent 
glances  at  each  other. 

«« We  were  to  have  been  in  our  house  a  week  before 
the  wedding,  but,  as  I  said.  Aura  caused  Fordham  to  de- 
lay. We  were  all  to  witness  the  ceremony,  of  course,  but 
the  night  before  the  wedding  Aura  contrived  to  sprain 

her  ankle,  so,  of  course,  she  remained  at  home ;  and  Mr. 
•9  Sa 
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and  Mrs.  Dnrand  and  myself  went,  taking  with  vm  Mi&i 
Anra^B  *  regrets.' 

**I  was  delivering  these  regrets  after  the  most  ap- 
proved fashion,  when  the  bride  put  her  hand  upon  my  arm 
and  said,  in  a  tone  audible  only  to  myself,  and  giving  me 
such  a  queer  look  as  she  said  it :  *  I  have  not  the  pleasure 
of  Miss  Durand's  acquaintance ;  nevertheless,  tell  her 
that  I  trust  her  injury  can  be  amended — ^in  time.*  I  knew 
she  did  not  refer  to  Aura's  lameness,  and  I  instantly  con- 
nected the  speech  with  Aura's  secret  visit  to  her.  But  I 
could  not  understand  it  then.  When  the  news  came  that 
Clarence  Arteveldt  had  been  murdered,  it  was  still  more 
of  a  mystery,  just  for  a  moment,  then  I  understood  it.  I 
remembered  her  words,  as  who  does  not  that  was  present 
at  the  bridal  supper.  And  I  knew  that  her  message 
meant  this :  *  She  would  leave  Clarence  Arteveldt,  and 
Aura  Durand  might  console  him  if  she  could.'  From  the 
first  I  did  not  believe  that  Lenore  Armyn  had  killed  him. 
From  the  first  I  suspected  Aura.  I  went  to  her  room  y 
I  was  the  first  to  tell  her  of  the  murder,  and — she  baffled 
me.  I  could  not  help  but  see  that  she  was  shocked  at  the 
news.  I  should  know  what  acting  is,  and  she  was  not 
acting.  I  could  explain  it  to  myself  in  only  one  way : 
i  thaps  she  had  taken  an  overdose  of  her  drug,  and 
comi.  'tted  the  deed  in  a  state  of  temporary  insanitj. 
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But  I  did  not  beUeve  this — I  did  not  knov  vlut  to 
believe. 

"  The  keja  of  the  hoase  were  in  the  bands  of  Mrs. 
Rogers.  I  went  to  her  and  got  them,  and  the  day  of  the 
funeral  I  visited  the  house— our  bouse,  yoa  know.  I 
went  through  it,  and  up  to  the  very  roof.  A  part  of  oar 
'kit'  had  been  smuggled  in  and  stored  away,  in  the  attic 
rooms.  I  found  one  of  these  attic  doors  ajar,  and  I  knew 
tbat  no  door  had  been  left  Uins  by  one  of  our  people. 
Then  I  began  to  look  about  me  carefully.  The  stairway 
had  been  partitioned  off,  and  so  was  dark.  I  opened  the 
attic  doors,  and  last,  got  up  on  a  box  and  unfastened  the 
trap  in  the  roof,  lifting  it  up,  and  letting  in  a  flood  of 
light.  The  box  on  which  I  stood  was  directly  under  the 
trap,  and  looking  down  at  it  I  saw  hanging  to  a  nail  a 
little  piece  of  cloth.  I  knew  it ;  it  was  the  gray  water- 
proof lately  bought  by  Aura  Durand.  One  corner  had 
caught  on  the  nail  and  torn  off.  She  must  have  been  ter- 
ribly e^er  or  excited  not  to  notice  it.  My  theory  is  that 
she  tore  it  in  coming  bock  through  the  trap  after  commit- 
ting the  deed.'  I  looked  closely  all  about,  and  on  the 
stairs,  and  in  the  room  where  lay  oar  counterfeiting  tools. 
I  found  small  drops  of  white  wax,  aa  if  dropped  bma 
a  wax  taper.  Miss  Durand  will  have  nothing  bat  wax 
lights  in  her  roonu. 
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^*  I  think  I  have  told  you  enough.  There  is  no  need  to 
ask  why  we  did  not  denounce  Aura  Durand.  We  might 
have  got  the  reward,  but  we  could  not  produce  our  proofs 
without  exposing  our  business ;  and — we  knew  that  we 
could  bleed  Aura  to  any  extent.  She,  or  some  one,  con- 
trived, recently,  to  rob  me  of  my  purse,  containing  the 
scrap  of  cloth,  and  the  notes  to  Fordham,  about  the 
house  ;^80  I  can  not  show  you  these." 

**  Oive  yourself  no  uneasiness  on  that  score,*'  said 
Neil  Bathurst,  with  more  brusqueness  than  was  usual  to 
him.  **  Tour  pocket-book,  with  all  it  contained,  is  safe 
in  my  possession." 

She  turned  upon  him  with  a  cool  stare. 

^^What  a  man  you  are,"  she  exclaimed.  **If  I 
am  set  at  liberty  again  I  shall  keep  the  width  of 
the  continent  between  us,  if  I  have  any  secrets  to 
hide." 

^*  As  doubtless  you  would  have,"  retorted  Neil,  smQ- 
ing  in  spite  of  himself  at  her  matchless  audacity. 

^^Yes;  as  doubtless  I  should,"  she  replied,  coolly 
**  Shall  you  appear  against  me  in  court,  Mr.  Bathuist  V  " 

"  Assuredly." 

•*  And  you,  Mr.  Ferrars  ?  " 

*^  As  a  witness  on  this  case,  yea,"  answered  Ferraia 
signifioaatlj. 
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••Will  they  let  me  see  Fordham,  do  you  think?  "  she 
asked,  again  turning  to  Bathurst. 

•*I  think  not,  madame.  The  doctor  says  Fordham 
will  live  to  serve  out  a  term  in  the  penitentiary." 

"  I'm  glad  of  that,*'  said  this  remarkable  woman.  "I 
prefer  to  have  him  near  me,  even  there." 

When  they  were  once  more  seated  in  Mr.  Hale's  office, 
that  gentleman  turned  to  Bathurst  and  exclaimed : 

••  Good  heavens  I  sir;  do  you  not  suppose  that  Miss 
Durand  will  take  fright  when  she  hears  of  this  woman's 
arrest,  and  effect  her  escape?" 

••  Miss  Durand  is  under  close  surveillance,  sir.  If  she 
attempts  to  escape  she  will  be  promptly  stopped,"  replied 
the  detective. 

Mr.  Hale  sat  for  a  long,  time  in  thoughtful  silence, 
and  then  he  again  looked  up. 

•'  Ton  intimated  that  another  grave  charge  could  be 
brought  against  her,"  he  said.  ^^  I  agree  with  Mr.  Du- 
rand, such  a  woman  should  have  no  light  punishment. 
What  will  be  the  probable  punishment  for  this  other 
crime  ?  " 

Bathurst  pointed  to  Francis  Ferrars.  **  She  will  be 
tried  in  his  country,"  he  replied  ;  *'  ask  him." 

The  lawyer  turned  bis  questioning  face  toward  the 
English  detective. 
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^*  What  wiir  be  her  ponishment  if  she  is  tried  in  Eng- 
land ?  "  he  asked. 

With  an  iron  look  upon  his  face,  Francis  Ferrars  an- 
swered ; 

"  Death  I " 

*^  Then  in  heaven's  name,  let  her  be  taken  to  Eng- 
land," cried  lawyer  Hale.  **  Bathurst,  what  is  the 
crime  ?  " 

^*  Do  you  remember  my  mention  of  Jocelyn's  search 
for  Elise  Schwartz,  who  killed  her  husband  and  his  sis- 
ter?" asked  Bathurst. 

"  Yes." 

"  Well — ^Aura  Durand  is  Elise  Schwartz.'* 

^*  Good  God !  Man  don't  lose  any  more  time ;  don't 
stop  to  explain,  go  and  seize  that  woman  fiend." 

«'  Wait  I  "  said  Neil  Bathurst.  ''  Elise  Schwartz  is 
ready  for  another  orime,  we  must  give  her  a  little  more 
rope.** 
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CHAPTER  L. 

THB  OOmrBSSION  OF  A  inmDKBBSS. 

It  is  midnight.  In  the  splendid  mansion  of  James 
Durand,  all  is  quiet ;  as  quiet  as  earth,  and  sea,  and  sky, 
before  the  first  breaking  of  the  hurricane.  Such  a 
strange  quiet  I  In  the  housekeeper's  room  sits  Mrs. 
Richards,  silent,  motiontess,  alert.  The  room  is  very 
dark ;  the  door  is  locked,  and  she  sits  near  it,  listening. 
In  the  rooms  of  ^*  Cousin  Charles  '*  something  still  more 
strange  might  be  seen.  Yes,  seen ;  for  there  is  some 
light,  a  very  little,  here. 

On  the  bed  in  the  sleeping  room  lies  the  young  man 
who  has  so  suddenly  deposed  Aura  Durand.  The  light 
is  too  dim  to  enable  one  to  distinguish  his  features,  but 
the  blonde  hair,  and  the  blonde  whiskers,  are  unmis- 
takable, they  belong  to  ^*  Cousin  Charles.''  He  lies  very 
still.  He  must  be  sleeping  soundly.  Beyond  the  bed  is  an 
open  door,  the  door  of  the  drawing-room,  but  it  is  dark,  very 
dark,  within.  Nothing  can  be  seen  from  the  dimly  lighted 
chamber,  and  yet — something  is  there.     Between  the 


680  THB  LAKESIDE  SERTIfiS. 

door  of  entrance  and  the  bed  is  a  lofty  window,  heavily 
curtained.  A  moment  the  curtains  are  drawn  aside,  and 
the  face  of  a  man  looks  out,  then  they  fall  together  in 
somber  folds,  and  all  is  still. 

Five  minutes,  ten,  and  then  the  outer  door  opens 
softly,  slowly,  and  a  figure  with  loose  flowing  blonde  hair, 
and  softly  trailing  dark  garments  glides  in.  The  figure 
turns,  closes  the  door  cautiously,  and  glides  straight  to 
bedside.  It  is  a  woman  —  it  is  Aura  Durand.  Straight 
to  the  bedside  she  goes,  and  then  she  takes  something 
from  her  pocket,  there  is  the  slightest  possible  clicking  of 
glass,  a  glimmer  of  something  white  in  her  hand,  some- 
thing white  which  she  bends  down  and  lays  upon  the  half 
averted  face  of  the  sleeper ;  and  then  there  is  the  strong, 
sickening  odor  of  chloroform  in  the  room.  She  has  ad- 
justed the  white  thing  carefully,  and  now  she  turns  and 
rests  herself  in  an  easy  chair  not  far  from  the  bed.  Great 
heavens !  is  this  woman  iron,  or  marble,  or  ice,  that  she 
can  sit  there  beside  her  victim  ?  She  sits  calm,  immovable ; 
moment  after  moment  passes,  and  at  last  she  rises  and 
goes  again  to  the  bed.  Again  she  lifts  the  handkerchief, 
again  it  is  saturated  with  the  deadly  liquid,  and  laid  upon 
the  face  of  the  sleeper.  Again  she  seats  herself  and  waits. 
After  a  time  she  seems  satisfied  with  her  work;  life  must 
be  extinct  under  that  long  suffocation ;   she  rises,  once 
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more  she  goes  to  the  bed  and  removes  the  handkerchief 
from  the  still  face. 

^*  Miis  SchwarU !  I  arrest  you  in  the  name  of  the 
law/' 

What  has  happened  ?  has  she  gone  mad? 

A  strong  hand  closes  upon  her  arm,  a  stem  voice  is 
sounding  in  her  ear.  Merciful  heavens  !  the  room  is  full 
of  people !  the  lights  are  turned  on  ;  it  is  like  a  transfor- 
mation scene,  only  that  she  holds  in  her  hands  the  hideous 
evidences  of  her  guilt,  and  there  upon  the  bed  lies  —  that! 

Is  she  going  mad  ?  everything  reels  about  her ;  every- 
thing is  seen  through  a  vapor;  everything  taunts  and  tanta- 
lizes her ;  she  hears  voices  that  seem  distant,  and  then  near ; 
the  lights  dance  to  and  fro,  eveiythings  seems  unreal,  save 
that  clasp  upon  her  arm,  that  voice  in  her  ear,  and  that 
which  lies  upon  the  bed. 

After  a  time  the  mist  clears  away,  the  voices  resolve 
themselves  to  sounds  that  she  can  comprehend.  The 
forms  stand  out  distinct  and  recognizable,  and  she  knows 
that  Mr.  Durand,  Mr.  Hale,  Neil  Bathurst,  and  a  man  she 
does  not  know,  are  standing  opposite,  on  the  other  side 
the  bed.  Then  she  knows  that  a  tall  strong  man  stands 
beside  her,  she  hears  again  the  words : 

^^ESlise  Schwartz,  you  are  my  prisoner/* 

She    realizes  that  all  is  lost;   she  has  been  hunted 
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down.  With  a  cry,  like  that  of  some  wild  animal,  she 
turns  upon  her  captor,  and  strives  to  wrench  herself  from 
his  grasp,  but  it  is  useless.  She  ceases  to  struggle,  and 
stands  sullenly  beside  the  bed ;  she  will  say  no  word,  the 
name  that  has  fallen  from  the  lips  of  her  captor  has  told 
her  that  words  are  useless ;  she  is  Elise  Schwartz,  and 
she  has-been  hunted  down. 

"  Girl  I"  Mr.  Durand  moves  forward,  "  the  mercy  you 
have  had  for  others  I  will  show  to  you.  I  give  you  up  to 
the  hands  of  the  law  you  have  outran  ^d.  Expect  nothing 
from  me  save  that  I  will  do  my  utmost  to  bring  to  justice, 
one,  who  would  have  been,  but  for  Neil  Bathurst,  my 
wife's  murderess.  Robert  Jocelyn,  the  detective,  in 
whose  hands  you  are  now,  has  followed  you  from  the 
scene  of  your  earlier  crimes ;  he  shall  take  you  back  to 
England ;  you  have  no  friends  here." 

The  captive  shivered  under  the  hand  that  restrained 
her,  but  she  said  no  word,  and  Neil  Bathurst  moved  a 
step  nearer. 

^'Before  you  go  hence  jou  can  render  yourself  one 
shade  less  black  in  the  eyes  of  those  who  have  known 
you,  if  you  will,"  he  said.  **Tou  have  been  hunted 
down ;  we  hold  the  proof  that  you  are  the  murderess  of 
your  husband  and  his  sister,  Rebecca  Schwartz;  that 
you  have  robbed  your  friend  amd  protector,  the  man  who, 
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above  all  others,  you  should  have  held  sacred ;  and  that 
you  have  attempted  the  life  of  his  wife ;  we  know  that 
three  times  before  to-night  have  yoa  crept  to  this  door, 
prepared  to  do  what  you  have  done  to-night ;  but  Charles 
Durand  was  not  ready  to  cease  to  exist,  and  so  you  found 
no  access.  To-night  Charles  Durand  has  ceased  to  be, 
but  you  are  his  destroyer  only  in  intent.  I  am  the  one 
who  has  wiped  out  the  existence  of  Charles  Durand, 
together  with  the  necessity  for  him.     See ! " 

He  bends  forward ;  he  takes  her  hand ;  he  draws  her 
to  the  bedside ;  then  he  draws  down  the  sheets,  pulls  at 
the  blonde  hair  and  beard,  and  she  sees  that  the  thing  of 
terror  is  but  a  plaster  of  Paris  head,  adorned  with  a 
flaxen  wig  and  beard. 

Again  that  strange  cry  escapes  her  lips ;  she  realizes 
how  she  has  been  surrounded  by  enemies  and  undermined, 
with  her  eyes  open. 

"Your  plans  were  well  laid,"  continued  Neil  Bath- 
urst ;  "  but  I  suspected  you  at  the  time  you  robbed  Mr. 
Durand,  in  order  to  bribe  Nina  Annin,  and  I  have  been 
on  your  track  constantly  since  you  killed  Clarence  Ar- 
teveldt." 

Ah,  that  has  told.  She  throws  up  her  hands  and 
utters  a  shriek  of  agony  and  terror. 

**  We  know  all  about  that,  too,''  ha  goes  on,  merci- 
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lessly.  **  All  your  letters  and  his,  all  your  forgeries,  are 
in  my  possession.  The  valise  you  flung  into  the  lake 
contained  worthless  rags,  your  cloak,  your  famous  little 
dagger,  your  keys,  even  your  stolen  jewels,  are  in  my 
hands.  Nina  Annin  has  been  arrested,  and  has  confessed 
all ;  told  all  that  she  knows  concerning  you.  Your  lover 
was  false  and  you  killed  him.  Will  you  make  a  state- 
ment, a  confession  of  that  crime,  or  shall  that  help  to 
turn  the  scale  against  you  when  you  are  tried  for  your 
life  as  your  husband's  murderess  ?  " 

With  sudden  fury,  she  wrenches  herself  from  the  grasp 
of  Rob  Jocelyn,  who  has  kept  a  detaining  hand  upon  her, 
fearing  lest  she  do  herself  an  injury.  Her  eyes  flash 
defiance ;  some  thought  seems  goading  her  to  madness. 

"Yes,"  she  cries;  "you  shall  have  the  statement  yon 
so  much  desire.  My  career  is  closed.  I  see  that ;  I  feel 
it,  and  I  am  so  young  yet.  I  am  Elise  Schwartz,  you 
say.  Can  you  tell  me  who  I  was  before  that?  What 
could  you  expect  from  a  child  flung  to  a  band  of  gypsies  ; 
left  to  grow  wild  among  them,  with  no  mother,  no 
father,  no  name  ?  For  years  I  knew  no  other  life ;  but  I 
knew  I  was  not  a  gypsy.  I  envied  every  richly-dressed 
woman  I  saw.  I  longed  to  dwell  in  houses,  and  tarry 
in  cities ;  not  to  move  on,  and  on,  and  on.  One  day  a 
fine  lady  saw  me,  and  she  took  me  with  her  to  be  her 
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maid.  She  had  wealth  and  many  lovers.  We  lived  in 
gay  Paris,  and  I  nearly  went  mad  with  delight  at  the 
life  we  led..  I  watched,  I  listened,  I  copied,  I  learned 
fast — ^fast.  One  day,  when  I  was  barely  fifteen.  My 
Lady  discovered  that  I  was  a  rival  to  be  feared,  and  she 
sent  me  away.  We  were  in  London  then,  and  I  was  at 
a  loss.  Well,  I  met  that  old  Jew,  and  he  fell  in  love  with 
my  face;  in  spite  of  his  sister's  entreaties,  he  married 
me.  I  knew  that  he  was  rich,  but  I  did  not  know  how 
mean  he  was. 

**  I  expected  dresses,  jewels ;  I  had  nothing,  just  noth- 
ing, and  I  was  watched  like  a  prisoner  by  that  ugly  old 
woman.  Life  was  terrible  to  me  then,  terrible  I  I  longed 
for  Paris,  for  the  old  life ;  for  music,  and  laughter,  and 
light.  I  endured  it  for  two  long  years,  and  then — I 
Idlled  them.  In  the  city  lived  an  old  gypsy  fortune- 
teller, who  had  done  so  many  evil  things  that  she  had 
been  banished  from  her  tribe,  the  same  tribe  that  I  left ; 
she  knew  me,  when  we  met  in  London.  She  was  skilled 
in  many  dark  ways;  she  would  do  anything  for  a  little 
money ;  she  taught  me  the  use  of  the  little  stiletto.  It 
was  to  her  I  fled  after  the  thing  was  done.  She  dyed  my 
hur,  she  procured  me  cosmetics,  she  sheltered  me  for  a 
time,  but  I  feared  her  and  I  fled.  I  fled  te  Paris,  and 
there  I  disguised  myself  more  effsctoally.    My  dark  hair 
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was  made  yellow,  my  almost  swarthy  complexion  blonde; 
I  sacrificed  my  long  eye  lashes,  and  dyed  them  light ;  I 
partially  shaved  my  dark  brows,  and  changed  their  shape; 
and  my  teeth,  that  were  lai-ge,  and  too  easy  of  identifica^ 
tion,  I  had  drawn  out,  every  one,  and  a  fietlse  set  of  an 
entirely  different  shape  and  size  made.  Then  1  was 
ready  to  defy  detection. 

**  Fortune  seemed  to  smile  upon  me.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Durand  met  me;  they  had  buried  their  daughter  in  a 
strange  land.  I  told  a  most  pathetic  story,  and  they 
adopted  me.  Tou  know  the  rest ;  I  came  here ;  in  New 
York  I  met  Clarence  Arteveldt.  I  was  young,  and  in  all 
my  changeful  life  I  had  never  loved.  But  I  loved  him, 
madly,  unto  death.  When  I  learned  of  his  falsity,  of 
his  coming  marriage,  I  went  mad.^I  appealed  to  him. 
It  was  useless.  I  visited  Miss  Armyn  by  stealth,  and  she 
swore  that  nothing  but  death  should  separate  her  from 
my  lover.  I  had  my  dagger  in  my  bosom  ;  for  a  moment 
I  was  tempted  to  spring  upon  her  and  bury  it  in  her 
heart.  Then  another  thought  came.  I  would  wait,  and 
be  revenged  on  both.  I  bowed  my  head  and  went  oat 
from  her  presence ;  but  I  was  thinking,  thinking. 

**I  knew  nothing  of  her  hatred  for  Clarence.  I 
thought  she  loved  him.  I  laid  my  plans — you  know 
what  they  were— -I  did  not  attend  the  wedding ;  I  oonld 
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not,  and  so — I  knew  nothing  of  the  bride's  flight.  When 
I  stole  into  that  still  house,  with  my  dagger  in  my  hand, 
I  was  as  firm  as  adamant/' 

She  moves  a  step  forward,  her  eyes  are  fixed  on 
vacancy,  she  seems  to  be  reacting  that  horrible  scene. 

**I  went  on  with  firm,  still  tread,  and  nerves  like 
steel.  I  reached  the  bridal  chamber;  I  had  prepared 
myself  to  force  an  entrance,  but  the  door  was  unlocked. 
Softly  I  stole  in,  the  lights  were  very  dim.  I  could  just 
see  two  forms  lying  side  by  side.  I  drew  near  to  the 
bride's  pillow ;  beside  it  was  a  dainty  stand  with  a  basket 
of  snowy  flowers  upon  it.  I  bent  down — ^ah,  how  calm  I 
was — I  put  one  finger  on  the  forehead,  for  I  could  not  see 
clearly  where  to  strike,  I  felt  the  vein  of  the  temple,  and 
then  I  drove  my  dagger  home.  Then  I  went  back  as  I 
came.  Nothing  but  death  could  part  them,  she  had  said. 
Death  had  parted  them ;  death  from  my  hand.  Now  who 
would  dare  take  Clarence  firom  me.   Oh,  Grod !  Oh,  God ! " 

She  throws  her  arms  aloft;  again,  as  on  the  night  when 
Nina  Annin  broke  to  her  the  news,  she  writhes  in  agony. 
When  she  speaks  i^ain  it  is  in  a  strange,  hollow,  half 
whisper,  horrible  to  hear. 

**  All  the  next  day  I  kept  my  room.    I  saw  no  one, 

heard  nothing.    Then  she  came,  that  hated  woman.    Oh ! 

how  I  wish  I  had  killed  her  then  I    She  told  ma  that 
Te 


/ 


690  THB  LAJOBSIDB  BERDCB. 

Clarence  Arteveldt  had  been  murdered.  How  did  1 
live?  How  did  I?  Hear  me,  men  I  I  feel  now  as  I 
did  then,  as  if  I  were  going  mad  I  I  had  meant  to  kill 
Lenore  Armjn.  His  wife  I  By  the  memory  of  the  man  * 
who  died  in  her  stead,  I  swear  it  I  Take  me  where  you 
will ;  do  with  me  as  you  will.  I  have  been  guilty,  but  I 
regret  nothing  save  that  blow." 

Again  she  flings  her  arms  aloft  and  then  faUs  heavily 
forward,  to  be  caught  by  Rob  Jocelyn,  while  the  others 
stand  horror-stricken  by  her  last  words.  What  perils  has 
not  Lenore  Armyn  escaped  I  They  raise  the  prostrate 
form  and  lay  her  upon  the  bed,  where  now  a  corpse  might 
have  been;  and  then  Mrs.  Richards  glides  forward ;  she 
has  been  near  at  hand  from  the  very  first.  When  she  is 
at  last  restored  to  consciousness,  all  her  fierceness,  all  her 
oourage,  all  her  strength  has  deserted  her.  Cool,  auda- 
cious Nina  Annin  might  well  despise  her  now.  But 
then,  vile  though  she  be,  Nina  Annin  is  no  murderess. 
She  who  was  known  to  the  gay  world  as  Aura  Durand, 
goes  forth  from  the  mansion  where  she  has  reigned  a 
queen,  never  to  be  known  as  Aura  Durand  again ;  never- 
more to  cross,  or  desecrate  that  threshold.  In  the  gray 
of  morning  Rob  Jocelyn  takes  her  away.  Abject,  sullen, 
hopeless,  she  goes,  to  be  known  only  as  **  Blise  Soh warts, 
the  murderess,"  until  death  shall  claim  her. 
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CHAPTER  LI. 

A  BXUNION  AT  GSNTLBMAK  JICFF'B. 

Once  again,  and  for  the  last  time,  let  us  visit  the 
rooms  of  Gentleman  Jeff.  When,  as  the  result  of  Fran- 
cis Ferrars'  strategic  entrance  into  the  gambler's  holy  of 
holies,  Lenore  Armyn  had  become  fully  conyinced  that 
she  was  not  the  helpless,  hunted,  friendless  being  she  had 
believed  herself  to  be ;  she  became  all  at  once  a  model  of 
meekness,  and  declared  herself  willing  and  ready  to  be 
guided  by  the  advice  of  her  friends.  What  should  she 
do  now  ?    To  which  Francis  Ferrars  had  replied : 

**Miss  Armyn — Lady  Lenore — you  are  safe — from  all 
save  annoyance ;  but  until  the  real  murderess  is  found,  it 
will  not  be  prudent  to  appear  in  public.  For  a  little 
longer  you  must  remain  in  seclusion.  I  will  find  you  a 
safe  and  pleasant  abiding  place  for  the  few  days  that 
must  intervene,  before  you  may  stand  in  the  highest 
places,  and  face  the  world ;  unless  you  can  name  a  place 
that  will  not  be  new  and  strange,  and  that  you  would 
prefer." 

Then  Lenore  had  turned  to  Gentleman  Jeff,  saying : 
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**  Sir,  are  you  tired  of  me  ?  have  I  wearied  your  good 
mother  ?    Will  my  absence  be  a  relief  to  you  ?  " 

*^  Miss  Armyn  I  '*  said  the  gambler,  in  amazement. 
^*  The  protection  I  have  offered  you  is  not  of  the  best, 
but  it  is  as  freely  yours,  as  the  best  should  be.  As  for 
my  mother,  let  her  speak  for  herself." 

**  It  is  a  pleasure  to  me  to  be  with  you,  Miss  Armyn,*' 
said  the  old  lady,  earnestly.  **  I  almost  regret  your  good 
fortune." 

Lenore  turned  to  Ferrars. 

*'  I  will  stay  here,  Mr.  Ferrars,"  she  said,  'quietly. 

*^  Here  I "  exclaimed  the  Englishman,  in  some  buf- 
prise.    "  But " 

**  I  shall  stay  here,"  interrupted  Lenore,  suddenly  for- 
getting her  meekness.  ^^  When  I  came  to  this  gentleman 
as  a  fugitive,  with  a  price  set  on  my  head,  he  never  hesi- 
tated for  one  moment;  his  house  had  brought  my  trouble 
upon  me,  he  said,  although  he  took  an  involuntary  part 
in  that  shameful  deed,  and  now  his  house  should  shelter 
me  so  long  as  his  doors  stood  intact,  and  he  had  strength 
to  stand  between  me  and  danger.  Then  he  went  straight 
and  brought  his  mother  to  me.  He  might  have  given 
me  up  to  the  law,  and  claimed  a  rich  reward ;  instead  he 
has  treated  me  as  if  I  were  an  empress.  Tou  say  that  I 
am  no  longer  the  hunted,  friendless  fugitive  who  sought 
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his  protection  ;  that  I  am  heiress  to  a  vast  fortune  and 
lofty  uiiine.  You  call  me  the  Lady  Lenore.  Well,  Lady 
Lenore  will  remain  the  guest  of  Gentleman  Jeff,  and  if 
she  should  live  to  dine  at  the  tables  of  princes  and  kings 
she  will  never  have  a  host  that  she  will  honor  more.'* 

The  Englishman  felt  the  rebuke  her  words  implied. 

**You  are  right,"  he  said.  "And — ^you  are  a  true 
aristocrat.'* 

So  while  the  net  had  been  closing  about  Aura  Durand, 
Lenore  remained  the  guest  of  the  prince  of  gamblers. 
Francis  Ferrars  came  from  time  to  time,  and  they  talked 
of  her  future.  Finally,  Lenore  wrote  a  letter  to  Doctor 
Austin,  instructing  him  to  be  ready  to  come  to  her  at  any 
moment ;  and  upon  receipt  of  a  telegram  from  a  certain 
Francis  Ferrars,  to  come  to  the  city,  bringing  her 
mother's  papers  with  her.  It  must  be  confessed  that 
Lenore's  meekness  was  of  short  duration ;  her  courage 
was  too  high,  and  her  heart  too  strong  to  be  kept  long 
under  a  cloud  that  had  so  much  of  brightness  behind  it ; 
she  began  to  feel  glad  to  be  alive  once  more ;  to  rejoice 
because  of  her  youth,  and  her  health,  with  the  unreason- 
ing exultation  that  youth  and  health  and  innocence 
brings.  She  sent  a  half  penitent,  wholly  characteristic 
message  to  Neil  Bathuist,  and  his  reply  was  equally  like 
himsellL 
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UntQ  there  remained  not  the  shadow  of  an  excuse  foi  a  fitting,  he 
should  obstinately  refuse  to  gire  Miss  Armyn  the  flying  impetus  his  pre^ 
ence  always  seemed  to  furnish.    He  should  hold  himself  alooL 

And  Lenore  had  laughed  and  frowned,  and  began  to 
think  a  great  deal  about  this  independent  young  detec- 
tive, and  to  look  forward  with  some  eagerness  to  a  meet- 
ing with  him. 

The  morning  that  followed  the  arrest  of  Elise 
Schwartz,  saw  Doctor  Austin  and  Francis  Ferrars  in  close 
conversation  with  Lenore ;  after  which  the  girl  was  left 
alone  to  read  some  papers  of  her  mother's.  Mr.  Hale  had 
reported  that  Mrs.  Arteveldt  had  driven  out  of  the  city 
for  the  day;  and  so  the  next  step,  the  last  step  to  be 
taken  before  Lenore  should  be  finally  and  fully 
cleared  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  must  be  postponed 
until  evening.  Upon  being  informed  of  this,  Lenore 
said: 

**  I  have  no  wish  to  see  Mrs.  Arteveldt ;  she  can  hard- 
ly care  to  see  me.  But  to  you  who  have  been,  who  are, 
my  best  and  truest  friends,  everything  is  due.  I  will  read 
my  mother's  papers,  and  then  I  will  tell  you  all  that  I 
know  of  my  own,  all  that  I  can  of  my  mother's  history. 
Bring  Mrs.  Arteveldt's  lawyer,  too.  Mr.  Hale  can  make 
such  notes  as  he  chooses  for  her  enlightenmani.'' 

So  to-dajt  a  little  after  the  hour  of  noon,  L^Mv-^c^y  D00-4 

■1 
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tor  Austin,  Gentleman  Jeff,  and  his  mother  sat  in  the 
gambler's  splendid  parlor,  chatting  quietly  and  waiting. 
Presently  steps  were  heard  without,  and  then  the  door 
opened,  admitting,  Rob  Jocelyn,  Charles  Ruthven,  and 
two  Tailed  ladies,  who,  at  sight  of  Lenore,  sprang  forward 
with  little  ecstatic  cries,  and  throwing  back  their  vails, 
revealed  the  faces  of  Mrs.  Ruthven  and  Kate  Seaton. 

After  their  greeting  was  over,  which  was  not  for  some 
moments,  Kate  presented  Robert  Jocelyn,  and  Lenore 
frankly  extended  her  hand,  saying : 

*^  Oh,  I  know  a  great  deal  about  you,  Mr.  Jocelyn,  and 
I  intend  to  appropriate  all  the  friendship  you  have  to 
spare.  Mr.  Ferrars  has  told  me  how  you  have  kept  your 
hand  upon  my  enemy,  Jason  Bradwardine.  Oh,  how  lit- 
tle I  dreamed  what  strong  friends,  what  brave  defenders 
I  might  have  had  long  ago." 

Then  she  introduced  the  new  comers  to  Doctor  Aus- 
tin, Gentleman  Jeff  and  his  mother.  A  few  moments 
more  and  Francis  Ferrars,  Neil  Bathurst  and  Mr.  Hale 
appeared.  As  Neil  Bathurst  approached  Lenore,  she 
looked  up  in  his  face,  saying  gravely,  but  with  a  mirthful 
gleam  in  her  eyes : 

*^  Mr.  Bathurst,  are  you  prepared  to  shake  hands — and 
buy  the  hatchet  ?  " 

**  I  don't  knowt"  retorted  Neil,  with  even  more  solem- 
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nity.  **  I  have  no  faith  in  you — not  a  particle.  In  a  few 
moments  we  shall  be  staring  blankly  at  each  other,  and 
you  will  have  gone  down  through  the  floor,  or  up  through 
the  ceiling,  or  out  at  the  key-hole.  Have  you  got  seven 
league  boots,  or  an  enchanted  carpet  ?  " 

**  No,"  laughed  Lenore  ;  "  but  I  have  a  very  active 
pair  of  feet.  I  feel  quite  proud  to  have  so  dodged  Bath- 
urst,  the  detective.  I  shall  boast  of  it  as  something  worth 
having  done." 

*'  Of  course  you  will,"  with  a  comical  glance  at  Doctor 
Austin,  who  stood  near,  laughing  at  this  badinage. 
**'  Ton  and  Doctor  Austin  will  chuckle  over  it 
together.  But  I'll  have  nothing  more  to  do  with  you. 
If  you  run  away  I  will  laugh  at  the  folly  of  the  man  who 
tries  to  catch  you.     I  won't  cope  with  an  igni$fatuu8.^* 

There  were  some  more  jests,  and  then  some  sober  conver- 
sation. The  detectives  told  of  the  manner  in  which  they 
arrested  the  counterfeiters.  And  then  Francis  Ferrars 
described  the  scene  of  the  previous  night,  when  Elise 
Schwartz  was  stopped  in  her  career  of  crime.  After  this 
there  ensued  a  long,  awesome  silence,  which  was  broken 
at  last  by  Lenore. 

**  How  strangely  fiate  has  worked,"  she  said,  in  low, 
grave  tones.  *^  My  life  has  been  sought,  again  and  again. 
Yea,  I  believe  she  did  intend  that  death-blow  for  me.    If 
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Miss  Annin  has  told  you  of  Ama  Dnnuid^B  visit  to  me, 
then,  of  course,  I  may  speak  of  it ;  may  feel  released  from 
my  promise.  What  she,  this  murderess,  said  of  that  visit 
was  true.  I  did  say  that  only  death  could  interfere  with 
my  marriage  to  Clarence  Arte  veldt.  Now  I  understand 
the  look  she  gave  me,  and  then  the  sudden  drooping  of 
the  form  as  she  turned  and  went  out. 

**  The  look  was  intended  for  my  death-warrant,  and 
then  her  sudden  change  of  manner  was  inspired  by  pru- 
dence. She  wished  to  deceive  me  into  thinking  her  simply 
crushed  and  hopeless ;  and  I  did  think  so.  She  looked 
very  lovely  and  very  pathetic  that  day ;  but  I  was  too 
bitter  to  pity  i^y  one,  least  of  all  myself ;  and  she  has 
committed  so  many  crimes.  Heavens,  how  horrible ! 
While  her  hand  was  stained  with  the  blood  of  the  son,  she 
has  been  the  chosen  friend  of  the  mother." 

•*  Yes,"  said  Kate  Seaton,  with  a  sudden  flash  of  the 
eye,  "  I  call  it  retribution  upon  Mrs.  Arteveldt.  I  have 
heard  those  two  talk  of  finding  and  dealing  with  Lenore, 
until  my  blood  has  fairly  boiled.  And  I  hated  Aura 
Durand  from  the  very  first.  I  promise  you  a  scene,  Mr. 
Hale,  when  you  come  to  tell  Mrs.  Arteveldt  to-night,  that 
she  can  not  wreak  her  vengeance  upon  Lenore  Armyn; 
then  turning  suddenly  to  Ferrars,  "  do  you  know  any  more 
concerning  that  strange  meddler  ?  "  she  asked. 
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**  He  is  well  watched,  Miss  Seaton ;  that  man  was 
Bradwardine/'  replied  the  English  detective. 

And  this  made  it  necessary  to  tell  to  Lenore,  Mr.  Hale 
and  the  other  uninitiated,  the  last  piece  of  rascality 
attempted    by  Jason  Bradwardine. 

Suddenly  Lenore  turned  to  Neil  Bathurst.  **Ihaye 
made  you  an  enemy,"  she  said,  regretfully.  "Mr.  Bath- 
urst, that  man  will  harm  you  if  he  can.  Why  did  you 
spare  him  that  day  ?  " 

"  Miss  Armyn,"  replied  Neil,  gravely,  "  I  spared  him 
because  if  arrested  he  might  have  set  officers  on  your 
track.  I  did  not  expect  that  you  would  leave  me  as  you 
did,  for  I  tried  to  make  my  manner  convey  to  you  the 
truth  that  I  was  not,  and  would  not  be,  your  jailer." 

Lenore  flushed  hotly,  and  sat  in  silence  for  a  moment, 
then  she  said,  almost  hesitatingly : 

"  I  will  do  you  and  myself  justice,  Mr.  Bathurst,  and 
tell  you  what  I  thought  that  day.  When  I  learned  who 
you  were,  I  said  to  myself,  this  detective  is  in  search  of 
me,  and  has  traced  me  in  time  to  save  me  from  Jason 
Bradwardine,  and  death ;  nevertheless  it  is  his  duty  to 
arrest  me,  and  his  manner  implies  that  he  does  not  wish 
to  do  this.  If  he  lets  me  go  it  will  injure  him,  and  I 
shall  only  escape  to  fall  into  other  hands.  While  I  was 
thinking  this,  we  crossed  the  street  just  below.    Suddenly 
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I  tbought  of  this  gentleman/'  nodding  toward  Gentleman 
Jeff,  ^'  and  I  remembered  how  kind  and  honorable  he  had 
looked  on  that  day,  that  was  the  beginning  of  my  troubles. 
Then  I  thought  of  escaping ;  if  I  could  get  out  of  the  car- 
riage, I  could  dodge  behind  that  green  door  very  soon. 
I  acted  upon  this  impulse,  and  Gentleman  Jeff  more  than 
verified  my  good  opinion  of  him.  You  had  rescued  me, 
Mr.  Bathurst,  and  I  could  not  have  permitted  you  to 
compromise  yourself  because  of  me.  Of  course  I  did 
not  dream  that  you  or  any  one  could  remove  the  charge 
against  me  by  placing  the  guilt  where  it  belonged." 
She  paused  for  a  moment  and  then  resumed : 
**  I  may  as  well  tell  you,  or  those  of  you  who  have  not 
yet  learned  it,  how  I  arranged  my  flight  after  that  mock- 
ery of  a  marriage.  I  will  not  now  or  hereafter  speak  of 
Clarence  Arteveldt ;  I  have  not  a  forgiving  spirit,  and 
although  he  has  expiated  his  sin,  I  have  not  forgotten,  and 
can  not  forget  my  wrong,  and  the  suffering  it  has  brought 
upon  me.  From  the  time  the  idea  first  seized  me,  of 
marrying  him,  and  abandoning  him  at  the  altar,  I  never 
faltered  in  my  purpose  once.  I  wrote  to  Doctor  Austin, 
and  he  came  to  the  city,  I  met  him  privately  and  told  him 
a  small  part  of  the  truth.  He  knew  that  there  was  a  mys- 
tery in  the  life  of  my  mother ;  he  knew  that  she  had  lived 
and  died,  haunted  by  a  great  fear.    He  knew  that  I  did 
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not  know  all  this  mystery,  but  that  my  knowledge  ex- 
tended beyond  his.  He  had  promised  my  mother  to  act 
for  me  without  question.  And  when  I  put  him  to  the 
test  he  kept  his  word.  I  told  him  that  there  was  a  person 
in  the  city  who  had  some  power  over  me,  and  who  would 
use  it  to  my  injury  ;  that  I  feared  that  I  had  not  acted  in 
accordance  with  my  mother's  wishes ;  that  I  had  not  kept 
myself  in-  the  seclusion  she  had  advised.  That  there  Was 
another  strong  reason  why  I  wished  to  vanish  suddenly 
from  among  my  friends,  a  reason  which  I  could  not  then 
confide  to  him.  If  he  would  aid  me  and  ask  no  questions, 
he  should  always  know  where  I  was,  and  all  of  my  move- 
ments. Of  course  my  obstinacy  gained  me  my  point. 
Doctor  Austin  arranged  that  I  was  to  be  received  at  Doc- 
tor Burton's  Asylum.  That  was  my  idea ;  I  thought  I 
could  not  have  a  safer  retreat.  When  I  left  the  supper- 
room,  clad  in  all  my  bridal  white,  chance  favored  me ;  not 
one  of  the  servants  or  waiting  coachmen  saw  me  as  I  ran 
to  the  nearest  comer  and  sprang  into  the  carriage.  Doc- 
tor Austin  himself  sat  on  the  box,  and  within  he  bad 
placed  a  valise  containing  a  dark,  plain  dress.  Before  we 
reached  the  asylum  I  had  exchanged  my  bridal  dress  for 
the  dark  one,  and  Doctor  Austin  himself  hardly  knew 
that  I  had  made  an  exchange.  I  had  previously  sent  a 
small  trunk  to  my  new  retreat,  and  as  soon  as  I  could  do 
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80  I  burned  my  bridal  finery.  I  lived  a  very  qniet  life 
there  for  three  months.  I  had  drawn  on  tlie  doctor  for 
enough  money  to  carry  me  through,  should  an  emergency 
make  it  necessary  for  me  to  go  elsewhere  ;  and  when  Mr. 
Bathurst  appeared,  and  I  fled  to  the  protection  of  the 
ballet  mistress,  I  found  that  money  was  a  friend  indeed. 

*^I  had  such  perfect  liberty  there,"  resumed  Lenore, 
after  a  moment's  pause,  **  that  I  doubt  if  I  could  have 
proved  myself  to  have  been  in  the  asylum  all  night.  It 
was  easy  enougli  for  anyone,  not  locked  in  their  rooms, 
to  go  in  and  out  at  Doctor  Burton's  at  all  houxa.' 


»f 
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CHAPTER  LII. 


LADY  LENORB. 


**  And  now/'  said  Lenore,  drawing  her  chair  closer  to 
that  occupied  by  Kate  Seaton,  **  I  must  tell  you,  as  briefly 
as  I  can,  a  little  about  myself,  and  something  of  what  is 
contained  in  my  mother's  journal  and  letters,  especially 
the  letters  written  shortly  before  her  death,  and  sepa- 
rately entrusted  to  Doctor  Austin." 

She  paused  for  a  moment,  as  if  considering,  and  then 
resumed. 

**  I  will  only  say  of  my  childhood,  that  it  has,  as  it 
now  dweUs  in  my  memory,  many  stran;^e  and  distinct 
lights  and  shades.  I  can  remember,  what  seems  now  like 
fragments  of  dreams,  the  accents  of  foreign  tongues,  the 
vivacious  French,  the  gntteral  German,  the  musical 
Italian,  and  always,  almost,  the  stately  English.  I 
remember  having  wakened,  oh  I  so  many,  many  nights, 
to  find  my  mother  sobbing  over  my  pillow,  and  mur- 
muring, in  broken  accents,  words  that  conveyed  to  my 
mind  the  idea  that  my   mother  was  a  deeply  wronged 


8HADOWSD  BY  THBEB.  705 

and  persecuted  woman,  and  that  in  some  way  I  was 
connected  with  the  cause  of  all  her  woe. 

**  I  am  told  that  in  my  veins  flows  a  mixture  of  the 
blood  of  Italian  and  English  nobility,  and  the  French 
common  people.  And,  I  have  lived  long  enough  in 
America  to  be  very  glad  and  proud  of  that  admixture  of 
common-place  blood,  especially  when  I  reflect  upon  what 
the  blue  blood  had  done  for  my  mother  and  father. 
However,  I  presume  that  to  this  mixture  of  races,  I  owe 
my  peculiarity  of  temper  and  disposition.  I  think  I 
must  have  been  a  very  uncomfortable  child.  I  was 
constantly  looking  about  us  for  the  cause  of  my  mother's 
sorrow,  for  my  little  mind  was  unable  to  comprehend  a 
woe  the  cause  for  which  was  hidden,  or  buried,  from 
sight.  I  used  to  clench  my  baby  fists  in  wrath,  and  I 
waged  a  continuous  warfare  upon  servants,  and  strangers, 
and  friends ;  although  of  the  latter  I  can  remember  very 
few.  I  can  recall  what  seemed  to  me  a  most  wonderful 
experience,  a  long,  long  voyage  over  an  interminable 
waste  of  waters,  during  which  my  poor  mamma  was 
unaccountably  ill,  and  I  was  the  most  active,  energetic, 
and  healthful  of  small  tribulations. 

**  Next  I  can  recall  a  sojourn  in  a  place  where  every- 
thing was  strange,  very  strange,  and  where  our  charming 

English    was    very    strangely    accented.     I  think    my 
8o»  Ut 


706  THB  LAKESTOB  8ERIB8. 

mother  mnst  haye  been  very  ill  there.  Then  one  day 
she  snatched  me  in  her  arms  as  if  to  shelter  me  from 
some  terrible  danger;  and  there  was  a  sudden  flitting, 
another  journey  that  seemed  to  me  tedious  and  inter- 
minable, and  then  came  Faidie. 

**As  I  grew  older,  my  mother  taught  me  never  to 
speak  of  the  voyage  across  the  ocean,  and  of  the  foreign 
lands  that  seemed  like  the  recollections  of  a  dream.  I 
must  be  an  American.  I  was  never  permitted  to  speak 
of  that  other  home  we  had  known  for  a  little  time.  I 
was  by  nature  fearless,  curious,  and  difScult  to  deal 
with ;  and  I  kuow  that  my  poor  mother's  wrongs  had 
made  her  morbidly  sensitive.  She  had  the  Italian 
exaggeration  of  language,  and  in  exhorting  me  to 
prudence^  to  caution,  and  to  obedience,  in  my  younger 
days,  she  alluded  to  her  past  in  such  vague,  mysterious 
language,  and  with  such  a  look  in  her  eyes,  that  I  became 
possessed ;  haunted,  by  a  vague  terror.  And  there  is  no 
terror  like  that  which  we  can  not  comprehend.  I  knew 
that  we  were  exiles  from  some  other  land,  and  I  began 
to  believe,  as  I  grew  up,  that  because  of  some  crime  or 
treason,  on  the  part  of  my  father,  we  had  been  compelled 
to  flee  the  country.  My  mother  taught  me  that  we  were 
'fi  'constant  danger,  and  she  described  to  me  the  man 
Ja::.  ^n  Bradwardine,  imploring  me  to  be  ever  watchful. 
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ever  cautious,  and  to  fear  this  man  always,  because  he 
sought  my  life. 

**  When  she  believed  herself  dying,  my  mother  called 
me  to  her,  and  told  me  that  I  would  soon  be  alone  and 
surrounded  by  danger;  that  men,  strong  and  high  in 
power,  sought  my  destruction ;  that  I  stood  between  one 
of  these  men  and  the  position  that  he  longed  for,  and  that 
my  life  would  be  sacrificed  if  I  ever  fell  into  his  hands. 
That  I  was,  to  the  other  of  these  men,  a  hated  thing,  a 
symbol  of  his  own  misery  and  future  downfall.  She  told 
me  that  to  escape  from  these  men  and  from  dangers  to 
both  of  us,  she  had  brought  me  across  the  sea.  She  said 
that  even  there,  these  enemiei^  might  be  aware  of 
our  hiding  place,  and  waiting  only  for  a  suitable  time  to 
spring  upon  us,  or  upon  me.  *  Fear  curiosity ;  fear 
strangers,'  my  mother  said.  ^  If  they  set  out  to  find  you 
they  will  move  earth  and  heaven.  One  of  these  men,  Jason 
Bradwardine,  crossed  the  ocean  once  to  destroy  you ;  you 
are  growing  to  womanhood  now,  and  will  be  doubly 
dangerous  in  his  eyes.  Live  retired ;  bafiBe  all  inquirers ; 
shun  large  public  assemblies,  and  beware  of  detectives ; 
they  are  the  means  often  employed  by  bad  men  to  hunt 
down  their  victims.' 

^*  I  implored  her  to  tell  me  all,  not  to  leave  me  in  the 
dark,  concerning  this  shadow  upon  my  life,  and  she  re- 
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plied  that  to  tell  me  would*  only  increase  my  danger,  that 
ignorance  was  my  best  and  only  safeguard. 

*^  As  her  last  hour  drew  near,  she  exacted  from  me  avow 
of  the  most  solemn  nature.  I  was  to  conceal  all  that  I 
knew  of  my  past ;  never  to  examine  the  papers  she  left 
behind,  unless  some  movement  on  the  part  of  my  enemies 
revealed  to  me  my  identity  and  made  further  enlighten- 
ment necessary.  I  was  never  to  leave  America,  unless 
the  time  should  come  when  I  was  assured  that  my  foes 
were  powerless.to  harm  me,  and  ever  and  always  I  was 
to  avoid  inquiry,  to  shun  and  flee  from  any  one  suspected 
of  being  a  detective,  or  investigator  of  any  sort,  and 
never,  by  any  act,  to  bring  myself  forward  conspicuously 
so  as  to  become  a  marked  personage  in  any  community. 
She  wished  that  I  should  leave  Fairlie,  after  her  death ; 
she  believed  I  would  be  safer  among  strangers. 

**'  Last,  she  had  left  all  her  papers,  and  the  control  of 
her  little  fortune,  in  the  Iiands  of  Doctor  Austin.  He  is 
the  only  being  my  mother  fully  trusted.  She  left  with 
him,  too,  a  letter,  which  was  to  be  placed  in  my  hands  on 
my  twenty-fifth  birthday ;  but,  if  I  ever  stood  in  peril ; 
if  any  great  danger  menaced  me,  or  fell  upon  me-— any 
danger  which  I  could  not  avert  or  avoid,  because  I  could 
not  comprehend  it — then  I  was  to  have  the  letter  sooner ; 
have  it  at  the  time  of  need. 
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**  Well,  I  have  learned  through  others  who  I  am  and 
what  it  was  that  my  mother  feared,  and  Mr.  Ferrars  tells 
me  that  all  her  life  she  has  been  laboring  under  a  sad,  sad 
delusion.  She  had  married  the  only  son  of  Sir  Hillary 
Massinger;  married  him  against  the  wishes  and  without 
the  knowledge  of  Sir  Hillary.  Jason  Bradwardine  had 
pretended  a  warm  friendship  for  my  mother  and  father, 
and  they  trusted  him ;  but  he  was  the  serpent  in  their 
Eden.  My  mother  fled  to  America,  believing  that  my 
father  had  deserted  her  at  the  command  of  Sir  Hillary 
Massinger.  She  believed  herself  abandoned,  and  that 
they,  my  father  and  grandfather,  would  seek  to  steal  me 
from  her.  For  years,  she  trusted  Jason  Bradwardine ; 
he  was  her  only  adviser,  and,  of  course,  he  contrived  to 
keep  her  from  any  knowledge  of  her  husband,  or  how  it 
fared  with  him.  But,  after  we  came  to  America — which 
she  did  against  his  will — she  found  him  out.  He  sent  an 
emissary  over  from  England  to  steal  me  away.  Then  my 
mother,  who,  from  her  husband,  from  Jason  Bradwardine, 
from  every  one  who  knew  Sir  Hillary  Massinger,  had 
learned  to  think  him  stern,  bitter,  implacable,  and  always 
her  enemy,  believed  that  this  old  man  so  hated  her  and 
her  child  that  he  had  bought  over  Jason  Bradwardine. 
She  knew  that  my  father  could  not  set  himself  free  and 
marry  again,  if  he  would,  and  she  knew  that  Jason 
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Bradwardine  was  the  next  of  kin,  and  she  believed  that 
he  hoped  to  outlive  my  father,  and  succeed  to  the  Mas- 
singer  title  and  estates." 

Her  voice  broke  and  she  paused  to  regain  her  com- 
posure. 

"  From  Mr.  Ferrars  I  learn  that  my  father  died  years 
ago,"  she  resumed,  in  a  tremulous  tone.  "  That  he  was 
deluded  and  betrayed,  not  by  his  father,  but  by  Jason 
Bradwardine.  Sir  Hillary  received  an  anonymous  letter 
telling  him  of  his  soil's  marriage ;  he  went  to  the  place 
where  the  letter  informed  him  that  he  should  find  that 
son.  He  did  not  find  him,  but  he  found  my  mother,  and 
they  had  a  stormy  interview.  My  father  was  absent ;  he 
did  not  return  at  the  time  appointed.  And  then  came 
Jason  Bradwardine  with  a  false  tale.  My  father  had  re- 
turned to  Hillary  Hall,  he  said ;  he  had  deserted  his  wife 
and  child.  I  suppose  my  mother  nearly  went  mad  then ; 
she  fled  from  her  home,  that  had  been  so  happy,  and  no 
one,  save  Jason  Bradwardine,  knew  where  she  went. 
When  my  father  came  back  we  were  gone;  his  wife,  his 
child.  He  searched  for  us,  fruitlessly ;  he  would  not  be 
reconciled  to  his  father — and — ^finally — ^he  died.  His  life 
wasted ;  himself  a  victim.  And  my  mother — she  died, 
believing  him  false.  Ah,  heavens  I  to  think  of  these  two 
blighted  lives,  and  then  to  think  that  Jason  Bradwardme. 
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the  man  who  wrought  all  this  misery,  still  walks  the 
earth.  Mr.  Bathurst,**  turning  suddenly  toward  Neil, 
and  changing  as  suddenly  her  look  and  tone,  **  I  wish  he 
had  moved  that  day  when  I  held  his  own  pistol  at  his 
head.''  It  was  a  startling  climax  to  her  sad  recital,  and 
it  seemed  to  arouse  her  hearers  from  the  sorrowful  silence 
caused  by  this  pitiful  story  of  past  wrongs  and  past  mis- 
takes.  It  brought  that  past  straight  down  to  the  present, 
where  action  was  possible. 

**  Miss  Armyn,"  said  Neil,  earnestly,  **  now  that  you 
are  safe,  we  have  nothing  to  do,  save  to  hunt  this  yillain 
to  his  ruin.'* 

**  Oh  I  don't  lose  any  time  in  doing  it,"  broke  in  Kate 
Seaton;  **he  is  dangerous  to  your  safety  and  to  Lenore's, 
Mr.  Bathurst.    How  he  must  hate  you  both  I " 

They  had  all  aroused  themselves  from  their  attitudes 
of  listening,  and  now  Mr.  Hale  arose  and  approached  Le- 
nore. 

**  My  Lady,"  he  said,  gravely,  **  these  three  detectives 
have  done  a  grand  work.  They  have  crushed  a  strong 
case  of  circumstantial  evidence,  and  cleared  your  name 
before  the  world.  They  have  brought  to  justice  the 
cleverest  and  most  dangerous  murderess  that  the  annals 
of  crime  ever  recorded.  They  have  broken  up  a  gang  of 
oounterfeitera,  composed  of  the  most  difficult  class  of 


712  THB  I^AKBSIDB  8SBIB8. 

criminalB  that  justice  ever  dealt  with ;  men  who  hold 
reputable  positions,  and  cloak  their  real  trade  under  an 
honest  outward  seeming,  and  honest  associations.  I 
think  you  can  safely  trust  them  to  deal  with  this  one  vil- 
lain. As  for  yourself,  from  this  hour  you  stand  acquitted, 
you  have  nothing  to  fear  from  Mrs.  Arte  veldt,  and  you 
have  a  splendid  future  before  you — the  future  of  a  peeress 
of  England.    I  congratulate  you.'* 

Lenore  looked  up  quickly, 

"  As  Lenore  Armyn,  I  thank  you,"  she  said.  **  As 
Lady  Lenore  Massinger,  I  have  nothing  to  thank  any  one 
for;  I  am  not  proud  of  the  title;  I  am  not  sure  that  I 
shall  ever  claim  it.  Sir  Hillary  Massinger  was  not  so  bad 
as  my  mother  believed  him.  But  I  do  not  forget  that  his 
pride  and  hardness  of  heart  caused  the  life-long  misery 
of  both  my  parents." 

**  But,  Lady  Lenore,"  interposed  Neil  Bathurst,  "  you 
will  not  render  worse  than  useless  the  work  of  Mr.  Per- 
rars ;  you  will  no  longer  conceal  your  identity  ?  " 

"No!  Mr.  Bathurst,"  replied  Lenore,  turning  to  him 
and  then  to  Francis  Ferrars.  "  Mr.  Ferrars  may  tell  Sir 
Hillary  Massinger  that  his  granddaughter  is  found  I  but 
he  must  tell  him  too,  how  she  was  found,  and  that  ahe 
knows  the  story  of  her  mother's  wrongs." 

**  Oh,  Lenore,"  exclaimed  Kate  Beaton,  **  I  can't  oall 
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you  Lady  Lenore — ^not  yet — ^we  love  you  best ;  don't  go 
away  across  the  sea/' 

"  I  won't — ^not  yet,  Katie,"  replied  Lenore,  "  I  would 
rather  have  you,  and  Mrs.  Ruthven,  and  Doctor  Austin, 
and  Gentleman  Jeff,  all  of  you  my  friends  in  need,  for 
friends  for  aye,  than  to  go  among  those  proud  people 
across  the  water,  and  be  Lady  Lenore." 

Gentleman  Jeff  moved  forward,  and  bowed  before  her. 

**  Lady  Lenore,"  he  said ;  ^^  this  is  an  honor  that  never 
yet  befell  a  gambler.  Not  only  have  I  your  regard,  little 
as  I  deserve  it,  but  here,  where  only  gamblers  came  before, 
I  have  entertained  ladies,  and  the  men  whom  more  than 
all  others  I  respect  and  honor ;  these  brother  detectives 
who  have  extended  to  me  a  friendly  hand;  and  these 
upright  professional  gentlemen  who  do  not  scorn  a 
gambler." 

With  one  of  her  old-time  impulsive  gestures,  Lenore 
extended  her  hand  to  Gentleman  Jeff,  and  said : 

**How  dare  you,  sir!  Tou,  the  peer  of  any  man! 
Lawyers  and  doctors  are  very  well,"  with  a  whimsical 
glance  toward  Doctor  Austin  ;  *^  but  when  you  write  to 
my  noble  grandfather,  Mr.  Ferrars,  tell  him  that  Lady 
Lenore  thinks  that  the  best  men  are  gamblers  and  detec- 
tives, and  that  there  is  no  prouder  title  than  that  of  Gen- 
tleman Jeff." 
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CHAPTER  LIIL 


bradwabdinb'b    fate. 
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"  Mrs.  Arteveldt,  we  have  found  Lenore  Armyn. 

These  words,  spoken  by  Neil  Bathnrst,  brought  Mrs. 
Arteveldt  to  her  feet  as  if  startled  by  a  bugle  blast.  She 
was  sitting  in  the  drawing-room  with  Kate  Seaton  near  her, 
and  the  detective  and  Mr.  Hale  had  just  presented  them- 
selves. She  had  been  prepared  for  a  visit  from  Mr.  Hale, 
but  she  had  not  expected  this  news,  for  Kate  Seaton  had 
been  mute  on  the  subject,  and  there  was  no  one  else  to 
enlighten  her. 

**  At  last !  '*  she  cried,  her  eyes  flashing  with  excite- 
ment;  *'  at  last  my  poor  boy  will  be  avenged.'* 

**  At  last,"  replied  Neil  Bathurst,  gravely,  •*  many 
wrongs  wiU  be  righted.  Mrs.  Arteveldt,  if  it  were  dis- 
covered that  another,  and  not  Miss  Armyn,  had  killed 
your  son,  would  you  hate  that  other  as  bitterly  as  you 
do  her  ?  " 

*^  What  do  you  mean,  Neil  Bathurst  ?  **  she  exclaimed 
almost  fiercely.  '*  Oh,  is  it  true  then  I  Are  you  seek- 
ing to  screen — ^to  sava  that  girl  ? 


ft 
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^^  No,  madame.  What  the  man  who  has  visited  you 
of  late  would  have  you  believe  is  not  true,  except  the  one 
statement  that  I  rescued  Miss  Armyn  from  him.  That 
man  is  an  assassin.     He  tried  to  murder  Miss  Armyn." 

Mrs.  Arteveldt  started  back  in  surprise,  and  some  con- 
fusion. 

^^  Who  told  you  about  him  ?"  she  asked.  **  How  do 
you  know  ?  " 

"  I  have  many  ways  of  finding  out  things,"  replied 
he,  smiling  slightly.  ^*-  Are  you  ready  to  hear  my  state- 
ment now,  madame  ?  " 

"  Yes.    Go  on  I  '* 

"  Mr.  Hale  here  knows  everything ;  he  will  give  you 
all  the  particulars.  My  duty  is  simply  to  state  the  truth 
oonceming  Miss  Armyn." 

"  The  truth !  '*  bitterly.  "  Well,  tell  me  the  truth 
about  this  murderess." 

"  The  truth  concerning  Miss  Armyn  is  briefly  this," 
said  Neil,  not  noticing  her  sarcasm.  '*  She  went  from  your 
son^s  house  in  the  mysterious  carriage  that  drove  away 
just  at  the  time  of  her  disappearance,  and  that  could  never 
be  traced,  for  the  simple  reason  that  it  was  driven  by  no 
hireling,  but  by  Doctor  Austin,  the  guardian  of  Miss 
Armyn.  Doctor  Austin  took  her  straight  to  the  asylum 
of  Doctor  Burton,  and  there,  as  you  know,  she  remained 
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until  my  yisit  scared  her  away.  Now,  there  was  a  secret 
in  her  life,  and  in  the  life  of  her  mother,  and  on  her  death 
bed,  that  mother  had  exacted  a  promise,  a  vow,  that  she, 
Lenore,  would  guard  her  own  life  carefully,  and  guard 
this  secret  as  well ;  to  this  end  she  must  promise  to  avoid 
all  detectives  and  curious  persons,  and  most  of  all,  this 
villain,  who  tells  you  that  I  rescued  the  girl  from  his 
hands. 

^^  Tour  son  pointed  me  out  to  her,  and  she  knew  that 
I  was  a  detective.  I  believed  myself  unknown  to  her, 
and  so  visited  the  hospital  without  disguise,  thus  defeat- 
ing myself.  She  saw  me,  recognized  me,  and  fled  from 
me.  At  this  time  Mrs.  Arteveldt,  she  did  not  even  know 
that  your  son  was  dead." 

**  What ! "  cried  Mrs.  Arteveldt.  "  Dare  you  say  that 
to  me,  sir?  If  you  wish  to  be  heard  do  not  advocate  the 
cause  of  my  son's  murderess.  Ah,  her  witch-like  beauty 
has  turned  your  head,  as  it  did  the  head  of  my  poor  boy." 

The  detective's  fine  face  flushed  hoUy,  and  then  the 
look  came  into  his  eyes  that  betokened  an  uprising  of  his 
strong  will. 

*^  Madame  I "  he  said  sternly,  and  bending  upon  her  a 
look  that  caused  her  to  lower  her  own  angry  orbs, 
^^ allow  me  to  say  what  I  wish  to  say;  after  which  I 
will  listen  to  any  comments  you  may  choose  to  make.    I 
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repeat  that  Lenore  Aimyn's  strange  conduct,  that  looked 
80  much  like  guilt,  was  not  guilt.  She  fled  from  me 
because  she  had  promised  her  mother  to  avoid  all  pursuers, 
and  she  had  strong  reason  to  fear  pursuit.  Innocent  of 
any  crime,  she  has  been  doubly  hunted,  doubly  wronged. 
I  repeat  it,  until  after  she  fled  from  the  asylum  she  did 
not  know  that  your  son  was  dead.  She  had  feared  me, 
and  all  detectives;  she  had  feared  your  informer,  Jason 
Bradwardine,  and  most  of  all,  she  had  feared  your  son. 
She  is  a  woman  in  a  thousand :  or  when  she  suddenly 
came  upon  the  paper  containing  the  account  of  the 
murder,  publishing  her  as  the  murderess,  and  setting  a 
price  upon  her  head,  she  must  have  gone  mad." 

Mrs.  Arteveldt  had  with  difficulty  controlled  herself 
thus  far ;  now  she  fairly  shrieked : 

^*So  you  are  all  combined  against  me.  You  would 
let  this  murderess  go.  Do  you  think  I  will  permit  it? 
No,  my  son,  we  shall  be  avenged;  his  murderess  shall 
expiate  her  crime ! " 

**  Mrs.  Arteveldt,"  it  was  Mr.  Hale's  cool  voice  that 
interposed.  ^^Tour  son's  murderess  will  expiate  her 
crime;  she  is  now  a  prisoner." 

Mrs.  Arteveldt  reeled  as  if  about  to  fall,  and  finally 
sank  back  in  her  chair,  murmuring  faintly:  ^^  What  I — 
what  are  you  telling  me  ;  why  talk  of  her  innocence  ?  " 
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Kate  Seaton  came  quietly  to  her  side,  and  placed  a 
cool  hand  on  her  throbbing  forehead. 

^*  Madame/'  she  said,  softly,  ^^  you  do  not  understand, 
the  murderess  is  found,  but  it  is  not  Lenore  Armyn." 

Mrs.  Arteveldt  started.  She  turned  her  eyes  again 
toward  Noil  Bathurst. 

"What  does  it  mean — what  are  you  trying  to  do?" 
she  gasped.  "  Oh,  you  said  you  would  find  the  creature 
who  killed  my  boy." 

"  And  I  have  found  her,  madame,"  said  Neil,  more 
gently  than  he  had  previously  spoken.  "She  was 
arrested  last  night.  You  must  compose  yourself;  you 
must  prepare  yourself  for  a  great  shock.  Your  son's 
bride  did  not  shed  his  blood.     Shall  I  tell  you  who  did  ?  '* 

"  Yes,"  faintly. 

"  Your  son  was  murdered  by  the  woman  we  have  all 
known  as  Aura  Durand." 

"Hear  him  I"  fairly  shrieked  the  frantic  woman, 
turning  toward  the  lawyer.  "  Hear  whom  he  accuses ; 
ah,  who  will  tell  me  the  truth  I " 

"  I  will  1 "  replied  the  lawyer,  firmly.  "  Madame,  if 
you  do  not  listen  and  control  yourself,  we  must  leave 
you  to  find  this  out  from  the  daily  pap'ers.  I  tell  you 
that  Aura  Durand  is  the  murderess — she  has  confessed 
her  crime." 
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Slowly  and  with  eyes  that  seemed  starting  from  their 
sockets,  Mrs.  Arteveldt  arose  to  her  feet.  Then  with  a 
sudden  and  piercing  shriek,  she  threw  out  her  hands 
and  fell  at  the  very  feet  of  the  detective.  He  lifted 
her  from  the  floor  and  carried  her  to  a  soft  couch  in 
the  rear  drawing-room.  Then  Kate  and  the  housekeeper 
applied  restoratives,  but  when  Mrs.  Arteveldt  recovered 
from  her  swoon,  she  turned  her  face  toward  Neil 
Bathurst,  and  then  broke  out  in  a  violent  fit  of 
hysterics. 

This  was  too  much  for  the  good  lawyer.  "Confu- 
sion I*'  he  exclaimed,  turning  wi*ath fully  away.  "Was 
ever  absurdity  like  the  absurdity  of  woman.  She  is 
angry  because  this  girl  did  not  kill  her  son.  1*11  wager 
she  would  hang  Lenore  Armyn,  and  let  Aura  Durand  go, 
to-morrow,  if  she  had  the  power.  Come  along,  Mr. 
Bathurst,  we  will  leave  her  to  come  to  her  senses." 

But  Kate  Seaton  interposed. 

"Don't  go,  I  beg,  Mr.  Hale,*'  she  said,  with  a  look 
half  serious,  half  mirthful.  "  If  you  leave  her  now,  you 
will  have  to  begin  from  the  foundation.  You  have  said 
truly,  her  hatred  for  Lenore  is  intense.  I  don't  know 
what  she  will  do  when  she  learns  that  Lenore  is  not  only 
innocent,  but  an  heiress  and  a  lady  of  rank,"  then  turn- 
ing to  Bathurst.   "  Tell  him  to  stay,  Mr.  Bathurst ;  see 
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how  obstinate  he  looks.    He  is  in  exactly  the  mood  now 
to  bring  her  to  reason  quickly." 

Neil  laughed  involuntarily. 

"  I  do  think  he  should  stay,'*  he  said,  *^  and  I  think 
that  I  should  go.  Until  she  is  conyinced  of  the  truth, 
my  presence  will  only  excite  her;  thanks,  once  more, 
to  Jason  Bradwardine.  Don't  you  think  I  am  right.  Miss 
Seaton  ?  " 

*^  Yes ;  I  think  you  are.  If  you  stay  she  will  only  say 
bitter  things  to  you,  and  have  so  much  more  to  repent  of 
when  she  comes  to  her  senses." 

*^  Exactly  my  idea,  although,  of  course,  I  should  not 
bear  malice.  But  I  want  to  see  Mr.  Durand  this  evening, 
and  he  needs  my  presence  more  than  it  is  needed  here." 

Mr.  Hale  was  somewhat  inclined  to  take  his  hat 
and  go  too,  but,  after  a  little  more  low-toned  discussion, 
he  decided  to  remain  and  ^^  have  it  out,"  as  he  expressed 
it,  at  the  same  moment  flinging  himself  down  upon  a 
very  forbidding-looking  chair,  to  wait  for  the  hysterics 
to  abate. 

Bathurst  exchanged  with  him  a  few  half-whispered 
words,  in  reference  to  their  plans  for  the  morrow,  and  then 
he  turned  to  go,  Kate  Seaton  accompanying  him  through 
the  drawing-rooms  and  pausing  at  the  door. 

^Mr.  Bathurst,"  she  asked,  lookiog  up  with  a  rosj 
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flush  on  her  face;    *'will  they  take  Aura  Durand  to 
London  ?  " 

^^Yes,  Miss  Seaton,"  looking  down  with  a  smile;  ^^aa 
soon  as  the  necessary  preliminary  steps  have  been  taken, 
Rob  wiU  sail  for  England  with  his  prisoner/* 

Kate  looked  down.  ^^I  wonder  if  Mr.  Ferrars  will 
go  too  ?  "  she  said,  as  if  she  didn't  feel  so  much  interested 
in  this  question. 

"No;  not  if  I  can  prevent  it." 

"And  when  he  does  go,  he  will  take  Lenore,  I 
suppose.'' 

Neil  flushed  in  his  turn,  and  made  no  answer.  He 
was  almost  startled  to  find  himself  mentally  saying,  "  I 
wish  I  could  prevent  that." 

"  Lenore  will  go  back  to  my  sister,  now,"  went  on 
Eate;  "she  said  so  to-day.  And  I  shall  go  home,  too. 
Mrs.  Arteveldt  will  not  want  me  when  she  learns  how, 
all  along,  I  have  been  in  sympathy  with  Lenore  " — ^then 
veering  suddenly,  in  true  woman  fashion, — "  how  splen- 
didly you  all  took  those  counterfeiters,  Mr.  Bathurst." 

"  Tes.  That  was  Rob's  work ;  I  had  little  hand  in  it. 
Ferrars  made  the  acquaintance  of  the  cook,  and  so  man- 
aged to  let  Rob  in,  you  know.  He  got  up  stairs  without 
being  seen,  and  had  the  trap  open  and  everything  ready 
before  the  gang  came  up,  to  begin  work.    Rob  won't 

31  Vl 
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much  fancy  this  trip  across  the  water,  just  now.  But  I 
must  go,  Miss  Seaton.  Mr.  Durand  has  a  lonelj  house 
to-night,  and,  for  the  present,  I  have  promised  to  take  up 
my  quarters  there." 

Kate  gave  him  her  hand,  and  said  good-night,  and 
then  the  young  detective  set  out  to  walk  to  Mr.  Durand*s 
strangely  deserted  dwelling.  The  night  was  dark  and 
windy,  and  Neil  paused  upon  the  doorstep  to  button  up 
his  coat,  paused  where  the  light  from  the  street  lamp  fell 
full  upon  his  face.  Then  he  ran  lightly  down  the  steps  and 
walked  away,  thinking  of  beautiful  Lenore  Armyn,  as  he 
had  first  seen  her,  holding  the  poison  to  her  lips,  and  face 
to  face  with  death. 

On  he  paced,  lost  in  thought,  and  through  the  dark- 
ness a  stealthy  shadow  glided  after,  drawing  silently, 
nearer  and  nearer,  as  they  approached  the  avenue  where 
the  stately  dwellings  of  the  rich  stood  in  their  own 
grounds,  and  wide  apart,  and  where  the  leafless  trunk's 
and  branches  of  great  shade  trees  threw  deepest  shadows. 
Nearer  and  nearer  draws  the  noiseless,  stealthy,  venge- 
ful shadow,  and  still  Neil  Bathurst  paces  on,  with  buoy- 
ant step  and  thoughts  far  away. 

And  now  the  shadow  is  close  upon  him  I  He  is  mid- 
way between  the  street  lamps  now,  and  passing  a  dark- 
ened dwelling,  passing  directly  under  the  gnarled  branches 
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of  two  great  trees,  that  stretch  their  arms  out  over  the 
pavement.  Under  these  branches  the  shadow  glides,  and, 
if  it  makes  a  sound,  the  wind,  howling  through  the  bare 
branches,  bears  that  sound  away. 

Close  I  closer  yet ;  there  is  not  the  length  of  an  arm 
between  the  shadow  and  the  unconscious  Neil.  And  now 
something  long,  and  slender,  and  bright,  gleams  in  an 
uplifted  hand. 

**NeilI" 

Suddenly  Neil  Bathurst  faces  about;  he  sees  the 
gleaming  knife ;  he  sees  a  form  swiftly,  with  one  bound, 
interposed  between  that  knife  and  his  heart.  The  knife 
descends;  the  form  reels;  there  is  a  groan,  a  fall,  and 
Neil  Bathurst  knows  that  some  life  has  been  oBeied  to 
save  his. 

All  this  in  a  second  of  time.  In  the  next  second, 
with  a  panther-like  spring,  Neil  Bathurst  is  upon  the 
assassin.  There  is  a  flash,  a  report,  and  Jason  Bradwar- 
dine  faUs,  his  brains  scattered  upon  the  pavement,  the 
bloody  knife  tightly  clutched  in  his  hand,  his  cai^eer  of 
crime  ended. 

Flinging  his  smoking  pistol  down,  Bathurst  kneels 
beside  his  prostrate  and  bleeding  good  angel.  Gently  he 
lifts  the  head,  and  then  a  oiy  escapes  his  lips.  **  My 
God  I  ItisFenanP* 
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He  hears  yoioes  and  hanying  footsteps,  but  it  seems 
an  age  to  him  before  help  comes ;  then  he  will  give  his 
place  up  to  none  other.  They  raise  the  prostrate,  sense- 
less form,  and  jcarry  it,  as  Neil  Bathurst  directs,  to  the 
house  of  Mr.  Durand,  only  a  block  away.  When  they 
have  placed  him  upon  a  bed,  and  a  physician  has  been 
summoned,  Neil  Bathurst  turns  to  the  officer,  who  has 
accompanied  them,  and  answers  his  questions. 

*^  It  is  Francis  Ferrars,  a  London  detective.  He  came 
between  me  and  that  villain's  knife.     Did  I  kiU  him?  " 

*>  Spilled  his  brains  all  over,"  was  the  officer's  answer. 

^*I  am  glad  of  it.  I  meant  to.  If  he  has  killed 
Ferrars,  I  shall  regret  that  he  had  not  a  dozen  lives." 
Then  he  turned  again  to  the  bedside,  and  Mr.  Durand 
was  left  to  explain  to  the  officer  the  identity  of  Bathurst, 
and  the  character  of  the  man  who  lay  out  on  the  pave- 
ment a  block  away,  ghastly,  mutilated,  dead,  and 
surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  curious,  unpitying,  sensation 
hunters. 

But  Francis  Ferrars  did  not  die ;  the  life  so  brave  and 
useful  was  not  destined  to  be  blotted  out  by  the  dagger 
stroke  of  a  coward.  For  days  he  hovered  between  life 
and  death ;  and,  day  and  night,  Neil  Bathurst  was  beside 
him,  pale,  anxious,  sick  at  heart,  until  the  danger  waa 
over.    Francis  Ferrais  was  a  stranger  in  a  strange  land. 
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but  no  wounded  and  Buffering  one  was  ever  yet  more 
tenderly  cared  for,  more  carefully  guarded,  or  more  anx* 
iously  watched  over.  This  lonely,  sad-eyed  man  found 
himself  surrounded  by  father,  brothers,  sisters,  friends. 
Mr.  Durand  watched  over  him  with  the  utmost  solicitude, 
and  could  not  do  enough  for  the  welfare  of  a  guest  he  so 
honored.  No  brotherly  devotion  could  exceed  that  of 
Neil  Bathurst,  and  Rob  Jocelyn;  and  every  day  came 
two  fair  girls,  with  sad  and  anxious  faces,  who  whispered 
softly  with  Mrs.  Richards,  and  hovered  about  the  door  of 
the  sick  room  like  pitiful  guardian  angels.  When  the 
crisis  was  past,  and  they  were  allowed  to  enter  the  sick 
chamber,  they  came  every  day  to  sit  beside  the  wounded 
hero,  and  minister  to  him  with  tender  hands. 

Since  he  had  learned  from  Kate  Seaton  that  Jason 
Bradwardine  was  on  the  watch  for  Neil  Bathurst,  Francis 
Ferrars  had  in  his  turn  watched  Jason  Bradwardine, 
especially  when  his  brother  detective  paid  a  visit  to  the 
house  of  Mrs.  Arteveldt.  On  this  night,  when  Neil 
sallied  forth  alone,  Ferrars  had  been,  as  usual,  near  at 
hand.  He  had  not  kept  so  near  his  game  as  he  would 
have  done  had  he  known  that  Neil  would  come  forth 
unaccompanied,  and  the  would-be  assassin  had  well  nigh 
accomplished  his  purpose  before  the  Englishman  could 
hurl  himself  between  his  friend  and  the  murderous  knife. 
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One  day  Lenore  and  Neil  had  been  sitting  beside  the 
sick  man ;  Lenore  had  been,  as  she  ever  was,  wonder- 
fully tender,  and  anxious  for  his  comfort.  *^  The  doctor 
says  you  may  eat  fruit,"  she  said,  bending  over  Ferrars ; 
**lots  of  fruit.  There  are  grapes  in  the  market,  such 
luscious  ones;  think  of  them.  I  will  have  yon  some 
directly.     Will  you  eat  them  ?    Promise,  now." 

He  smiled  feebly,  and  gave  the  required  promise,  and 
Lenore  flitted  from  the  room.  Then  Ferrars  beckoned  to 
Neil  to  come  nearer,  and  that  young  man  complied,  and 
in  his  turn  bent  above  the  couch. 

*^I  am  going  to  teU  you  something,"  said  Ferrars, 
feebly.  **  I  have  watched  your  face  and  hers,  when  you 
thought  me  asleep.  Tou  think  Lenore  cares  for  me  a 
little,  and  so  thinking  you  would  never  tell  your  own 
secret.  So,  for  your  sake,  and  for  hers,  I  must  tell  you 
mine.  The  secret  that  has  set  the  shadow  on  my  face, 
and  made  me  what  I  shall  be  to  my  last  day,  a  solitary, 
homeless  man.  Lenore  doe9  care  for  me  a  little,  I  thinks 
for  blood  is  thicker  than  water,  after  all ;  and  the  same 
blood,  the  blood  of  the  Massingers,  flows  in  her  veins 
and  in  mine;  but  between  us  is  the  bar-sinister.  My 
&ther  was  Sir  Hillary  Massinger's  younger  brother.  My 
.mother — an  English  peasant  girl.     No  one  knows  my 
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secret,  aa  you  may  guess  I  am  not  proud  of  my  Massinger 
bloody    I  call  myself  a  child  of  the  people." 

There  was  the  sound  of  a  stifled  sob  behind  them, 
and,  turning  quickly,  Neil  saw  Lenore  standing  near 
with  a  basket  of  white  grapes  in  her  hand  and  pitiful 
tears  in  her  eyes.  As  he,  moved  aside,  she  came  quickly 
to  the  bed,  and,  sinking  down  in  her  old  place,  took  the 
hand  of  Francis  Ferrars  in  both  her  own. 

**  Forgive  me,*'  she  murmured.  ^*  I  have  heard  it,  and 
I  am  so  glad— so  glad  to  have  found  a  relative  in  you  — 
one  that  I  can  respect  and  love.  It  makes  me  more 
resigned  to  my  English  blood." 

Francis  Ferrars  closed  his  eyes  for  a  moment,  as  if  in 
pain.     Then  they  opened  and  smiled  into  hers. 

**  Blood  is  thicker  than  water,"  he  murmured.  **I 
never  meant  this  to  come  to  your  knowledge.  But  you 
know  now  how  strong  was  my  reason  for  wishing  to  see 
one  wrong,  done  in  part  by  a  Massinger,  righted,  and 
why,  too,  I  should  so  much  desire  to  thwart  Jason  Brad- 
wardine  and  keep  him  from  the  succession.  But  Sir 
Hillary  must  not  know.  I  do  not  desire  his  patronage, 
and  he  would  never  permit  me  to  approach  you  as  • 
friend." 

** Would  he  not?"  her  eyes  flashmg.     "Then  Sir 

Hillaiy  had  better  look  for  the  next  firadwardine.    If  he 
SI* 
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accepts  me  as  his  heiress,  he  will  take  me  on  my  own 
terms ;  and  if  you  discard  me,  I'll  have  nothing  whatever 
to  do  with  Sir  Hillary  Massinger.  I'll  go  back  to  Doctor 
Burton,  or  Doctor  Austin,  or,"  with  a  side  glance  at  Neil, 
"  Mrs.  Harris ;  and  Mr.  Bathurst  won't  hunt  me  up  again 
—  he  has  said  so.*' 

*^  And  I  mean  it,  too/'  declared  Neil,  with  such  yigor 
that  they  both  laughed. 

^^  It's  a  fortunate  thing  for  me  that  I  found  this  out,'' 
went  on  Lenore,  in  a  livelier  tone.  ^^  You  see  that  offi- 
cious Mr.  Bathurst  had  forestalled  me,  and  Mrs.  Richards 
had  the  grapes  all  ready ;  that*s  how  I  happened  back. 
Doctor  Austin  wants  to  get  rid  of  me ;  he  says  I  am  too 
uncertain  to  please  him.  I  shall  elect  you  my  guardian. 
Tour  hair  is  not  quite  gray  enough,  but  I  think  I  can 
manage  that ;  don't  you,  Mr.  Bathurst  ?  " 

^^Tes,"  retorted  Neil,  maliciously;  ^^I  am  sure  you 
can,  if  you  don't  give  up  those  seven  league  boots." 

And  the  eyes  of  the  sick  man  were  a  shade  less  sad, 
and  there  was  a  glad  throb  at  his  heart  as  he  looked  firom 
one  bright  face  to  the  other  and  thought : 

'*They  are  my  friends  for  always;  for,  spite  of  the 
bar-sinister,  I  can  keep  Sir  Hillaiy  Massinger's  heiress  my 
friend.'* 
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CHAPTER  LIV. 


AT  LAST. 


When  the  chase  is  over,  the  tenpest  passed,  the  bil- 
lows tranquil,  the  ship  in  safe  harbor,  and  the  sails  farled, 
we  desert  the  decks,  to  rest  and  make  ready  for  a  new 
voyage. 

Our  story  is  done  ;  we  have  brought  the  actors  in  our 
drama  into  safe  ports  —  if  there  be  a  safe  port  on  this 
side  the  viewless  line  that  bounds  eternity.  There  is 
nothing  left  unsaid  that  the  reader  can  not  guess  as  well. 

We  might  tell  how,  one  day,  two  months  after  the 
glad  tidings  that  his  heiress  was  found  crossed  the  ocean 
to  Sir  Hillary  Massinger,  a  tall,  spare  form  appeared  at 
the  door  of  the  Ruthvens,  and  demanded  his  grandchild. 
Lady  Lenore  Massinger ;  and  how  Francis  Ferrars,  still 
confined  to  an  invalid's  couch,  acted  as  mediator  between 
the  haughty  but  penitent  old  man  and  the  still  more 
haughty  young  lady,  who  would  only  '*  be  a  Massinger  on 
her  own  terms.''  We  might  tell  how  Lenore,  in  spite  of 
her  stubborn  will,  learned  first  to  pity  and  then  to  love 
this  old  man,  whose  pride  had  wrecked,  first  his  son's  life 
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and  then  his  own ;  and  how,  again  and  again,  her  repub- 
lican sentiments  and  republican  friendships  shocked  the 
old  nobleman,  until  his  love  for  her,  and  her  arguments, 
that  were  a  shrewd  mingling  of  bravely  spoken  common 
sense  and  pretty,  wheedling  nonsense,  gained  the  day, 
and  he  extended  the  hand  of  friendship,  not  of  patronage, 
to  all  who  had  been  the  friends  of  Lady  Lenore  in  her 
time  of  need. 

Like  many  an  imperious  and  strong-willed  one.  Sir 
Hillary  had  journeyed  through  life,  bending  and  swaying 
and  ruling  all  about  him,  until,  at  last,  he  had  encoun- 
tered a  pride  as  obstinate  and  a  will  (albeit,  it  was  the 
will  of  a  young  girl)  stronger  than  his  own.  What  he 
could  not  master  he  submitted  to,  and,  as  Rob  Jocelyn 
expressed  it,  ^^put  his  blue  blood  in  his  pocket." 

Rob  had  delayed  lus  journey  as  much  as  he  could, 
because  of  the  uncertainty  of  life  or  death,  that  for  a 
little  time,  hung  over  Francis  Ferrars,  But  justice  must 
have  her  dues,  and  the  captured  murderess  was  an  un- 
comfortable prisoner  to  have  on  hand,  so  at  last  he  sailed 
away,  declaring  publicly,  that  is,  to  Neil,  Lenore,  and  the 
others,  that  he  went  reluctantly,  because  of  ^^  poor  Fer- 
rars;"  and  whispering  privately  in  the  ear  of  Kate 
Seaton,  another  reason  why  he  was  loath  to  leave  America, 
reason  that  brought  blushes  to  Kate's  fair  cheek,  and 
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a  glad  light  to  her  eyes.  *  At  last  he  sailed,  taking  the 
soft-voiced,  fair-faced,  tigress-hearted  Elise  Schwartz 
back  to  England,  and  to  the  doom  that  awaited  her  there. 
Those  were  dangerous  days,  that  were  passed  by  Neil 
and  Lenore  beside  the  couch  of  Francis  Ferrars,  danger- 
ous to  their  peace  of  mind,  and  Kate  Seaton,  looking  on, 
rejoiced,  and  secretly  informed  Mrs.  Ruthven  that  another 
triumph  was  in  store  for  republicanism,  and  another 
downfall  for  Sir  Hillary. 

Mr.  Durand,  after  all,  had  little  room  for  gloomy  reflec- 
tions. His  wife  returned  to  him  restored  to  health,  and 
to  find,  installed  as  guests  in  her  house,  Neil  Bathurst, 
whom  she  admired  exceedingly,  and  Francis  Ferrars,  who 
proved  a  godsend  to  her,  giving  her  the  opportunity  that 
her  soul  loved,  of  fussing  about  a  sick  room,  and  of  pre- 
paring more  dainties  and  delicacies  to  tempt  the  appetite, 
than  would  have  sufficed  for  a  dozen  sick  men. 

When  Sir  Hillary  came,  he,  too,,  after  a  week's  sojourn 
at  a  hotel,  became  the  guest  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Durand,  and 
Lenore  and  Kate  were  almost  constant  guests  at  their 
dinner  table. 

Mrs.  Arteveldt  was  finally  convinced,  very  much 
against  her  will,  that  she  had  no  just  cause  to  harbor 
enmity  against  Lenore.  It  was  a  terrible  shock  to  her,  to 
learn  that  Aura,  who  had  been  her  pet  and  favorite,  in 
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private  and  public,  was  an  adventuress  and  doubly-djed 
murderess ;  but  having  convinced  her  of  this  —  at  the  ex- 
pense of  a  terrific  strain  upon  his  own  equanimity  —  Mr. 
Hale  found  it  comparatively  easy  to  persuade  her  that  it 
were  best  to  let  Elise  Schwartz  go,  to  be  punished  in 
England,  and  to  let  the  memory  of  Clarence  Arte  veldt 
rest,  and  not  drag  to  light  all  his  faults  and  foibles,  that 
might  by  unprejudiced  ones,  be  called  by  harsher  names 
still.  The  reward  offered  for  the  finding  of  the  murderess 
was  promptly  paid ;  but  Mrs.  Arteveldt  never  renewed 
the  subject  of  making  Neil  Bathurst  her  sole  heir.  How- 
ever, her  attachment  to  Kate  Seaton  survived  her  chagrin 
at  losing  her,  and  when,  not  long  after  the  arrest  of  Elize 
Schwartz,  she  summoned  Mr.  Hale  to  draw  up  her  will, 
in  which  she  bequeathed  the  larger  portion  of  her  wealth 
to  divers  charities,  she  reserved  a  handsome  sum  to  be  given 
Kate,  as  a  marriage  portion  ;  and  another  handsome  sum 
to  revert  to  this  same  young  lady,  at  her  death. 

Doctor  Austin  was  the  most  jovial  of  men  in  these 
days ;  he  never  tired  of  telling  how  he  had  rushed  in  hot 
haste  to  Doctor  Burton's  private  asylum,  to  find  Lenore 
gone ;  and  when,  one  fine  Spring  day,  Lenore,  Kate,  Neil 
and  Doctor  Austin,  drove  out  to  Doctor  Burton's  to  dine 
with  him,  that  worthy  custodian  of  the  mentally  afiBicted, 
exclaimed  in  high  glee : 
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^^ Bless  my  soul!  but  this  is  the  joUiest  day  I  ever 
experienced.     To  think  that  Miss  Lee  is  a  lady  of  rank,   » 
and   that  she   was   not  insane   at  all  I      Bless  — my  — 
soul  I " 

To  which  Doctor  Austin  responded : 

"  And  to  think  that  this  young  dog,"  meaning  Neil, 
*^  tried  to  claim  relationship,  and  studied  my  musty  old 
books  for  three  months.  And  he  warned  me  to  beware 
of  detectives^  or  any  other  sort  of  confidence  men  ;  ha  I  ha  I 
ha!'* 

George  Fordham  recovered  from  his  pistol  wound, 
and,  together  with  his  gentlemanly  gang,  went  to  learn 
some  useful  and  legitimate  trade,  in  safe  seclusion.  Nina 
Annin  shared  their  fate ;  but,  doubtless,  she  will  be  at 
large  in  a  few  years,  at  the  most,  for  she  is  a  handsome 
woman,  and  believed  to  have  been  led  into  dark  ways 
through  her  love  for  Fordham.  For  it  is  only  known  to 
Ferrars  and  Bathurst,  that  she  is  Mrs.  Pomeroy,  the  wife 
and  accomplice  of  a  notorious  English  burglar  and  coun- 
teifeiter,  who  was  shot  while  resisting  the  officers  of  the 
law«  and  that  she,  herself,  wounded  two  officers,  in 
making  her  escape  at  the  time  of  her  husband's  death. 
The  opals,  and  the  diamond  ring,  given  her  by  Aura,  or 
Elise,  and  which  were  a  part  of  the  booty  brought  by 
Elise  from  the  old  Jew's  cofiEers,  she  returned  to  the 
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collection  which  Rob  took  with  him  to  England,  and 
restored  to  the  Crown. 

Mrs.  Richards  never  resumed  her  old  life;  after  a 
time,  she  confided  her  story,  a  sad,  but  very  common  one, 
to  Mrs.  Durand ;  and  that  good  woman,  who  had  given  a 
daughter's  place  to  a  far  greater  sinner,  bade  her  remain, 
acting  as  her  housekeeper,  as  before,  and  so,  surrounded 
by  safeguards,  and  very  grateful  to  Neil  Bathurst,  Mrs. 
Ricliards  remains,  protected  and  happy. 

Down  at  the  Morgue,  the  day  after  the  stabbing  of 
Francis  Ferrars,  a  tall,  dark-faced  form  lay  stretched  out ; 
the  head  was  disfigured  and  blood-stained,  and  the  &ce 
scarce  recognizable.  No  one  came  to  claim  it,  and  it  was 
given  a  pauper  burial ;  yet  this  man  had  aspired  to  be  a 
peer  of  England.  So  ended,  and  justly,  too,  the  career 
of  the  villain  Jason  Bradwardine. 

Mrs.  Harris  would  not  have  been  Mrs.  Harris,  had  she 
not  contrived  to  discover  the  identity  and  whereabouts 
of  Lenore,  and  to  present  herself,  as  an  object  for  favor- 
able  consideration  forthwith.  But,  not  feeling  especially 
indebted  to  the  lady,  and  not  considering  her  a  desirable 
acquaintance,  Lenore  speedily  settled  her  claims,  by 
bestowing  upon  her  a  generous  gift  of  money,  and  then 
assuring  her  that  henceforth  they  were  strangers. 

Gentleman  Jeff  is  a  gambler  still ;  but  he  still  numbers 


L^nfite,  i  Kate,  the  tiiceei  deteotives^  -  Mr.  Duimd,  Dr. 


^  j^atiuii  Mr.  Halo, and-  eyjftn  Sir  Hillajj,  among  hia  friends, 

.dniiii  be latiE  poasasseri  those  qviaMties  that  are  lacking  in 

many  men  who  boast  of  an  honorable  calling,  chivalry, 

generosity,  high  courtesy,  and  a  profound  respect  for  aU 

good  women. 

Mr.  Durand  is  without  an  heir,  but,  it  is  whispered, 
that  the  quondam  Charles  Durand,  the  man  who  saved 
his  wife  from  the  poisoner,  and  who  drove  the  serpent 
from  his  threshold,  will  one  day  inherit;  his  wealth.  But 
Neil  thinks  not,  cares  not,  for  this.  He  is  absorbed  in  9 
brighter,  better  dream. 

And  so  let  us  leave  them.  Let  ua  leave  Kate  Seaton 
looking  forward  with  joyful  anticipation  to  the  return  of 
her  lover,  the  gallant  Rob. 

Let  us  leave  Francis  Ferrars  coming  back  to  health 
and  strength,  surrounded  by  friends,  and  rejoicing  in  the 
regard  of  Lenore  and  his  brother  detectives. 

Let  us  leave  Neil  and  Lenore  absorbed  in  their  dream 

'  of  happiness ;   a  dream  that  we,  knowing  Lenore,  feel 

well  assured,  will  not  be  shattered  as  was  the  love  dream 

of  her  parents,  by  the  hand  of  a  Judas,  or  the  pride  of 

birth. 

The   Spring  wears  on  to  Summer,  the  Summer  of 

nature,  and  the  Summer  of  their  Uves,  and,  sometimes, 
Wa 
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in  these  days,  when  Lenore  hears,  or  reads,  of  the  gal- 
lant deeds  of  brave  detectives,  she  thinks,  with  a  sigh 
and  a  smile,  of  the  time  when  she  was  ^^  Shadowed  bj 
Three.'' 


'^ 


